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of the waste. There a 
.K to ruscy dissolation, • 
Farm and a c^xeat r; obix 
id abou. it. 

at Trowlesworthy with an uncle 
4 -ccustomed to woik very hard for 
y moment she cud not work. ' She only 
.til of spring and talked of love. 

^at a stuidy youth with a red face and a 
flaxen moustache. His countenance was 
not cast in a cheerful mould. Indeed, he frowned and 
ga-t.ed gloomily out of large grey eyes at the valley beneatli 


him. 

' 1 axed fathe'" in plain words if I might be tokener^ to 

you — of ''ourse, that was if you said ‘ yes * — and he answered 
as plainly that 1 might not. You sec, he was terrible up in 
years afore he got married nimself, and so he thinks a Iran’s 
a fool to go into it young.” 

* How^ old WT 1 he then ? ” 

“ Forty-five to the day. And he’s seventy next monMi 
though he don’t feel or look anyt^'ing like so muebt 
Rv’s full of old, stale sayings p^oui/ marrying in haste and 
repenting at leisurfe: and such like. So it is, Milly.” * 
The girl nodded. She was a dark maiden with brown 
eyes and a pretty mouth. She sniffed rather tearfully 
and wiped her eyes with the corner of her sun-bonnets 

only waited so long beoai^ the 
tk&t Otte 4^1?^ When he found youi mother. I’m 


ipwiwia.v.'Piey was tokened? when he tras forty, 
five years.” - 
she said. 

! ■ And yet f 
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Far froan 

big-hearted, kindly creature and a g( 
ot^ understand more. Like a boy 
sow 1 Jed a l<syoIder than him so: 


• and easy jot _ 
j^Baskerville say ? ” 

ad 8o’s mj sistera. w |^.Mhjr ’ 

■ nisn’t wl? I 
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Neci — a lazy chap that haU 
\y6rk same us rather himself, 

" there's anything calling to be 
llupcrt to ? ’ But lazy as Neel 
inotTow.” 

“ Mr. Baskerville’s friglited of h 
Svorthy, Rupert.” 

The youTig man looked out wliere a wooi 
^bridge, and his father’s farm lifted its bi. 
above tho trees. 

“ He tells me I'm liis right hand ; and yet rcfutr .s, 
though tills is tlie fir^st thing that ever Tve asked him,” ke 
said. 

“ Wouldn’t he suffer it if you promised, him to do as 
done, and not marry for five yeans ? ” ‘ • 

“ I’ll promise no such thing. Father Scoms to riiink ’tts 
all ir ooTishinc, hut I shall have another go at him when he 
comes home next veek. Till then I shan’t see you no 
more, for I’ve promised myself to get through a raigl-^y 
-'ile of work — just to astonish him.” 

“ Tlio harder ;ioivwork, the more he’ll w^ant you to bide 
at hbme, sl\e said.' ‘^Not that I mind you workir''. 
All the best sort rk — I know that.” 

“ I must work- -no credit to me. I’m like fatJier there, 
I han’t comfortal e if 1 don’t get through a good lump oJ 
\/ork in the day.” 

She looked at Jiim with large admiration. 

“ WTier^,’s Mr. Baskerville gone to ? ” 

“ To Bideford for the wrestlin’ matches. Hc^alvtlys 
stands stickler whea there’s a big wrestlin’. Such a 
famous man he wos at it — champion of Devon for nine 
years. Ho retired after lie was married. But now, just 
on liis seventieth birthday, he’s as clever as any of^^’cni. 
’Twas his great trouble, |T do believe, that neither me nor 
Ned ever shaped well at it. But we haven’t got his weight. 
We take after my mother’s people and be light-built men—* 
compared to fath^” * 

“ Pity May Wren’t a boy,” said Milly. “ SBe’s got 
weight enougWT " ' 

“ Yes,” admitte<^ “ She’s the very ’ daps ^ f)f 
father. She’ll bo a whacker w^hen'she g«ows up. *Tis a 
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nuistocc* for a woman being made so terriblf beaiy 
BvJt thfjre *ti%— and a happier creature hevet* had tb walk 

slof lull-” * • ' • • ^ ' 

• Dilencl fdl for a while between Them. * • ^ 

“ We* must wait and liope,” she declared at last* “ I 
.<l>an’t Change, 4lupcrt — you kiiow^hat.” 

Right well 1 know it, and more shan’t I.” * J 

‘|You’re just turned twenty-three and I’ni eighteen. 
•Af^hr all,* we’ve got plenty of time, said Milly. - 

“i^hope so. But tliat’s no reason why for we shoul<\* 
^vjftte it. ’Tis all wasttd till I get you.” ^ 

put lierhand out to him, and he cau^\t it and held it. 

“ It migltfc be a long sight worse,” she said. “ ’Tis onl3’^ a 
Aiatter of patier^e.” ♦ 

’ for patience, and there lies tlio erueliv. 

lioAvever, I’ll pish him hard when he comes home. 
Tokened I will be to ’e — n5t in secret, but afore the na'^-ton.” 
^‘^Look ! ” she said. “ Two men riding up over. Go a 
bii further o/T, Acre’s a dear.” 

Rupert looked where she pointed, and tjjicn heshowod^j^ 
iiUlo astonishment and concern. « • 

Good Lord ! ” he exclaimed. “ If my tincle 

IJiftnplire^^ .Baskerville ; and Mark^^along with him. 
Wnat the mischief sent th(»m here, of all w^ays ? Can’t 
w e hide ? ” * 

But no hiding-place offered. Therefore the young people 
rose and walked boldly forward. ' 

“ He’s going out to Hon Tor to look at*tln^ ruins, I ^ 
reeTvon,^ said Milly. “ I met your cousin Mark a bit ago, 
and he told me his father wm rather fnterested in that old 
rogues’-roost of a pl%ce they call lfen» Tor •House. AVhy 
for I can’t say ; but ^at’s where they be riding, I doubt.’^ 
Two men on ponies drived as she spoke, and drew up 
beside thfi lovers. • 

The elder exhibited a q^ist of countenance somewhat 
remarka\|lc. He was a thin, under-sizei man with grey* 
hair. IJis narrow, clean-shorn face skjnped ’wedge-shaped 
to a pointed chin, and his mouth wal^hpless and very 
he -J. CliTotesquely large black eyebrovrali^rkened his 
foreheau, but they marked no arch. They set in two 
j>atches or tufts, ^nd moved freely up and down over a pair 
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<d Jratlier^ dinj grey eyes. The appeara.ice of ^miiess, 
jjoweyer, was hot real, for Humphrey Baskerville pOosesr A 
good sight. Me was sixty- three yej^rs old, and a ^ ido^ er. 
He passedi for a harshij secretive man, and lived two 
miles <f rom his elder brother, Vivian Baskc .'vilie, C)f Cad- 
worthy. His houschold^oonsistcd of liimself, his son'MarL, 
and bis housekeeper. 

Good morning, Uncje Humphrey,” saidJRup«?rt|tak’l^ng 
^10 bull by the horns. ‘‘ You know jSIilly Luscombe, 
don’t you ? Morning, Mark.” ^ t 

Mi\, Baskerville’s black tufts we«it up and his slit of a 
mouth elongated. * 

“ Wliat’s this then ? ” he asked. Fooling Ujj here with 
a gif? — you ? I hope you’re not taking a/tcr good-'‘ 
for-nothing brother ? ” * 

“ Ntiedn’t fear that, undo.” 

“ Row’s Mr. Luscombo ? ” asked the old man abruptly, 
turning to the girl. 

Milly feared nobody — not even this m^ch-feared and 
i..%p«teriou8 persop^and now she turned to him and patted 
his old peny’s neck she answered — 

“ very wellf\4ihank you, Mr. Baskerville, and I’m suio 
he’d hope you are We same,” 

The tufts carnc down and he looked closely at her. 
“You playing truant too — eh ? Well, why not ? ’Tis 
too fine a day for work, perhaps.” 

“ So it is, then. Even your old blind pony knows 
that.” 

“ Only blind the near side,” he answered. “ He^oan see 
more with one eye tlian many humans can with both.” 

“ What’s his name, please ? ” ^ 

“ I don’t know. Never gave him one,” 

They walked a little way forward, while Rupert sto]^pcd 
behind and spoke to his Cousin Mark, 

“ So you like that boy very^uch— eh ? ” said the old 
man drily and suddenly to Milly, 

She coloured up^^tod nodded. 

“ Nonsense aru^ foolery ! ” 

“ If ’tis, I /f'ouldn’t exchange it for your ^r. 

Baskerville.’^ 

He made a deep grunt like a bear’s. 
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tha pert way childer speak to foWr now — 

• • 

$• ^ you was iniove once 

“ Ncnseiise^and foolery — ^nonsense and foolery ! 

“ Would y(jp do different if you could go back ? 

•He did not answer the questioff. 

“ I doubt you’re too good for Rupert Ba^erville/’ he 
savJd. t i * • 

^ ^ * ft 

‘‘He’s too good for me.” • 

^‘Tle stands to work— tgrant that. But he’s youn^, and. 
be’s foolish, like all young tfiings. TMnk better of it. 
Keefl aw 4 iy from the young men. Work — work — work 
,your fingers to the bone. That’s the only wise way.^t I’ni 
going to look ^ yonder ruin on the side of Hen Tor, I 
may 8'ui!(fffc upiAgaiii and live there and die there.” 

“ What ! I^ave Hawk House, Mr. Baskerville ? ’.V 
Why not ? ’Tis too much in the world for me and 
Mark.” 

“ ’Tis the loneliest house in these parts.” 

Too much in the world,” he rep^tejt. 

^ “ That’s nonsense and foolery, ir you hjee,’^ she said 
cajmly ; “ I’m sure love-making bfi>^all**plain common 
stose coiftpared to that.” 

He pulled up and regarded her with a grim stare. 

” I’ve found somebody to-day that isn’t afraid of me,, 
seemingly.” ^ 

“ Why for should I be ? ” • w 

For no reason, except that most others are. What do 
they all think ? I’ll tell you ; th^y think I’m wrong 
here,” t ^ 

He tilted up his Wack wide-awake hat and tapped his 
forehead. % 

“purely never ! The folk onjy be frightened of your 
great wittiness — so I believe. Rupert always says that 
you are terrible clever.” • ^ ‘ 

“ That shows he’s a terrible fool. Don’t you mate with 
a fool, MUly.” N. 

‘Wl’lUpromise that anyway, sir.” \v 

She sfloke with perfect self-possession interested 
the ofd man. ^hen he found that he was interested, and 
turned upon himself impatiently and shouted to his son. 
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r • « ' , ‘ 

“ CcfxBo ofi,*boy^; • Wliat are you dawdliagi there ,f or v?,.’* 

^Mifirk^nstat'itly dug his heels intc^his pony and x;)ll0i'ved 

his father,^ He was a ydathful edition of the cider, wiih 

dift'ervnee. Humphrey was ill-clad, and Mark wus neat. 

Humphrey’s voice was harsh and disagreeable ; Alark's 

\vas soft and almost wdmanly. Mark also had a smoifth 

face and h^avy eyebrows ; but his features were clearer 

f ut, more delicate; His cyt'S w'cre blue*and^|?Cautfful., 

^ £e had a manner somcwJiat timid and retiring. w^as 
not ^ cringing man, but a^native fjeference guided Inmrin 
all dealings witlf his kind. ' f 

Before starting, Mr. Baskerville shopped, dii^ w a ^letter 
from his pocket, and called to Rupert. 

“ Take this to my brother Vivian, will jju ? i was gfiirg • 
to leave it on the w a}^' back, but I’ll not waste‘iliar£jme.” ‘ 
Tlc'^ youth came forw^ard and took the letter. 

“Father’s aw'ay to Bideford — standing stickler for<:he 
wrestlin’,” he said, ^ « 

Good God ! At liis age ! Can’t an old man of 
seventy find not^inff bettor and wdser to do than lun after 
childish tning^like Hiat ? ” 

The son w^siliMt/, and bis uncle, with a snort of dpep 
disdain, rode forward. * 

“ ’Tis about the birthday,” Rupert explained to Milly. 

^ In June father will turn seventy, and there is to be a rare 
fuss made, and a spread, and all the family to come round 
him at C<fiyiworthy. Of course, Uncle Nat will come. In 
fact, •twas his idea that wre should have a celebratign ahnout 
it ; but I doubt if* Uncle Humphrey will. He’d tliink 
such a thing^ all Rubbish, no doubt, for he’s against 
every sort of merry-making. You See how ho went just 
now when I told him father wsus gone to the wrqgtlin’ 
matches.” i • 

“ Don’t you mind him too much, all the same,” said 
Milly. “He Ic^ks terrible ^ grim and says dreadful 
things, but I don’Jt believe he’s half in earnest.* I han’t 
feared of him, ana never will be. ' Don’t you be Aeither.” « 
They left th^^r and proceeded to the girl’s home bensath. 
The olose-cTC^ed turf of the warrens spread in a^egn and 
resilient carpet under their feet ; and, ftnng in a mighty 
pattern upon it, young red leaves of whortieberrv broke 
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thjr|Ugli and »spaltered the miles of ifcurf with a* l^ze ^oF* 
rus||t# » 

fi^per^fsaid farewell ^at the cntijance; then he hlLs|oneid 
liomewajrd and presently reached his family ch’cle as it 
preparing dine. * 

Mestcr Baskerville, the w^ife of ¥ivian, was a quiet, fair* 
woqian of fine bearing and above middle hciglit. She was 
^wohty J'eslts younger than her husband, but the union had 
been^i happy and successful one in every respect, and the/ 
wqpian’s mild nature and Jarge patience had cliimed well* 
with the man’s strong sclf-asseAion, narr<i>w outlook;'^and 
immo^abl(^pinions. •Kitidness of heart and generosity of 
^irit distinguished them both ; and these precious traits 
, w^ae haiulod to l)jjc children of the marriage, six in nuimber. 

•Ned* i>i,<fl?ervilifi, the eldest son, was considered the 
least satisfactory and ^iie best looking. 'J’hen came 
Rrqaert, a commonplace edition of Ned, but worth far ^lore 
a»,a responsible being. These men resembled their mother 
and both livecJ at home. Young Nathan Baskerville 
followed. He was a sailor and seldom scijn at Cadworthy*? 
The two girls of this family succeedei?NAth^^. and 

Poyy were like their father — of dark,f^mjrf?xion and in- 
clified to Utoutncss ; while the baby of the household was 
Humphrey, a youngster of thirteen, called after the dreaded 
uncle. # 

All save Nat, the sailor, were at table when Rupert en- 
tered with his letter, and all showed keenq^t interest to 
learn whether Mr. Baskerville of Hawk House hatf accepted 
his invitation. • 


Rupert handed the letter to his^mother. and she was 
about to put it aside^until her husban&’s return ; but her 
childien persuaded her io open it. 

“Such* a terrible exciting thjpg, mother,” said stout 
May. “ Us never w'on’t sleep a wii^ till us knows.” 

I hope to the Lord ha isn’t coming,” declared Ned. 
“ ’Twill %poil all — a regular death’s head, he’ll be, and us 
shan’t dare to have an“extra drop of or a bit of fun 
after with the girls.” 

‘ Bger ^nd a bit of fun w^ith the girls ’ hicresented the 
limit of Edw'arc^Baskerville’s ambitions ; ana He gratified 
them with determination ijhen opportunity offered. His 
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* faihei;, ,ta his faults and set luiii .on a pedQsf<al , 

, abo^e the rqst of the family ; but his n]|pther^feltt>cie>i|tem 
tliat^htfr eldest son should be so dJght a man. VShe nvad 
in hope that he might waken to his responsibilities and’ 
justify existence. Ned was unusually^ well-educat^, 

, and would do great things some day in his father’s opinion ; 
but the ye^i« passed, he was now twenty-five, and the only 
great thing that he had done was twice to *becol2efiengiige4 
yjbo marry and twice to c.hange his mind. None dfenied him^ 

I a rare gift of good looks ; and his fine figure, his curly l^air, 
his iwinkling eyes and hife mouth* when it smiled, proved 
attractive to many maidens. « < » ^ 

Mrs. Baskerville left a spoon in the large beef-steaji 
pu(!tding and read her brother-in-law’s le^r, 'wihile a ck)pd,^ 
of steam ascended to the kitchen ceiling 


“dDEAB BROTHER VlVlAK, 

“ You ask me to come and eat my dinner with ygu 
on the twenty-eighth day of June next, because on that 
^av you will be up home seventy years old. If you think 
nSs a fin|j thing 1f!o ^nd yourself past threescore and ten — 
well,*perhapi^jjt is. You can’t go on much longer, anywa!^ , 
and journey’s en(Ws no hardship. At a first *thougKj> I 
should have reckoned such a birthday wasn’t much to 
rejoice over ; but you’re right and I’m wrong. A man 
Inay^ pride himself on getting so w^ell through with the 
bulk of his life and reaching nigh the finish with so few 
thorns ii^Jiis feet and aches in his heart as what you have. 

I’D come. » yours faithfuDy, 

“ Humphrey Baskerveule.” 

i 

A mournful sound hke the wind yi the trees went up from 
Uncle Humphrey’s nephews and nieces. , ^ 

“ Be damned to liim f ” said Ned. 

“ Perhaps he won’t come after ail, when he hears Uncle 
Nat is coming,” Suggested May. She was always hopeful, 
Mrs. Baskerville^urned and put the letter on the* mantel- ^ 
shelf behind an^ght-day clock. Then slie sat d^wn^ijand 
began to heln^e pudding, * 

We mu^ make him as welcome as we can. for father’s 
sake,” she said. 



CHAPTER M 


T lftE hamlet of Shaugh * Prio!V a gift to the monhs of 
P>ymp^n in tiraej* past, stands bencaSh Shaugh Moor 
at the edge of a mighty declivity. The Church of St. 

^ iS; 5 l;^ard lif^ its * mttlemented tower and crockcted pimidcles 
above*^ 3’®»ld of^vaste and fallow. It is perched upon a 
ridgo and stands, supported by trees and a few cottages, 
ins> position of great prominence. The scant beaut>>that 
fjgds holy place possessed has vanished under restoration ; 
but there yet reinain good bells, while a notable font^cover, 
cast forth by vanished vandals, is now returned to its u,?^ 
Round about the church dark sycaraores shine jn luring, 
^n|^ at autumn drop their patched and foliage 

upon the»dust of the dead. Broad-botSmed fields ascend 
to the south ; easterly a high road climbs to the Moor, 
and immediately north of Shaugh the slopes of High 
Down lead by North Wood to Cadworthy Pann and CaJi- 
worthy Bridge beyond it. 

Prom High Down the village and its outlying .habitations 
may be perceived at a glance. The cots and homesteads 
converge and cluster in, with the church as the central point 
and heart of the organisation. Around ifr dwellers from 
afar are come to, sleep through their eternal night, and a 
doulble row of slates, like an amulet, girdles the ancient 
fane. Here and there dash white marble in the string of 
grey above the graves of the people ; and beside the 
churchyard wall stands heaped a packet Time’s playing 
cards— old, thin, and broken slates from graves forgotten — 
slaj^ ^nd shattered slabs that have fallen away from the 
unremembered dust they chronicled, and foUow into 
oblii^on the bones they mark^. ^ 

A school, a lectory, * The White Thom * Inn, and a 
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closren (^wellings constitute Shaugh Pi:ior, * tli^ugl> the 
j>a*tish» rxtend-3 far beyond these boundaries'; andton J-his * 
* spring clay, one th rush" warbling {rom a lila^ btJsK ht a 
cottage *(loor, made musfc loud enough to fill the hamlet!** , 
UndersKkugh Farm stood near on the gi^atiull^that fell 
westerly to Shaugh Bridge, at watersmeet in the valley ; 
•and upon the laiid liard*t)y it, two men tramped backwSlrd 
and forward, 'crossing and re-crossing in tlie Jbare centre of a 
field. They were workhig over sown mangoKd ana,<lhrjchingi 
, Ithe seed under their feet by scattering upon it a {'^rtile ^ 
'powder. Tlie manure ])ufi*ed fropi their hands in li1r!le 
golcJ^n clouds tinder tlic* sunlight. The secret o^f tl/is 
mixture belonged to one man, and nolie grew such mangolds 
as could grow. r 

Undershaugh was tbe property of Narfian BaskorT^h?, • 
innkeeper, and he had lot it for twenty ^ars a widov ; 
but Jfr. Baskervillc took an actfte personal interest in the 
welfare of his property, and Mrs. Priscilla Lintern, ^liis 
tenant, was very well pleased to follow Ijjs advice on j£l 
jarge questions of husbandry and rotation. As did the 
rest of the worl(?^\she knew liis worth and wisdom. 

Na<!liafii«lJg^vcrvilIo had original, ideas, and these were^ 
source of cea^e&Siwad amicable argument between him a»nd 
his elder brother, Vivian Baskervillc, of Cadw^orfiiy. But 
Mr. Nathan’s centre of activity and nidus, from wdiich his 
iMiterprises and undertakings took shape and separate 
being, was ‘ Tlie White Thorn ’ public-house. Hero, 
at the ceq|jre of tlio little woh of Shaugh Prior, he pursued 
his busy and prosj)erous life, * 

Nothing came amiss to him ; nothing seemed to fail 
in liis hands. , He ^li^J a finger in fifty pies, and men 
followed his lead as a matter of course, for Nathan Basker- 
ville was never known to make a bftd bargain or faulty in- 
vestment. Nor did he tkeep his good luck to liimself. 
All men could win liis ear ; the humblest found him kind. 
He would invest j pound for S, day labourer as willingly 
as ten for a farmer. After fivc-and- twenty years in 
Shaugh Prior he had won the absolute trust of lus neigh- 
bours, All eyes brightened at his name. He wdisi \^nt 
to say that one living man neither believed in him nor 
trust^ liim. t 
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“ Anu'that man, as luck will havCj^t. is n brother 

the innkeeper would confess oyer his l^ar to 
rpg^ilar ^^isi tors tiiereat: “ ’Tis no ^reat odds, however; and I 
don’t feel i^ so much as you might think, because Huihphrey 
Baskerville is built on a very uncomfortable pattern. If 
’t/jj^as only mt^he mistrusted, I rriight feel hurt about it; 
but ’tis the world, and therefore I’ve got no right to mind. 
Thcro’p,n^piiie— none he would relyjuf^on in a fix — a terrible 
, plight f<5r a man that. But I live in hopes lhat I’ll wi\i 
him^round yet.” .* 

^riie folk condoled \i^ith hin:^ and felt.^ a reasonable in- 
dignation that this rpost large-hearted, kindly, and trans- 
parent of* spirits should rest under his own brother’s 
Bu^icion. ^ They explained it as the work of jcalBusy. 
Air BasJia^vi lies /had brains, and most were noted for 
good looks ; but botli gifts had reached their highest 
dgirelopment and culmination in Nathan. He the 
handsomest and the cleverest of the clan ; and doubtless 
Humphrey, a i^nister and secret character, against whom 
much was wliispered and more suspected, envied 
brother’s gifts and far-reaching popularity, NrHian was 
“HSixty, the youngest and physically the j:v-ij«aS5Bst of the 
tl^fee brijithcrs. He had a delicate tSKroat which often 
caused liim anxiety. 

The men scattering manure upon the mangolds made an 
end of their work and separated. One took some sacks 
and the pails used for the fertiliser. Then he mounted a 
baje-backed horse that stood in a cornef of-*the field., 
and rode away slowly to Undershaugh. His companion 
crossed the stream beneath the ^Ilage, mounted a hill 
beyond it, and presently entered ‘^flie White Thorn.’ 
He was a well-turned, f^ir, good-looking youth in corduroys 
andf black leathern leggings. He wore no collar, but lus 
blue cotton shirt was clean andTnade a pleasant contrast 
of colour with the brown throat that rose from it. Young 
Lintern«was the widow lantern’s only^on and her right 
hand at Undershaugh. 

The jpaen in the bar gave liim good day, and Mr. Basker- 
vilfe, who was serving, drew for him half a^int of beer. 

“Well, Heathman,” he said. “So that^ done. And, 
mark me, ’twasVorth the doing. If you don’t fetch home 
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first prjjce* as* x^ubI for they mangolds, ssif f/ye fcir^ot <Jio 
recip^’’ o 1 • ^ t / 

’lis ’queer stuff,’* ani^^ered the Voungster, “ af^^d wS»?t 
Tvith tlus wind blowing, my eyes and nose and tthrc^t’s all 
full of it.” ^ 

o “ ’T\dll do you no harn but rise a pleasaht thirst.” « 
Mr. Baskerville had humour stamped at the wrinkled 
corners of his bright ey^s. His face was gfenial^nd rubi- ^ 
qj^;ind. He wore a heavy grey beard, but his hairt though * 
'streaked with grey, was still dark in colour. A jilSs^c 
moutii, that widened int6 laughter a thousand time^^ 
a day, belonged to him. He 'was nther above average 
height, sturdy and energetic. He declared that he had^ 
nevef known w^hat it was to be weary iry mind or bo^^. ' 
Behind his bar he wore no coat, but minis^red ifi^hstrifea-up 
shirt sleeves that revealed fine heiry arras. 

Yoking Ned Baskervillc sat in the bar, and now he spo}:e 
to Heathman Lintern. o 

** Have one with me, Heathman,” he ^Ssaid. ” I was 
gWng down to y(?ur mother with a message, but now you 
can t^.e it and sdve^ne the trouble.” ^ 

His uncre'*SfiR^''kJas head. ^ * 

“ Ah, boy — always the same with you. Anybody as 
will save you trouble be your friend. ’Tis a very poor 
, look-out, Ned; for let a certain party only get wind of it 
that you’re such a chap for running from work, and he’ll 
mighty soon come along and save you all trouble for ever- 
more,” 

“ And who might h^ be, Uncle Nat ? ” 

“ Old Nick, my fine ffUow ! You may laugh, but Tommy 
GoUop here will bear ^e out, and Joe VOysey too, won’t you, 
Joe ? They be both bom and bred in the shadow of the 
church, and as well up in morals as grave-digging ^knd 
cabbage-growing. And mey’U tell you that the devil’s 
alwim ready to work for an idleman.” 

“True,” said *Mr. GoHop. “True as truth itself. 
But the dowl won’t work for nought, any more than the 
best of us. Long hours, I grant you — ^never tir^ 
and never ta^ a rest — but he’ll have his wag^^s ; and 
Ned here knows what they be, no doubt,*| 

Ned laughed. 
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»«“rm aUsrigHt,” he said. “I shall wor4i»hard»enc7ugb 
co nh /presently/ when it gets to be worth wliile.’’ ;* * 

* ' Mr. (lollop spoke again. He:mras a stout man«with ^ 
little grey beard, a flat forehead, barely indicated under his ^ 
low-growing, poarse hair, and large brown, solemn eyes. 
Re and his sister were lea^ng figures at Shaugh Prior, arid i 
took thernselves and their mai^old laboufs^in a serious * 
spirit. ^>,^me*8elf -complacency marked their outlook ; and 
tli^ir perspective was faulty. They held Shaugh Prior 
the centre of civilisatipn, and considered that their united 
*<abours had served to plac^ and helped to msCintain 
it in that position? Thomas Gollop was parish clerk 
« and sexton ; his sister united many avocations^ She 
as pew-Cipener at the church ; she was a sick-nurse 
ancT^ mtdtvife ; ^ she took temporary appointments as 
plain cook ; she posed ^As intelligencer of Shaugh Jprior ; 
ajnd what she did not know of every man, woman, and child 
tin the villag^ together with their ambitions, financial 
position, privale relations, religious opinions, and physical 
constitutions, was not worth knowing. 

^ “ At times of large change like this, wheitw»-tlro»threat- 

eif^ed with all manner of doubts and ’tis well for 

every nfen among us to hold stoutly to religion and defy 
any one who would shake us,” said Mr. Gollop. “ For my ^ 
part I shall strike the first blow, and let it be seen that 
a man very jealous for the Lord, and the village and the old ^ 
paths.” 9 

•“ What’s going to happen ? ” asked Ned. You talk^ 
as if Doomsday was coming,” » 

“ Not at all,” answered Mr. GoUijp^ “ ^ben Doomsday 
comes, if I’m still There, I shall know how to handle it ; 
bu^ ’tis the new vicar. « A man is a man ; and with a strange 
man ’tia only too terrible certain there will creep in strange 
opinions and a nasty hunger for novelty.” 

“ And what’s worse,” ^id Mr. Voy^y, “ a young man. 
An ol(f man I could have faced from my sixty-five years 
without fear ; but how can you expect a young youth — 
fid oMhe fiery silliness of the twenties — to understand that 
as livel^een gardener at the vicarage for fi>rty year, so in 
right and decency and order I ought to go on being gardener 
there ? ” ^ 


IS 
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*‘‘Have no fear, Joe,” said Mr. Baskerville. rf theri’si 
dine tk’ng amcng us that Mr. Mastermar won’t ahsn/e, 
’tis"* you, I’m sure ; for who knows t'he outs and iii^ of 
garden up the hill like you do ? ” ^ ^ 

“ ’Tis true,’* admitted Tommy Gollop. That Irnd is 
like a human, you might^Oay — stiff and stubborn and giit 
to be coaxed* th do its best ; and I’m sure he’ll very soon 
see that only Voysey can fetch his beans and pek^out of 
^Ite soil, and that it’s took him a lifetime to learn the tjick 
of the place. And I feel the same to the church. If 
got a^y new-fangled fashioVi of worship, Shaugh will rise 
against him like one man. After fifty- two years of* the 
Revejend Valletort, we can’t be blown from our fixed , 
ways at a young man’s breath ; and I’m ^'ure I do liQ$>e 
that he won’t want so much as a cobweMswejfl^tSlbwn, or 
else there’ll be difficulties spring around him like weeds 
after rain.” 

“ What a pack of mouldy old fossils you are in this#, 
n^ce * ” said Heathman Lintern. ” I’m sure, for my part, 
rliope the man W^l fetch along a few new ideas to waken 
us up. «^HSi2|gjsn’t for Mr. Baskerville here, Shaugh would ^ 
be forgot intfi&'^'^^ld altogether. You should hear Ja<j;k 
Head on the subject.” “ • 

^ But Tommy Gollop little liked such criticism. 

'‘W* You’re young and terribly ignorant, and Jack Head’s 
a red Radical as ought to be locked up,” he answered. 

” But you^l da well to keep your ignorance from leaking 
out and making you look a ninny-hammer afore sensiWe 
men. Shaugh Prior’s bit ahead of the times rather than 
behind ’em, an^ my^ fear always is, and always will be, 
that we shall take the bit in our teeth’" some day and bolt 
with it. ’Tis no good being too f»r ahead of the ra^e ; 
and that’s why I’m afear^d that this young Masterman, 
when he finds how forward we are, will try to go one better 
and stir up strife.” ^ • 

“Don’t think it, Tommy,” said Nathan Baskerville. 

I’ve had a good tell with him and find him a very civil- 
spoken and well-meaning man. No fool, neither. 
mustn’t expectrhim to leave everything just as Mf. Yfille- 
tort l^t it. You must allow for the difference between 
eighty-two and twenty-eight, ^hich is Mr. Masterman’s 

i6 
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I • 

me, he’s calm aivd sensjhJe aii/i very 
anV'ofj%,to«pleas$'^ He’s pleased me by praismg my^eer,* 
Uke one.Vho knew ; afid he’s pleased my brothef Yividh 
by prai^jingi his riding-cob, like one who knew and he’ll > 
please* Joe Vdysey presently by praising the vickrago 
garden; and Se’Jl please you, Thomas, by praising youn 
churchyard.” • •. 

If ke’ifgoihg to be all things ,to all men, he’ll please 
none,” said Tommy. “ We’ve got no need of one of thenj^ 
ministers. Him and me must keep the whip-hand' * 

Shaugh, sanlb as me and the lleverend yalletort us^ to 
do, ^o>\^vcr, the man will hear my views, and my 
sister’s also ; because a clear understanding from^the 
starve going tc\ save a world of worry after.” 

wMr.’riediif said Mr. Voysey. “ But he’ve a sister. 

I hope vshe han’t one of# they gardening sort, so caUed, 
tli|\t’8 always messing round making work and finding 
lings bio wed down here or eaten with varmints there. 

If she’s a flowei^liking female, ’twill be my place to tell her 
straight out from the shoulder that flowei^ won’t grow 
the vicarage garden, and that she must be''conten^"i4Ji the 
^dendrums in summer time and the foxg]|)SK»i^^ 
namely oM stuff.” 

“ He was a football player to coUege and very skilled 
at it, so Barker told me,” said Ned Baskerville. 

“ Then mark mo, he’ll be for making a club, and teach- 
ing the young chaps to play of a Saturday and keeping ’em 
outfcof your bar, Mr. Baskerville,” declared the paYftsh clerk. 

“ Yes, 1 jok at it as you will, there’s cl^nges in the air, and 
1 hope we’ll all stand shoulder to^houlder against ’em, 
and down the man afore he gets his fo6t in the stirrup.” 

“ You two — Joe Voyijpy and you — be enough to frighten 
the Poor soul out of his seven senses afore he’s been in the 
place a week,” declared Ned Baskerville. “ And I hope 
for one that Uncle Nat worn’t go against him ; and I know 
Eather won’t, for he’s said this many a d&y that old Valle- 
bort was past lus work and ought to be pensioned off.” 

“Your father’s not a man for unseemly changes, all the 
same,” declared Tommy ; “ and if this new young minister 
was tdgo in the pulpit in wliite instead of black, for instance, 
sus the Popish hlibit is, Vivian Baskerville would ie the 
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first to rise jup and ^11 him to dress himkjf iec^ntly and 
Jn Older” ^ t * 

Ned denied this, ^ 

“ Don't ‘you think you know my father, 'J'ommy, be- • 
causcf you don't. If this chap gets up a focftbaJl club, he’ll 
have father on his side firom the first ; and he can preach 
in black or^ white or pea-green, so long as he talks sense 
through his mouth, ai\d not nonsense thfougl liis nose» 

^ t^ke the old one did.” ' *, 

* • “ Don’t you speak for your father,” said Joseph Vof sey- 
He %as a very tall and a very thin^man, wii^h pale, watfip^ 
eyes and a scanty beard. Nature bad done so^ muth for 
his long and rather absurd hatchet nose, that tliere was no 
ma^rid left for his chin. - ^ 

“ If I shouldn’t talk for my father, lijpo skeuld 4 ^re- ** 
tort^ Ned. Then Mr. Voysey descended to personalities 
and accused the other of irreverence and laziness, ^e 
argument grew sharp and Mr. Baskerville was forced 
still it. • 

^ Come you 4i*long and don’t talk twaddle, Ned,” he 
said tp jds nephbw. I’m going down to Undershaugh 
myself tnier'tii«ii4j^ to see Mrs, Lintern, and you and* 
Heathman will come with me.” • \ 

He called to a pot-boy, turned down his sleeves, took his 
k.4joat from a hook behind the door, and was ready to start. 

“ When Mr. Masterman does come among us, ’twill be , 
everybody’s icy and pride to make him welcome in a 
kindly s|Jfrit,” he said. “ Changes must happen, hvi if 
he’s a gentleman an§ a sportsman and a Christian — all of 
which he certainly loqjcs to be — then ’twill be the fault of 
Shaugh Prior, ‘and hot the man’s, if*all don’t go friendly 
and suent. Give and take’s the njotto.” 

Yes,” admitted Mr. Gollop. “ Give nought and^take 
all : that’s the w^ay of tlie young nowadays ; and that’ll 
be his way so like as not ; and I’ll deny him to his face 
from the first mSfiute, if he seeks to ride rough-shod over 
me, and the church, and the people.” 

** Hear ! Hear ! ” cried Mr. Voysey. Ji • * 

“ We’ll hope he’ll have enough sense to spare a little for 
you silly old blids,” said Heathman TintArn. Tffl.n hn 
followed the BaskerviUes. 



CHAPTER •III 

JffATHAN BASKEIWHLLE^liko his brother 

phrey, was a widower. Very earl/ in life he had 
married af^oung woman of good means and social position 
^superior to his own. His handsome face and mawfold 
dis| 5 ^ition mtou Minnie Stanlake, and she 
brought to him a small fortune in her own. right, together 
wj^th the detestation of ner whole family. Husbani and 
jjrjfe had lived happily, save for the woman’s fierce and 
undying jealousy which extended beyond her early grave. 

She died oliildless at eight-and-twenty, and left fiv^ 
thousand pounds to her husband on the uJNerstanding that 
he did not marry again. He obeyed this though 

it/was 'Viun in law, and presently reMffi^ed to his own 
people. His married life was spent at Taunton, as a 
general dealer, but upon his wife’s death he abandoned 
this business and set up another like it at Bath. ^ 

At five-and-thirty years of age he came back to Devon- 
sh^e and his native village. Great natural ejjfrgy kept 
him busy. He dearly Uked to conduct all manner of petti- * 
fogging business, and his good natifl'e was such that the 
folk did not hesitate to consult ^91 upon their afiairs. 
His legal attainments were considered profound, while 
hisihrewd handling of?figures, and his personal prosperity, 
combined to place him on a pintacle among the folk as a 
great financier and most ^capable man of business. He 
did not Jend money at interest, but waft known more than 
once to have helped a lame dog. over a stile. Many kind 
things he did, and no man spoke a bad word of him. 

brought him their saving and b^ed him to 
invest them according to his jud^ent. They uaually 
asked for no details, but reoeivM their interest regularly, 
and trusted Nathan BaskeftriUe like the Bank of England. 

t9 
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He^ wi|s in ^tfuth a Jarge-hearted and kindly s^rit, , 
ifounj} liis p]e;asure in the affection and also in the ^pol^ase 
of* the pfeople. He liked to figure rimong them ai^,the 
He loved work for itself and enjoyed the univorsjjl praise 
of Ilia attainments, 

1 Mr. Gollop might delude himself into believing thaMic 
was the lea^Jing citizen of Shaugh ; but the master of 
‘ The White Thorn ’ kr^ew better. Withoift ur^Um vanity^ 
fce was not able to hide the fact that he stood above others • 
in the esteem of the countryside. ^ He was not so ri?h^s 
peojf)ie thought, « and he *®had not laid ITmndations 
such a fortune as they supposed during the yearg at !Bath ; 
but he fostered the impression and the fame it gave him, 

It suited better his native idiosyncrasy /)o tower aigppg . 
smaller men, than to be small amidsfiuhis bf,^erS He 
like<^ the round-eyed revercnci* of ploughboys and the 
curtsey of the school children- 
The late vicar, a Tory of the early Victorian age, harf 
contrived to let Mr. Baskervillc penjcive tiic gulf that ex- 
isted between tla^m ; and that the more definitely because 
Nath^ ^as a N'onconformist. The publican professed^ 
strong ConSeJVattte principles, however, and the attityde"* 
of the last incumbent of Shaugh had caused him some 
secret annoyance ; but he too hoped that w^ith the advent 
^f a younger man and modern principles this slight dis- 
ability might vanish. For the rest he rode to hounds, t 
and his attitude in the hunting field was admitted to be 
exceeding correct and tactful. • 

He had no known ^^onfidant and he seldom spoke about 
liimself. That he had never married astonished many 
people exceedingly ; but it was significant of the genuine 
affection and esteem entertained for him that none, even 
when they came to learn ^f his dead \vife’s bequegt and its 
condition, ever imputed sordid motives to his celibacy. 
Five thousand pounds was guessed to but a small part 
of Mr, Baskerville^ fortune, and, when the matter*chanced 
upon local tongues, men and women alike were quite con- « 
t^t to believe that not affection for money, but lov% foj| his 
dead partner, had proved strong enough to mia|ntain 
Nathan in wi^whood. He liked the obii)pany of women, 
and was neveor so pleased as when doing them a service. 

20 
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For* thoir part •they admired him |tlso and wished *lhim 

• * * * * . 

1^l:ervifle no^ only owyed ‘The Whit» ’ 

and it^ adjacencies, but had other house propeHy at^ 
ShaugR anSi im the neighbouring parish of Bickleighpi Hie 
pnncif)al possession was the large farm of Undershaugh,; 
and thither now he proceeded with his #nephew, Ned ^ 
Baskerjjilte, on one side of him and young Heathman 
Lintern on the otlier. * ^ 

According to his wont Nathan chattered volubly and* 
^ffited the cotgarersaiioif to his listeners. ^ ^ 

“ "Jfou jTOung chapg must both join the football club, if 
there is nne, I’m glad to think new parson’s that 
"sort, for ’tis just the kind of thing we’re wanting %ere. 
YcJ^srfellgjjj^, an^|^ lot like you, spend too much time and 
money at my bar to pleagp me. You may laugh, Ned, but 
’t^s so. And another thing I’d have you to know : ^ like 
|LS not we shall have a rifle corps also. I’ve often turned 
my mind on itii We must let this man see we’re not all 
willingly behind the times, but only waiting for a bit o# 
encouragement to go ahead with the beste^ ^ 

Ned pictured his own fine figure in and ap- 

plauded the rifle corps ; and Heathman did the like. 

*“ Ned here w*ould fancy himself a lot in that black and 
silver toggery the yeomanry wear, wouldn’t you, Ned ? 

“ ’Tis a very good idea, and would help to make you and 
a few other round-backed chaps as straight in the shoul- ’ 
ders as me,” declared Ned complacently. * • 

^ Well, you may be straight,” answered the other with a 
laugh. “ Certainly you’ve never been known yet to bend * 
your shoulders to work. A day^ trout^shing bo the 
hardest job that ever^ you’ve taken on — unless courting 
the ftiaidens be a hard job.” 

Ned liAighed and so did his uifele. 

“ You’re right there, H^thman,” declared Mr. Basker- 
ville, A lazy scamp you are, Ned, tSough your^ father 
won’t see- it ; but nobody knows it better than the girls. 
ThOT like you very well for a fine day and a picnic by the 
rivCT ; •ijpt I can tdl you this : they’re getting to see 
through you only too well. They don’t want fairKV?eathet 
husbands ; but^stout, hard fellows^ like Heathman here, 
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as Uav^ got ..brains and use ’em, and armi^ and fogs 'and 

use’w.” ^ \ 

jfo iliore use — ^you, than a pink Wd white china joan^ 
t stuck on a mantelshelf,” said Heathman. ytt&reupori 
Ned dashed at him and, half in jest, half m earnesli, they 
, VTestled by the roadside^ Mr. Baskenrille looked oh wjjth 
‘ great enjoyment, and helped presently to dust Heathman 
after he had been cross-]^uttocked. ^ 

< “ That’ll show ’e if I’m a pink and white puppet for a * 
‘mantelpiece,” declared Ned. ^ 

Thfe other laughed and li%.ked a scratch on*viis hand. 

“ Well done you ! ” he said. “ Never thought ydtt was 
so spry. But let’s have a whole day’s ploughing over a 
bit 01 the five-acre field to Undershaugh, and seq^ what sort' 
of a man you are in the evening.” “ 

“ Not me,” answered the oth<;r. “ Got no use for the 
plough-tail myself. Rupert will take you on at that.” ^ 

“ To see you wrestle puts me in mind of your father,” 
said Nathan. “ This generation can’t caU^home his great- 
'ness, and besid(^iin you’re a shrimp to a lobster, Ned ; 
but ’tsm^^rand sight to see him handle a man in his 
prime. Imtid^j^gliually getting him up to London once, ' 
because I named his name there among somck. sport^g 
t fellows and ’twas slighted. They thought, being my 
^..ferother, that I held him too high, though he was champion 
of Devon at the time. But my way is never to say nought 
with my tongpe that I won’t back with my pocket, and 
I made J^atch for thirty pound a side for your fatl^er, 

A Middlesex man ci^led Therpe, from down Bermondsey 
way, was chosen, and jjour father came up on a Friday and 
put that chap bn hili back twice in fire minutes, and then 
went home again fifteen pound to the good. A very clever 
man too, was Thorpe, he never wanted to hai^ no 
more to do with your father. Vivian weighed ovef fourteen 
stone in them davs, md not at pound of fat in the lot, I 
believe. He coula have throwed down a tor, I mckon, if 
he could have got a hold on it. But you fellows be after 
your mother’s build. The best of you — hjm that’s at sea ' 
—won’t neiver draw the beam to twdve stone.” ^ ^ 

A tramp stopped Mr. Baskerville, touched his hrft and 
spoke. 
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« '• 

^ ii'^YoA ga^e^jhe a bit of work haiwesting, two* yjpar ^go-^ 
rh^l|e% ai»d you didn’t pull much of a lon^ face ^en i 
^pEi yojr I wasn’t font? of work a* a rule. I’m mbr^ brdke 
than usual just for the minute, and rather short o* boot- « 
leath^. Can^e give me a job ? ” * 

J^athan wa^ famous at making work for everybody, and . 
loafers rarely appealed to him in vain. «How such an * 
exceedingjy bftsy man could find jt in his heart to sympa- 
thise with drones, none knew. It was another of the 
anflhialies of Mr. Baskerville’s character. But he ofteSi 
^oved goodU^Sr a square meal,^ day’s labour and a night’s 
restj^s many houseless folk well knew. 

“YouTe the joker who calls himself the ‘Duke of 
Drake’s I^iland,’ aren’t you ? ” 

• ’^hetr.D^uke Drake’s Island ” grinned and nodded- 
He was a worthless souV very well known to the iQevon 
constabulary. 

I, “ Get up to the village and call at ‘ The White Thom * 
in an hour froifl now, and ask for me.” 

“ Thank you kindly, Mr, Baskerville.”«% 

“ We’ll see about that later. I can findja^if|jh4or you 
tc^ight ; but it ain’t picking primrose® 

« JPriscilfa. Lintem met her landlord at the gate of Under* 
shaugh. They were on terms of intimacy, and nodded to* 
each other in an easy and friendly manner. She had bee^iu 
feeding poultry from a basin, and now seft it down, wiped 
her 'fingers on her apron, and shook h^nds with Ned 
B^skerville. " 


” How be you, then ? ’Tis a lojigful time since you 
called on us, I^ter Ned.” « 

“ I’m clever, thafik you ; and I se% you are, Mrs. lan- 
tern. And I hope Q^ra and Phyllis be all right too- 
HeAhman here be growing as strong as a lion — han’t you^ 
Heathman ? ” 

Mrs. lantern was a browm, good-looking woman of rather 
more than fifty. For twenty years she had farmed Under- 
shaugh, and her power of reserve surprised a garrulcma 
vil]|age^ It was ts^en by the sensible for wisdom and by* 
the loolifh for pride. She worked hard, paid her rent at 
the Sour it was due, as Nathan often mentiioi^ to her 
credit, and kepC her own counsel. Very litde was known 
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abdat ber, that «he had come to Shaugl^ as ^ wicfcy 
with ^hree yoiang children, that she was kind-heari;e<ii^ 
mfghtchave married Mr.oGoUop a year after hef^ arrival 
t but had declined the honour. • ^ 

Hef daughters were at dinner when thi men eijtered 
«nd both rose and saluted Ned with some^ self-conscious 
* ness. PhylM^ the younger, was like her mother : brown 
neat, silent and reserved ; the elder was ckst iti ^ largei 
^mould and might have been called frankly beautrtul. 

•' Cora was dark, with black eyes^and a fair skin whose 
purity she took pains to pVoservo. She wafer call, straight 
and full in the bosom. Her mouth alone betrsyeiP her 
for t^e lips set close and they were rather thin ; but peoph 
forgot them when she laughed and showed her prcj^t\ 
teeth. Her laugh again beUed her lips,Nior it-^^s gmtfc 
and gleasant. She had few delusions for a maiden, and sIk 
worked hard. To CJora belonged a gift of common sensfc 
The girl lacked sentiment, but she was shrewd and capablct 
She kept her mother’s books and displayed a talent foi 
l^gures. It was«mid that she had the brains of the family. 
Only MflgJSggkerville himself doubted it, and maintained 
that Cora’s mofcss* was the abler woman. Phyllis \^a{; 
lost at all times in admiration of her more brillitot sister, 
■ but Heathraan did not like Cora and often quarrelled 
*mth her, 

Ned gave his message and asked for a drink of cider. 
Thereupon Phyllis rose from her dinner and went to fetch 
^ it, But**ybung Baskcrville’s eyes were on Cora whileJie 
drank. He had the manner of a man very well accustomed 
to female socie^, and k>ng experience had taught him that 
nine girls out of ten found him exceedingly attractive. 
'His easy insolence won them against their will- Such 
girls as demanded worship and respect found JWed'^'not 
so agreeable; but those who preferred the male crea- 
ture to dominate ^were fascinaitod by his sublimity and 
affectation of knowledge and worldly wisdom. He pre- 
tended to know everything — a convincing attitude only 
among those who know nothing. ^ ^ 

'Hie talk was of a revel presently to take place #at Tavi- 
stock. And what’s your gown going tp be, Phyllis ? ” 
asked Ned. 
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k. *1*110 ^own*o^ fhyllis did not interest in thg le&st, 
bu^tlfi& 5 ^u«stion#was j^t as a preliminary tojanothej, and* 
^fhen th/ younger sister told himftliat she meant*to wc»r 
plum-colour, he turned to Cora. 

“Coca’s got^a lovely frock — ^blue muslin wi’ little? pink 
ros^s, and a straw hat wi’ big pink roses,” said Phyllis. * 
Ned nodded. » • 

• “ I’d gp^a long way to see her in,such a beautiful dress,” 
he ^id ; “ and, mind, I’m to have a dance or Wo with yoyi 
b<^h. There’s to be djincing in the evening — not rough* 
^d t^^ble on 'the grass, but boards are to be laid dSwn 
and evcBjjsfching done proper.” 

• They chattered about the promised festivity, while 
Naijjan and Mrs.Jjintern, having discussed certain farm 
matters, ^jbke oi "another and a nearer celebration. 

“ You see, my brother© Vivian and I are of the good 
oM-fasliioncd sort, and we’re bent on the whole fl^ly 
fleeting at a square feed, with good wishes all round on 
his seventieth birthday. To think of him turned seventy ! 

I can’t believe it. Yet Time won’t stand still — not ovexi^ 
with the busiest. A family affair ’tis*to be, none 
asked outside ourselves.” 

•“ Does^Mr. Humphrey go ? He’s not much of a hand 
at a revel.” 

“ He is not ; and I thought that he would have refusecj* 
the invitation. But he’^ accepted. We shall try our 
hardest to cheer him up and get a drop of generous liquor 
into him. I only hope he w’-on’t be a dampef^tod* spoil - 
the fun.” • 

“ A pity he’s going.” • 

“ We shall know that better aftemards. ’Twill be a 
pitj^if he mars all ; bmt ’twill be a good thing if we over- 
master him amongst us, and geb him to take a hopefuller 
view of life and a kinder view of his fellow-creatures.” 

Ned chimed in. ^ • 

‘‘YoiTU never do that, Uncle Nat. He’s too old to 
change now. And Cousin Mark be going just the same 
waja JEIe’s getting such a silent, hang^dog chap, and no 
wonc^r, having to live with such a father. I’d run away 
if I was him.” # 

Nathan laughed. 

*5 
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^ “ I bblieve you’d almost rather work than keep along 
with your i^ncle Humphrey,” he s^d. * ^ 

r pretty well kr/)wii I can work when ^ohobac,” 

declared Ned. 

“ STes,” said Heathman, with his mouth full ; “<and ’tis 
. also pretty well known you never do choose.” 

The elder Baskerville clapped his hands. 

“ One to you, Heatl^man ! ” he said. Ned cun’t deny 
the truth of that.” 

' r But Ned showed no concern. ^ 

I shall make up for lost time very ea&iiy whgji I io 
start,” he said. “ I’ve got ideas, I believe, aed they go 
beyond ploughing. I’m like Cora here — all brains. You 
ma^ laugh, Uncle Nat, but you’re not the onlyBasl^vllle 
with a head on your shoulders. I’ll asCunish ytm yetf * 

“ You will — you will — the de^ you begin to work, Ned ; 
andf^the sooner the better. I shall be very glad whe» it 
happens.” 

The women laughed, and Cora much admired Ned’s lofty 
attitude. She ^oo had ambitions, and felt little sympathy 
with t^se who Vere content to labour on the soil. She 
strove o*t{e1f to ,fire her brother and enlarge his ambitioijis ; 
but he had the Jarmer’s instinct, enjoyed physical work, 
and laughed at her airs and graces. 

Give me Rupert,” said Heathman now, “ He’s like 
me — ^not much good at taUdng«,nd ain’t got no use for the 
girls, but a towser to work.” 

‘\Tlpi: 2 nan Vho ain’t got no use for the girls is n€>t a 
man,” declared Ned very positively. “ They’re the salt 
of the earth — han’t lltey, Mrs. Liutem ? ” 

She smiled and looked at him cdriously, then at his 
uhcle ; but she did not answer. « ^ 

“ Anyway,” continue^. Ned, you’re out wheQ. you say 
Rupert’s like you ; for hard worker that he is, he’s found 
time for a bit of love-making.’l 
Cora and Phytiis manifested instant excitement and 
interest at this news. 

** Who is she ? You must tell us,” said the elder. ^ 

” Why, I will ; but say nought, for nothing be iknown 
about it outside the families^ and Rupe];|/ haven’t mid a 
word himself to me. I reckon he don’t guess that I know. 
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But such ^liirfeSj^^can’t be hid from my eyes — too sharp fior 
•thcttv believe. Tis Milly Luscombe,^if you» thust know, 
A ni^G little thing -too in her way. Not 'my <?or4? — ^ 
*bit Iboo independent. I like a girl to feel a man’s the’ oak 
to her ivy, but-- — ” 

Uproarious laughter from his uncle cut Ned short. 

“mighty fine oak for a girl’s ivy^ — you ! ” hj said. 

“You wait,” repeated the younger. “ Anywiy, Rupert 
be sw’eet on Milly, and father knows'^all about it, and won’t 
hear^f it. So tiiere’s tliunder in the air for the moment.” * 

They discusfi«>d this in ucresting^ private news, but prom- 
ise N4S; not to retail it in any car. Then he left them 
and, witirNathan, returned to the village. 

• Ned, undeterred by Mr. Baskerville’s raillery, began 
floUdly^to praise Cfr^ as soon as they had passed beyond 
earshot of the farmhouse door. 

“ By Jove, she’s a bowerly maiden and no mistpike I 
1^1 her like this side of Plymouth, I do believe. Haven’t 
seen her for a month of Sundays, and she’s come on amaz- 

“ She’s a very handsome girl without a dofibt,^’ admitted 
ifathan. ‘‘ And a very clever girl too ; but a wo* Jhif your 
ear •my yfung shaver : you mustn’t looir’^that way once 
ana for all.” 

“ Why not, if I choose ? I’m a free man.” 

“ You may be — ^now — more shame to you. But Cora — 
weD, your cousin Mark be first in the field there. A word 
to the wise is enough. You’ll be doing a i^ery ij^proper 
thing if you look in that quarter, and I must firnny^beg 
you won’t, for everybody’s sake.” • 

“Mark!” • • . . 

“Mark, And a vei^ good chap he is — worth fifty of 

you.’k 

“ Mark^ ” repeated Ned, as though the notion were un« 
thinkable. “ I should ha vq^ guessed that he would rather 
have runout of the country than lift his eyes to a girl ! ” 



CHAPTER IV 
* 

' / THE Reverend Dennis Masterman was a bacttelor. 

*5'Ie came to Shaugh lull of pliysical rgy and cejT; 
tain hazy resolutions to accomplish nuotablc wor^^among a 
neglected j^eox^le. His scholastic career was ‘ nugatory^ 
andDhis intellect had offered no bar to his profession. He 
was physically brave, morally infn^*:. T}K:rrf'for(<“ liis ' 
sister, Alice Masterman, came |p su])port him and share 
his Ibt and complement his character. She might indeed 
fly from cows, but she would not fly from parochial opposp 
tion. She w'as strong where he ivas werik. They were 
f^young, sanguirje, and of gentle birth. They enjoyed 
priva%.pieans, but were filled with wholesome ardour to 
justify exlSlfencQ^and leave the world bettor than t^oy 
found it. DennTs Masterman i)osses8ed interest, and re- 
garded this, his first cure, as a stepping-stone to better 
things. 

Shaugh Prior was too small for his natural energies and 
powers of endurance — so lie told his sister ; but she said 
that.,tlip^xpertence would be helpful. She also suspeoted 
that reform might not be a matter of energy alone. 

One evening, a w^jt^k after their arrival, they were 
planning the campaign and estimatfiag the value of lay 
helpers, when two important visitors were announced. 
A maiden appeared an^ informed the clergyman %at 
Thomas GoUop and Eliza Gollop desired to see*him. 

“ Show them into the oommem room,’* said he ; then lie 
twisted a little brolize cross that he wore at his waAchchain 
and regarded Miss Masterman. 

The parish clerk and his sister — 1 wonder if ygu’d 
mind, Alice ? ” he asked. ^ 

For answer she put down her work. 

** Certainly, Since you saw Joe Voysey alone, and 



THE THREE BROTHERS 

not only Tiengaggd- him, but promised he might ^have 
boy loT^'fche weeding, I feel — well, you are a great' deal 
too easy,''^Efennis* Gol’iop is a v^ery mastei'ful per*ion^ 
clearly, and his sister, so I am told, is just the same. Y ou 
certainly must ^yot see women alone. They’ll get e^ery- 
tiling they want out of you.’’ 

“Of course, one wishes to strike a genial note,” he ex- 
plained. ^“♦Tirst impressions count for such it lot with 
uommon people.” 

“ 5e genial by all means ; I say nothing against that.” 

. ‘ ^Let’s^ them,- then. ^Gollop’s a treniendrus 

co*i,3er:^itive, but w^e must get liberal ideas into him, if we 
can — in rSison.” 

Dennis Masterman was tall, square-shouldered and clc^jin- 
shavc;?. regar^.;.i himself as somewhat advanced, but 
had no intention of sowing liis opinions upon the parish 
betore the soil \^'as prepared. He considered his character 
t^ be large-minded, tolerant, and sane ; and for a man of 
eight - and - twenty he enjoyed fair measure of these 
virtues. 

His sister was plain, angular, and four ydars older than 
Dennis. She wore double eyeglasses and Iwxd gruff 
voieb and perceptible beard. 

the Gollops rose as the vicar and his sister appeared. 
Sliss GoUop w as sliortcr and stouter than her brother, but 
resembled liim. . 

“ Good evening, your reverence ; good evening, miss,” 
said^ the parish clerk, “ This is my siste:?, Eliza. 

For faith, hope, and charitj^ she standeth. In fact,"^ lead- 
ing light among us, though I say it as .Should not.” 

Mr, Masterman sli>ook hands wi*lh- the > woman ; liis 
sister bowed only. 

“ And what does Miss Gollop do ? ” asked Dennis. 

’Two did be easier to say whatPshe don’t do,” answered 
Thomas. “ She’s butt-woiqau to begin with, or as you 
would caJI it, * pew-oponor.’ Tlien she’s^sick-nurse to the 
parish, and she’s midwife, and, when free, she’ll do chores 
or cook for them as w^ant her. And she’s got a knowledge 
and ^Understanding of the people round tbofio parts as 
won’t ^be"^ beaten. She was Mr. Valletort’s right hand^ 
wasn’t you, Elizdf ? ” 
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^ So b3 said,” ana^^ered Miss GoUop. .SheVafi'nofe self- 
consci6us, hxi\j bore herself as Fame’s familiar »ii;d "oiio 
' a^biAtomed lo admiration. She had eslimated^thd n)rre 
of th^ clergyman’s character from his first seriiion, and 
judged that her brother would be a matclkfor him. Now 
she covertly regarded Miss Masterman, ani perceived that 
here must Ue^any issue oi battle that might arise. 

“ Do you abide along with your brother, iiniSb, or be you 
just settling him into the vicarage ? ” she asked. * 

S “I live with him.” • 

Miss Gollop inclined he^ head. ^ ^ ^ 

“ And I’m sure I hope, if I can ^ervc you an:^*Hvay« ^t 
any time, as you’ll let me know.” 

“tThank you. Everybody can serve us : we w'ant help 
from one and all,” said Mr. Mastermai^x Im.. ' 

“ Ezacally so ! ” said Thorny. “ And you must larn 
eacb^ man’s value from those that know it — not by bitf^r 
experience. Likewise with the women. My sister can 
tell you, to threepence a day, what any female in this 
w-parish be good for ; and as to the men, you’ll do very well 
to come to I know ’em all — old and young — and 
their cMtacters and their points — good and bad, crooked 
and odd. For w^Ve got some originals among uc, and I’m 
not going to deny it, haven’t us, Eliza ? ” 

** Every place have,” she said. 

“ Might we sit down ? ” asked the man. “ We’m of the 
bungy breed, as you see, and not so clever in our breathing 
as w[ 5 ,c^d wish. But we’m here to go through the whole 
law andthe prophets, so to speak, and we can do it better 
sitting.” 

Please sit down,V answered Dennia Then he looked at 
his watch. “ I can give you an ^our,” he said. ” But 
I’m going to ride over to Bickleigh at nine o’clock, t§ see 
the vicar there.” * • 

“ And a verymee gentlemanyou’ll find him,” declared 
Thomas. Of cdluse, Bickleigh be but a Uttl^ matter 
beside Shaugh Prior. We bulk a good deal larger in the 
eyes of the nation, and can hold our heads so much the 
higher in consequence; but the Beverend Ooaker fery 
good, humble-minded man, and knows his place In a way 
that’s a high example to the younger clei^jimen.” 
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Miss Masteriqaii cleared her throaty but her V 9 ice T/as 

'noK^tJfb^les§ ^ * 

r&hsf)s you will n<^ tell us 'vjhat you hatfVe ccvmc,^for. 
We are blisy people,” she said. » 

Her brother deprecated this brevity and tried to tone it 
dowjQ, Wt Thomas accepted the lady’s statement with 
great urbanity, j * 

‘‘ Miss ^ bff right,” he answered. “ Busy bees, I 
Varrant—same as me and my own* sister here. , She don’t 
wefiB^ out many chairs, do you, Eliza ? ” ^ ^ 

^ ^ GoUon. I always say, * I^t^t’s" 

rtSi aySutin tliis world ; plenty of time to sit down in the 
next.’ ” 

“I may^tell you,” added Thomas kindly, ‘"that jjour 
fifst*“v3erm(vi wentfi^awwn very suent. From where I sits, 
along by the font, 1 can get a good look across the faces, 
%pd the important people, the Baskervilles andi> the 
Jiillicraps and , the Luscombes and the Mumfords — on© 
and all listened^ every word, and nodded now and again. 
Yoji’U be glad to know that.” 

“ Some thought ’twas a sermon th^ 5 hi huard afore,"" 
however,” said Miss Gollop; “but no doubt tiicfey was 
wrbng.” # 

“Quit© wrong,” declared Dennis warmly. “It was a 
sermon written only the night before I preached it. And 
talking of the font ” 

“Yes, of course, you’ve marked the famous font-cover* 
ovy the holy basin, I suppose ? ” interrupted My. Gollop, 

“ ’Tis the joy and pride of the church- town, I assure' jrou. 
Not another like it in the world, "they say. Learned 
men come all across England to^see it-s-as well they 
may.” ^ 

The famous font-cover, with its eight little snub-nosed 
saints afid the Abbot elevated iit the midst, was a special 
glory of St, Edward’s. ^ 

“ I mgant to speak of that,” said the elergyman. “ The 
figure at the top has got .more than his proper vestments 
on, Gollop, In fact, he’s wrapped up in cobwebs. That 
is n%t Worthy of us. Please see they are cleaned off.” 

“ P hadn’t noticed them ; but since you say so — ^I’ll 
look to it mysfif. Where the vamp-dim be concerne«^ 
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£^allow,none to meddle. It shall be done^^ 6ut"I mfl^t say 
agairf that** I haven’t noticed any pobw^bs — ^l^ot last 
guhday. Slave you, Igliza ? ” said Thomas. ' i, 
“'No, I have not,” answered his sister. ^ 

“,The dirt has clearly been there for months,” remarked 
Miss Masterman. ^ 

There a painful pause, during which Miss GoUop 
gazed at tJie vicar’s sister and then at the^vidfir. 

“ ’Tis a well-known *f act that spiders will spin,” she^said 
‘ vaguely, but not without intention. The other vSinan 
ignored her and turned to Thomas. ; — ^ * r 

“ Will you be so good as to proc^^ed ? ” 

“Yes, and gladly, miss,” he answered. “ And I’ll begin 
wiCh the Gollops, since they’ve done as much for this 
parish as anybody, living or dead. '"^Ty fathe?? was par'ish'' 
clerk afore me, and a very r^jmarkablo man, wasn’t he, 
Elf^a ? ” 

“ He was.” r, 

“ A remarkable man with a large faith in the power of 
prayer, was father. You don’t see such faith now, worse 
luck, ^^ut h^*believed more than even I hold to, or my 
sister, dther. You might say that he wasn’t right alwg,ys ^ 
but none ever 3ared to doubt the high religious quaUty 
of the man. But there he was — a pillar of the Church 
and State, as they say. He used to help his money a bit by 
the power of prayer ; and they fetched childer sick of the, 
thrush to him ; and he’d take ’em up the church tower 
an^y^g]^ ’emtiver the battlements, north, south, east^and 
west — while he said the Lord’s Prayer four times. He’d 
get a shilling by il^every time, and was known to do 
twenty of ’em in af good year, thougli I never heard ’twas 
a very quick cure. But faith movej mountains, and he may 
have done more good ^ than appeared to human ®eyes. 
And then in his age, he very near let a heavy biibby droi) 
over iiito the churchyard — ^ju|t grabbed hold of un by a 
miracle and savc^ un. So that proper terrified the old 
man, and he never done another for fear of some lasting ^ 
misfortune. Not but what a few devilish-natured people 
eaid that if ’twas knowed he let the childer fap ^ow and 
again, he’d brisk up his business a hun|]bred per centum. 
Which shows the evibmindedness of human nature.” 
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♦ Jfeave rib ^rosa superstition of tllat sorij^ kcre/.* said 
Mr. Mastc^iaSii firlhly. f ^ ^ f 

t more won’t I,” answered Tliomas. “ ‘ Othex^ 

times, other Vagners,’ as the saying is. Have no fear. 
The ohui'ch is ve^y safe with me and Eliza for watch-dogs. 
Well,* so much for my father. There was only us two, 
and we nev#jr married — too busy for that. ^And we’ve 
done no li^Ttle for Shaugh Prior, as will be better .told you in 
good^ime by other mouths than ours.” 

He stoppe d t o take breath, and Miss Masterman spokp. 

tell you thsit with regard to parish 
clerks the^mes are alte?ing too,” she said. 

And don’t I know it ? ” he answered. “ Why, gqipd 
j&o\yers, you ean’t clerk for love or money nowadays ! 
They’m reghlar dying out. ‘ He’ll bo thankful he’ve 
of the good old sort,’^I said to my sister. ‘ For h^’d 
ha^ had to look beyond Dartymoor for such another as 
ml.’ And so he woidd.” 

“ That’s true,” declared Miss Gollop. 

“ I mean that the congregation takes ths^ place of the 
glerk in most modern services,” continued jmss Masts^;!»nan. 
“ Iiiipoint fit fact, we shall not want exactly what you 
understand by a ‘ clerk.’ ‘ Other times, other manners,’ 
as you very wisely remarked just now.” 

Mr. Gollop stared. 

*• “ Not want a clerk ! ” he said. Woman alive, you 
must be daft ! ” „ 

“P believe not,” answered Miss Masterman. 
ever, what my brother has got to say regarding his inten- 
tions can come later, ^or the presentdi^ will hear you.” 

“ If you don’t want a clerk, I’ve done,” answered Mr. 
GoUof^ blankly. ” But I’ll make bold to think you can’t 
ezaoally m^an that. Us’ll leave it, and I’ll tell my tale 
about the people. The LilUcraps be a harmless folk, and 
humble and fertile as coneys. ^ You’ll have no trouble ^ong 
with thenf. ^he Baskervilles be valuable and powerful ; 
«nd Mr. Humphrey and his son is CSiuroh, and Mr. Vivian 
and family is Church also, and his darters sing in the 
ehoir.” > 

** We shall manage wit out women M the choir,” said 
Miss Masterman. 


c 
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TOny t^iik so, but I doubt it/’ answr^ SliiJa 
OuUot) aluiost fiercely. “ You’lJ; have to ndaiiiage without 
' an 3 ^body in the church also, if you be for up-1>uming th<3 
whole order of divine service !.** She excited, and her 
large bosom heaved. ,, 

“ Not im-turning — tibt up-turning,” declared the clergy- 
man. *‘<;ail it reorgaiiisation. IVanjyy,^\I propose a 
surpliced choir. I have the bishop’s permission ; he 
wishes it. Now, go on.” 

^ “Then the Lord help you/* said XUapas, *‘W^ 
better be going, Eliza. We’ve heard almost c;riugh<«m^»r 
one evening.” 

e” Be reasonable,” urged Miss Masterman with admirable 
self-command. “ We are here to chjjgpur dut^. We hopr? 
and expect to be helped by all sensible "people — not 
hJiAdered. Let Mr. Gollop tefi us what he came to tell ya.” 

“ Well — as to reason — I ask no more, but where is it ? ** 
murmured Thomas. “ ’Twas the Basl^ervilles,” he con- 
tinued, wiping his forehead. “ The other of ’em — ^Nathan 
— be unforttals^ly a chapel member ; and if you be going 
to play these here May games in the House of the Lord) 
I’m very much afeared he’ll draw a good fe^ after^him. 
They won’t stand it — mark me.” 

“ Where do the people at XJndershaugh w’orship ? I 
did not see Mrs. lantern and her family last Sunday.” 

“ They’m all chapel too.” 

Mr^Masterman nodded. 

^ inank you for these various facts. Is there anything 
more ? ” ® 

“ I’ve only ju^t feegun. But lecomed with warnings 
chiefiy. There be six Badicals in this parish, and only 

BIX. m 

Though the Lord l^ows how many there mil be when 
they hear about the choir,” said Eliza dollop. 

“I’m an old>Isshion^ liberal mysdf,” declared the 
vicar. “ But I hope your Badicals are sound cbuiehmen, 
whatever else fbiey may be.” « 

“ Humphry Baskerville is — and bo’s his son.’W « 

“ Is that young Mark Baskerville ? ” 

“Yes— tenor bdl among the ringhrs. A very un- 
ev«a«niinded man. He’s a wonderful ring«r and wrapped 
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^up*in ttfcgr as/f ’twas a heathen idol. In fa^t, hef m not 
^ tlfs good Cliristian he mfght be, an|} he’ll ring bftener lh$ji * 
' he’n prdPjr. ^ Then Saul Luscombe to Trowleswdrthy 
Warren— farmeB* and rabbit-catcher — ^be a very hard»nut, 
and^so’s liis man, Jack Head, you won’t get either of^ 
them inside the church. They say in their picked way 
they ain’J gT)t #io need for sleeping after bre^ast of a 
Su^ay — atheists, in fact. The other labouring man from 
Tro^csworthy is a good Christian, however. He cant* 
«v^a?l, buOito^ wfiether bp can write.” ♦ 

have to go keep your appointment, Dennis,” 
remarkeT^'nis sister. 


• “ Plenty pf time. Is there an 5 "thing more that’s ^ar- 
Aiictdarly in^portantfu^ollop ? ” 

“ Lots more. Still, if ifm to be shouted down every 

mssU^te . I corned to encourage and fortify ^ou. 

Ijgcomed to tell you to have no fear, because me and 
sister was on your side, and always ready to fight to the 
death for righteousness. But you’ve took the wind out • 
of our sails, in a manner of speaking. If^you han’t going 
to walk in the old paths, I’m terrible afraid youTl find 
us against ^rou.” 

“ Tliis is impertinence,” said Miss Masterman. 

‘‘ Not at all,” answered the clerk’s sister. “ It’s sense. 
JTis a free country, and if you’m going to set a lot of God- 
fearing, right-minded, sensible people by the ears, the sin 
be oij^your shoulders. You’d best to come home, T]^;^4W3.” 


Mr. Masterman looked helplessly aj his watch. 

** We shall soon arrive at— at — a modus vivendi,"*^ he 
said. ♦ • • 


“ I don’t know what that may be, your reverence,” she 
answefed ; ” but if ’tis an empty church, and sour looks, 
and troulfle behind every hedge, then you certainly will 
arrive at it — and even soonei^than you think for.” 

“ He’s going to give ear to the Radicals — ’tis too clear,” 
moaned Thomas, as he rose and picked up his hat. 

* ” I can only trust that you two good people do not 

repreftrfC the parish,” continued the vicar. 

” ydU’ll lerrible soon find as we do,” s^bid Miss GoUop. 
” So much the worse. Howerer, it is well that we under- 
stand one another. Next Sun^y 1 shall invite mgr leading 

■ 
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parishioners to meet me in the schoolroom on the ^^Howihg " 
evening: I shall then /?tate iny Intentions, and listen <to 
the dpinions and objections of every man an^ng' yon. ‘ 
‘‘And only the men will be invited to the meeting,’' 
added Miss Masterman. ^ 

“ ’Tis a ^parlous come-aloiig-of-it,” moaned the parish 
clerk. “ I'moant well. You can bear me out,’Eljza, that I 
meant well — ^never man meant better.” , • 

' “ Good evening,” said Miss Masterman, and left thelSi. 

Be sure that we shall soon bottle dowfid^iwophefic^ 
the vicar. “ I know you mean well, Gollop ; ancT'l msurF 
well, too. Where sensible people are concerne^d, friction 
is Traced to a minimum. We sliall very sooi\iinderstanff 
one another and respect one another V^ipinions*” • 

“ If you respect people’s opinions, you abide by ’em,” 
declared Miss Gollop. ^ 

“ Us shan’t be able to keep the cart on the wheels — 
with a night-gowned choir,” foretold hep brother. 

Then Dennis saw them to the door ; they took their 
leave, ^nd as"^ they went down the vicarage drive, their 
voices bumbled together, like two slow, shard-borne* 
beetles droning on the night. ^ * 



CHAPTER V 


iJOTH tl^j^oman and* gentle families of Devon hate 
^ a wide ajd deep disintegration during the 

recenrpTO. Many are swept away, and the downfall dates 
kack beyond the eighteenth century, when war, dice, %nd 
Ah(» bottle lliid fon^niktions of subsequent ruin; but the 
descendants of many an angient stock are still with us, and 
noj^e names shall be found at the plough-handle ; histoAcal 
patronymics, on the land. 

*The race of B^kerville had borne arms and stood for 
the king in Stuart times. The family was broken in the 
Parliamentary Wars and languished for c«*®n centuries ; 
i-hen it took heart and lifted head once more. Th? three 
brofliers wjao now carried on their line were doubly en- 
riched, for their father had died in good case and left a 
little fortune behind liim; while an uncle, blessed with 
some tincture of the gipsy blood that had flowed into the 
^native stock a hundred years before, found Devon too 
small a theatre for liis activities and migrate^ to 
He effed a bachelor, and left his monej to his nephews. 

Thus the trio began life under fortunate circumstances ; 
and it appeared that 4wo had prosp^roi and justified ex- 
istence ; while concerning the other little could be affirmed, 
save adiatent and general dislike founded on vague hearsay. 

They v^re different as men welf could be, yet each dis- 
played strong individuality an assertive temperament. 
All inheijted some ancestral strength, but ffisparities 
existed between their tastes, their judgments, and their 
• ambitions. 

Vi>iair Baskerville was generous, self-opinionated, and 
kind-hearted. He loved, before all things, work, yet* in 
direct opposition* to this ruling passion, toierat^ and 
spoiled a lazy eldest son. EVom the rest of Ms family he 
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exact^.d full measure of labour and very^perfbct obsi^enco.* 
^e Svas a man of crystj^lliaed opilkions-H)ne wl\d resented 
charfgc, and built on bUnd tradition. * * * 

N^ithaii Baskerville had a volatile a^d 6wiftr-minded 
^spirit. He was sympathetic, but not sq sympathetic as 
his manner jnade him appear. He had a histrionic kiiack 
to seem nfore than he felt ; yet this wa^ ncit all acting, 
but a mixture of art and instinct. He trusted tcf tact, to 9 

* sense of humour with its. accompanying tolerance, a* i to 
s^f'ift appraisal of human^charac^r. Adapt^ility wastliig 
watchword. 

Humphrey Baskerville personified doubt. Hr> apparent 
cliiR indifference crushed the young and irritat^ tlic 
old. An outward gloominess of «:iS*nner a!nd a pes?si-«» 
mistic attitude to affairs sufl]ged to turn th*e folk from 
hinft While he seemed the spirit of negation made al^e, 
he w’as, nevertheless, a steadfast Christian, and lus (Jark 
mind, chaotic though it continued to V® ®vcn into 
t enjoyed one precious attribute of chaos and continued 
plastic and 6pea to impressions. None understood this 
quality in him. He did not wholly understand it himself, 
But he was ever seeking for content, and the^searcli* had 
thus far taken him into many fruitless places and landed 
him in blind alleys not a fe%v. 

These adventures, follow’ing his wife’s death, had served 
to sour him in some directions ; and the late ripening of a* 

* co 4 at^:]r^#but Ifeen intelligence did not as yet appear to his 

neighbours. It remained to be seen whether time ^ould 
ever achieve a larger wisdom, patience, and understanding 
in him — whether <.o!isiderablo mental endowments would 
ultimately lift him nearer peace^and content, or plunge 
him deeper into despondence and incorrigible 4 gloom. 
He was as interesting as Nathan was attractive and 
Vivian, obvious. ^ 

The attitude of the brothers each to the otlmr may be 
recorded in a sentence* Vivian immensely admired the 
innkeeper and depended no little upon his judgment in*» 
temporal affairs, but Humphrey he did not underiPtand ; 
Nathan patronised his eldest brother and resented Hum- 
phrey’s ill-coneoaled dislike ; while thd master of Hawlii; 
House held Vivian in regard, as an honest and smgjte*; 
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^mi1ide<)«mai^ but did not share the world’« este&n for 

N|!;thaA. *iChey • always* preserved reciprocal amexuti^ 
and werelsujcounted on friendly terms. * 

Upon'^the* occasion of the eldest brother’s seventieth 
birtliday, both Vivian and Natha^ stood at the outer gate« 
of CRdworthy and welcomed Humphrey wherwhe alighted 
off his semi-91ii)|l pony. 

• Years s&t lightly on the farmer. He was a man of huge^ 
giriill and height above the average. He had a red moon, 
j^ce, -with ajtreat fleshy ^owl se^ in white whiskers. His 
v'>u.si 6road and lo^ ; his small, pig-like eyes twinkled 
withmlWliiness. It was a favourite jest with him that he 
weighed within a stone or two as much as his brothers^ut 
^together. * ji&m 

They shook hands and i^nt in, while Mark and Btmert 
ta(^ the ponies. The three brothers all wore Sunday blaek; 
an^ Vivian had a yellow tie on that made disharmony 
\Ath the crimson^f his great cheeks. This mountain of a 
man walked between the others, and Nathan came to his 
ear and Humphrey did not reach his shcail7er. Tfeio last 
looked a mere shadow beside his brother. 

“ISeventf year to*day,.and have moved two ton of sacks 
— a hundredweight to the sack — ’twixt breaksis and noon. 
And never felt better than this minute,” he told them. 

“ ’Tis folly, aU the same — this heavy work that you 
^delight in,” declared Nathan. “I’m sure Humphrey’s 
of m;;^mind. You oughtn’t to do such a lot otyoung^ssi’s 
workT ’Tis foolish and quite uncalled for.” 

“ The young men can’t do it, may|pe,” said Humphrey. 
“ Vivian be three menvolled into one — #ith the strength of 
three for all his three^ore and ten years. But you’re 
in thewight. He’s too old for thes^ deeds. There’s no call* 
for weightlifting and all this sweaung labour, though he is 
such a mighty man of his hapds still.” 

Mr. Ba^erville of Cadworthy laughed. 

“ You be such brainy blids— the pair of you — that you 
*haven^t got no patience with me and my schoolboy fun. 
But, Hien, 1 never had no intellects like your-<all ran into 
muscle^andi bone. And ’tis my pleasure to show the 
young generatioif what strenj^h be. The Beverend 
Masterman preached from a very oniisual text Sunday. 
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^ Thefe weW giants in those days,* it was— sofi^ie sCicU 
words,* if my memory serves me>» An<f Rupert Viid Mjy, 
as ^i^ere along with me, said as surely I belonged to* the* 
giant race ! ’* » ‘ " 

He laughed with a Iqud, simple explosion of ingenuous 
merriment^rond led the way to the parlour. ^ 

There liis wife, in black silk, welcomcdt hc* brothers-in 
law and received their congratulations. Mumphrei;’^ 
fumbled at a parcel which he produced from his lhi.cast. 
Hb untied the string, B 4 ^..it into»'hj|^^ 

pocket. ^ 

“ *Tis a book as I heard well spoken of,^’ ne said. 
“ There’s only one Book for you and me, I believe, Vivian^; 
but an old man as I know came by^CAsis, and ho said ’Uvaa, 
light in his darkness ; so I \%pnt and boughfc a copy for 
you by way of something to mark the day. Very Jpiko 
’tis ali rubbish, and if so you can throw it behinefthe 
fire.” ^ 

“ Sermons, and good ones without a doubt,” answered 
the farmer. 2’m very fond of sermons, and I’ll lay on to 
^em without delay and let you know what I think. Nof- 
tliat my opinion of such a thing do count ; b\it I cafi tell 
to a hair if they’m within the meaning of Scripture, and 
that be all that matters. And thank you kindly, I’m sure.” 

“ Tom Gollop’s got terrible down>daunted about Mr. 
Masterman,” said Nathan. He says that your parson id 
a and will bring down dreadful things on the 

parish.” ^ * 

Old fool,” answered Humphrey. “ ’Tis just what we 
want, within «the m&ining of reasoned to have a few of the 
cobwebs swept away.” 

** But youTe a Radical too, and all for sweeping ^way,” 
argued his eldest brother doubtfully. ^ 

“ I*m for folly and nonsensp being swept away, certainly. 
I’m for all this cant about humility and our djity to our 
superiors being swept away. 1 hate to see chaps pulling 
their hair other men no better than themselves, and al> 
that knock-kneed, servile rubbish.” 

Nathan Mt this to be a challenge^ 

We take off our hats^ to the blood fii a man’s veins, if 
*tis blue enough-^not to the man.” 
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, !&Qd ba^s 4ht) man all the time, maybe — so aat a 
lie wlSft^ wa cap to hiin and pretend what iSh’t true.^ « 
t "/ou^o tod far,** oeclared Ndthan. • • 

“ I %ay tjiat we hate anything that’s stronger than we 
are,” continued his brother. “ We hate brains that’s 
stronger than ^ur own, or pockets that’s deeper. The 
only folk that we smile upon honestly be tlioiqp we reckon 
greater ^pols than ourselves.” 

^Vivian laughed loud at this. 

^ What a sharp tongi^p the man hath ! ” he exclaimed* 
" jftut he>. iMong, for all that. For if I only smiled at tfiem 
less brains Uian myself, 1 should go glum from 
mom tin night.” 

* Don’t ^ay it, father ! ” cried his wife. “ Too hu&ible- 
^ ntinded yosi be, an<$*9lways will be.” 

“ *Tis only a very wis# man that knows himself Jor a 
all the same,” declared Nathan. “ As for Humphrey 
ikere, maybe ’tis because men hate brains bigger than 
their own, as hc^says, that he hasn’t got a larger circle of 
friends himself. We all know he’s the^leverest maif 
among us.” • 

* Jfumphrey was about to speak again, but restrained 
the incUnlbtion and turned to his nieces who now aj)- 
peared. 

Polly lacked character and existed as the right' hand 
, of her mother ; but May took physically after Vivian, 
and represented his first joy and the apple of his eye. 
She^was a girl of great breadth and bulk ewery wayr<i^«(Fhe 
beauty of youth still belonged to he|t clean white and red 
face, and her yellow hair was magni^cent ; but it required 
no prophet to foretell that poor Ma|^, wBen her preseqt 
colt-Uke life of physical activity decreased, must swiftly 
grow^oo vast for her own comforj or the temptation of the 
average ^over. 

The youngest of the family — ^his uncle Humphrey’s 
namesa^ — ^followed his sisters. He was a brown boy, 
well set up and shy. Of all men he feared the elder Hum- 

* phrey most. Now he shook hands evasively. 

fcclh’t stare at the ceiling and the floor, but look me 
in th6*eyee^. 1 h|ite a chap as glances athwart his nose like 
that,” said the master of Hawk House. Whereat the 
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le8c;er HUm3)hrey soowled and flushed. ' Then he bracf^d , 

X hin^eli for the ordeal and stared steadily inU his*i^ncle*s 
eyes.^ ” ■ 

The duel lasted full two minutes, and the bojr^ father 
laughed and applauded him. At last youhg Humphrey’s 
oyes fell. r * * 

“ That’s, better,” said Humphrey the e^dcr. “You 
learn to keep your gaze on the eyes of other^lpeoplft, my lad, 
jf you want to know the truth about ’em. A voice ^Y;ili 
' teach you a lot, but the eyes axp the book for me-— eh, 
Nathan ? ” ^ * JIT.. 

“ No doubt there’s a deal in that.” ^ ^ 

“ ^nd if ’twas followed, perhaps we shouldn’t take our 
hate off to certain peoifle quite so often as we*do,” addecf^ 
Humphrey, harking back to the old ^evance.* “ What’s ** 
the good of being respectful to t$iose you don’t respect and 
ought not to respect ? ” 

“ Tlie man’s hungry ! ” said Vivian. “ ’Tis starvatiof 
making him so crusty and so clever. Come now, han’t 
‘dinner ready 

Mrs. Baskervilie had departed and Polly with her. 

“ Hurry ’em up,” cried Vivian, and his youngest ^son ' 
hastened to do so. ' 

Meantime Nathan, who was also hungry, and who also 
desirM to display agility of mind before his elder brother, 
resumed the argument with Humphrey Ind answered his . 
last question. 

‘^^J^feause we’ve everything to gain by being civiVand 
nought to gain by being otherwise, as things are nowadays. 
Civility costs nothingi and the rich expect it of the poor, 
and gentle expect it of simjAe. Why not ? You can’t 
mar them by being rude ; but you can mar yourself. 

* The golden rule for a juslung man is to be welj tlffiught 
upon.’ That’s what our father used to say. And it’s 
sound sense, if you ask me. Of course, I’m not speaking for 
us, but for the younger generation, and if they can prosper 
by tact and civility to their betters, why not ? We like , 
the younger and humbler people to be civil to us ; then 
why shouldn’t they be civil to parson and squire ? 

'‘How if parson be no good, and squige a dtinkSr or a 
rascal ? ” 
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, ^“That’s rjsitfier here nor there. ’Tis their, cabling and 
rank ^(J the weight bejiind ’em.” • * ^ • 

t Tfasl* ! ” s&id Humphrey sotrly. “ Let ev«ry man 
bo weiglfedjn his own balance and show himself what he 
is. That’s what I demand. Why should we pretend and 
giv|j people thc^redit of %vhat th^y stand for, if they don’t 
stand for it ? ” 

“ For ^lof oj^reasons ” began Nathan ; then the boy 

•H^plirey returned to say that dinner was ready. ^ 

Tney sat down, and t^jrough the steam that rose from a* 

• dish of d Humphrey looked tfit Nathan and spoke. 

reasons ? ” Jie said. “ For your credit’s sake 
you can't leave it there.” ^ 

“ If yoi^ will have it, you will have it — though this 
^ ish’t the time or '‘iBhce ; but Vivian must blame you, 
not me. Life’s largely aa game of make-believe^ and 
ps^tence, and, right or wrong, we’ve got to suffer it. 
We should all be no better than lonely monkeys or Red 
Indians, if we didn’t pretend a bit more than we meant 
and say a bit more than we’d swear to. JJJonkcys don’t® 
pretend, and what’s the result ? They’vS all gone under.” 

• piey wrangled until the food w^as on the plates, then 
Vivian, wlfo had been puffing out his cheeks, rolling his eyes 
and showing uneasiness in other ways, displayed a sudden 
irritability. 

, ‘‘ God damn it ! ” he cried. Let’s have no more of 

this ! Be the meal to be sarved with no sauce but all this 
blasted nonsense ? Gret the drink, Ruperte” • 

Nathan expressed instant regret a^id strove to lift the 
tone of the company. But the cloucldid not pass so easily. 
Vivian himself soon lorgot the incideift ; HSs children and 
his wife found it difficult. The young people, indeed, 
mainlaincd a very dogged tacitjiirnity and only talked 
among themselves in subdued tones. May and Polly 
waited upon the rest between the intervals of their own 
meal. Shey changed the dishes and went to and from 
the kitchen. Rupert and his youngest brother helped 
* them, but Ned did not, 

Soiiff cheerfulness returned with the beer, and even 
Humphrey' Bask^rville strove to assist the general jollity ; 
but he lacked the power. His mind was of the ^scom- 
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f ori»ibl(^ Bbrt jbhat cannot suffer opinions, believed errm^ou^, ^ 
vto pass unchsCilenged. 8ometimes.be eapressed B5;more 
than ^odbt ; sometimes He dissented forcibly from^Nathap’b 
generalities. But after Vivian’s heat at the beginning of 
the entertainment, his brother from ‘ The White Thorn ’ 
tras cautious, and took C8.re to raise no mbre dust of con- 
troversy. , ^ 

The talk ran on the new vicar, and the ^nastet of Cad- 
worthy spoke well of him. p* 

‘JAn understanding man, and^^for my part, thougn I 
can’t pretend to like neu things, yet I banfe^ing ’tojj 
quarrel for nothing. And if he likes to put the^jisoj^in 
surplj^ces and make the maidens sit with the congregation, I 
don’t see no great harm. They can sing praises to God* 
wd’ their noses to tlie east just so ea^as they oan f acidg * 
iiortk.” » 

“ Well said,” declared Humphrey. “ I’ve no patieixje 
with such fools as Gollop.” 

As one outside and after a different Jtersiiasion, I can 
*look on impsirtial,” declared Nathan, “ And J think 
with you both tliat Masterman is a useful and promising 
man. As for Gollop, he’s the sort that can’t see furt;^ier * 
than the end of the parish, and don’t want to (ff) so.” 

For why ? He’d tell you there’s nought beyond,” 
said Humphrey. “ He foxes himself to tliink that the 
world can go on without change. He fancies that he alone , 
of us all bo a solid lighthouse, stuck up to watch the waves 
rolP*t»3^ ’Tis sign of a terrible weak intellect to tliink 
that everybody’s changeable but ourselves, and that we 
only be the ones that# know no shadow of changing. Yet 
I’ve seen many such men — with a* cheerful conceit of 
themselves too.” • 

“There’s lots like tha^ — common as blackberry Ih my 
bar,’^ declared Nathan. “ Old fellows most times, that 
reckon they are the only steadfast creatures left on earth, 
while everybody else be like feathers blown about in a 
gale of change.” 

“ Every mortal man and woman be bound to change,” 
answered his brother. “’Tis the law of natrfref I’d 
give nought for a man of hard and fast opinjbns.* Such 
stand high and dry behind the times.” 
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t “Buf JJ^iviannvduld not allow this. • 

‘‘ No,* »o/Hu/fll)hreyf; that won’t do. If us^wasn’t * 
. fixed and^rm, the world couldn’t go on.” • * 

“ Vivian means we must have a lever of solid opinions 
to lift our load in the world,” explained Nathan. ^ Of 
course, no grown man wants to be flying to a new thing every' 
day of his lif^ like the young people do.” 

^ ” The ksver’s'the Bible,” declared Humphrey, “ I’ve 
nought to do with any man who goes beyond that ; but,*, 
outride that, there’s a mangin for change as the world grows,* 
Jfijpd ’tis ’Tr^i/i*to run your life aw^y from the new facts the 
wise'^.3«attfind out.” • 

^ ” I don’t hold with you,” declared Vivian. • At 
^uch a gait «is would j^ever use the same soap or wear the 
same cloth<5s two years together. If you’m going to run 
your life by the newspapera, you’m in the same case ^th 
the^ chaps and the donkey in the fable. What father 
believed and held to, I shall believe and hold to ; for he 
was a better man* than me and knowed a lot more.” , 

Humphrey shook his head. , ‘ne 

” If we all thought so, the world would stand still,” 
Ihe r<jiplied, ^ “ ’Tis the very argument pushed in the papers 
to-day about teaching the young people. ’Tis said they 
must be taught just what their parents want for ’em 
to be taught. And who knows best, I should like to know — 
•the parents and guardians, as have finished their learning 
yeafs ago and be miles beliindhand in their knowledge, or 
the schoolmasters and mistresses as be up tS date in tneir 
learning and full of the latest things put into books ? 
There’s no standing ^till with the WOfld tyiy more than 
there’s standing still with the sun. It can’t be. Law’s 
against it.” ^ • 

“ jpust have change,” admitted Nathan, 

For sure we must. ’Tis the only way to keep sweet- 
like water running forward? If you block it in a pond, 
it goes st&gpant ; and if you block your brains, they rot.” 

* “ Then let us leave it at that,” said Vivian’s wife. And 

now, if you men have done your drink, you can go off and 
? smokl^while we tidy up.” 

But therft was yet a duty to perform, and Nathan rose 
and whispered in Humphrey’s ear. 
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^ I /iliink the time’s come for drinkirtg^ his healjbh. .It^ 
« must be donfe. Will you propose^t ? ’ 

' Hv? Brother answered aloud. 

“Nathan wants for me to propose your good, healtJi, 
Vivihn. But I han’t going to. That sort of thing isn’t in 
my line. I wish you ncKaght but well, arid there’s ans.end 
, oa’t.” ^ 

“ Then I'll say a w^ord,” declared th^ irinl^^eper, re- 
^ burning to his place. “ Fill your glasses — ^just a drop i^rcj 
* ‘Hester, you must drink — ^isn’t it to your own husband ? 
And I say here, in tliis family party, that ’ti«»» proud anj^^ 
a happy thing to have for the head of the famiJjM^h a 
maijj as our brother — ^your husband, Hester ; and your 
father, you boys and girls. Long may he he spared to 
stand up among us and set us a goo& exampfo of wlia't’s^' 
braxe and comely in man ; lori^ may he be spared, I say, 
and from my heart I bless him for a good brother and hpus- 
band and father, and wish him many happy returns of hi'" 

^ birthday. My love and honour to you,*'Vivian ! ’* 

They all ^nd spoke after the custom of the clan. 

“ My love and honour to you, brother,” said Humphrey. 
“My love and honour to you, Vivian Bj.skerviHe,”* 
said his wufe. 

“ Love and honour to you, father,” murmured the boys 
and girls. 

And Mark said, “ Love and honour to you, uncle.” * 
There was a gulching of liquor in the silence that followed, 
anff ISfr. BasKterville’s little eyes twinkled. ♦ 

“ You silly folk ! V he said. “ God knows there’s small 
need of tins. But Jhank you all — ^wi|e, children, brothers, 
and nephew. I be getting up home to my tether’s end now, 
and can’t look with certainty for Over and above another 
ten birthdays or thereabouts ; but such as cqpa# we’ll 
keep together, if it pleases you. And if you be <irinking, 
then here’s to you all at a breath — to you all, not forgetting 
my son Nathan that’s sailing on the sea.” • 

“ I’ll write to Nat and tell him every blessed word of it, . 
and what we’ve had for dinner and all,” said May* 

The company grew hilarious and Nathan, leaving f hem, 
went to the trap that had brought him from SKau^ Prior 
and returned with a bottle. 
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a pseUy cordial,” he said* and a thimbl^uPall' 
round, \ttU •steady wh|it’s gone and wamS our hoarts.'* 
Ivqjb but^Vhat Ihey’m warm enough already.” * ♦ * 

The liquor was broached and all drank but Humphrey. 

“ Enough’s as good as a feast. And you can saddlS my 
ponfT, Mark. Iln going home now. I’m glad to have beeif 
here to-day but I’m going now.” 

They presaed*him to remain, but he judged the invitation 
\() he half-hearted. However, he was tranquil and amiable , 
at leave-taking. To Rupert he even extended an invita* 
tion. • 

was the only one of his brother’s family for 
whom he even pretended regard. • 

“ You can come and sec mo when you’ve got the time,” 
he* said, ‘il’ll go for a walk along with you and hear what 
you have to say.” • • 

Then he rode oflF, but Mark stopped and finished the day 
%4th his cousins. 

He talked to Rupert and, with secret excitement, heard ^ 
the opinions of May and Polly on the ^SEiiliiject of CJora 
Lin tern, 

’ Ai very ^glowing and genial atmosphere settled over 
Cadworthy* after the departure of Humphrey Baskerville. 
Even the nervous Mark consented to sing a song or two. 
The musical traditions of the Baskervilles had reawakened 
4n him, and on rare occasions he favoured his friends with 
old ballads. But in church he never sang, and often 
only went there to ring the tenor bell. • * 

Ifc. Nathan also rendered certain cdmic songs, and May 
played the aged piano. Then there was dancing and dust 
and noise, and presently the meal called ‘ hi^ tea.’ Hester 
Baskerville protested at last against her brother-in-law’s 
absurAtjes, for everybody began dJO roll about and ache 
with lau^ter ; but he challenged her criticism. 

“ Clever though you all •are,” he said, “ no woman 
that evortLmet was clever enough to play the fool. ’Tis 
only the male creature can accomplish that.” 

“ No woman ever wanted to, I should hope,” she 
answAefl ; and he retorted triumphantly — 

” There y^u ared There’s my argument in a nutshell ! ” 
She was puzzled. 
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Vou mean oy that ? ** she asked, ^nd, fro'm fh% 
I stai^dpoint cfe his nimble wit, he f oared * t 

* “ JThbre you are agAn ! he said. “ I can\ expl^ifi ; ^ 
but the lack in you be summed in the question.”*^ 

“•You’m a hopeless case,” she said. “Wo all laugh at 
^you, and yet couldn’t for the life of us Ml what on ^rtli 
*tis we be*l^ughing at.” ^ 

“ That’s the very highest art and practifte of jtlaying the 
,fool ! ” he told them. 
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W HERE Wigmore Dywn descends in mighty shouldeii^ 
clad vath oak, there meet 4he rivers Plym and IVfew, 
after^J^eir diverse jojirneyings on Dartmoor. The first 
roars wild and broken from its cradle aloft on the midmost 
•• waste, an(J falls with thunder tinder Cadworthy an^ be- 
' i«3ath thew DewerstciTie ; the other, as becomes a stream 
that has run through peaiecful valleys by bridges ai^ the 
hamlets of men, shall be found to wander with more gentle 
^urrent before she passes into the throbbing bosom of her 
sister. Above them, on a day in early summer, the hill 
ascended washed with light, spread hugel;^or the pomjf 
of the leaf. 

• I'rom Plym beneath, flashing arrowy under their lower- 
most braifches, to the granite tonsure of the hill above, ten 
thousand trees ascended in a shining raiment of all greens — 
a garment that fitted close to the contours of each binding 
ri^e, sharp cleeve, and uplifted knoll of the elevation that 
they covered. Lustrous and shimmering, this forest garb 
exh^ted every vernal tint that nature kn<»ws, for up9n a 
prevalent, triumphant fabric of golden-green were cast 
particular jewels and patterns ; ag^nst the oaken under- 
tones, where they sj1i"ead a dappled v%rdmte of amber and 
carmine, there sprang^the tardy ash, shone the rowan’s 
brigh^pess, sparlded the whitetl^m at river’s brink, and 
rose tRlP emerald pavilions of the larch. Beeches thrust 
their diaphanous foliage in veils athwart the shadows ; 
here a_ pat chwork of blue firs added new harmonies to 
the hiirf^ere the glittering birch reflected light from 
' every tiny leaf ; and hero the holly’s sobriety was 
brolfpn* by inflorescence and infant foliage, young and 
bright. I 

The forest spread its new-born leaves under a still, grey 

49 



THE THREE BROTHERSr 

evening, u}to(i which, suddenly, the sun thtust trough 

* befofe if. sank. Shafts |pf light, Mling from wqjft bo ea|t 
upon*the planes of the woods, struck out a path of sudden 
glor^ along the pine-tops and thrust doum* in rain of 
red gold even to the river’s face ; while gn Dew'erstone’s 
self, where soared abo\fe the trees and broke the gteen 
with grey,*tnis gracious light briefly brocjded and shone 
genial into dark crevices and ludden nests of birds. 

• • The great rock falls by abrupt declivities to the waier ; 
it bowers with pinnacle and i)cak dioft. Planted in the side 
of the forest it rises veined and scarred ; it is fretted with 
many colours, cut and torn into ^11 manner of ftffffastic 
shapiis by work of roots .and rain, by centuries of storm 
and the clusel of the lightning. Bedded here, Vith ivy pn 
its front, the smile of evening fgr a crown, anJtho forest 
likelL green sea breaking in foam of leaves around it, the 
Water Stone stood. Night w^as already come upon its 
eaves and cornices ; from its feet ascendec^ musical thundeff 

#of PJym in a riot of rocks; and aloft, clashing, echoing 
and re-echojf1!fR from scarp and precipice, there rang the 
cheerful chiming music of unnumbered jackdaws, who 
made these crags their home. « • 

Mark Baskerville, descending into the valley from 
Shaugh, beheld this scene with understanding. He had 
been w^ell educated ; he w as sentimental ; he regarded 
wild Nature in a manner rare amid those born and bred 
upg;ti ,her bosom. Beauty did not find him indifferent ; 
old legends gave him joy. He knew the folk-tales 81 the 
land and dw^elt upor! them stiU with pleasure — an instinct 
surviving from bc^hood, and dclifcerately suffered to 
survive. Ho loved the emotion of aw^e and cultivated it ; 
he led a life from choice much secluded ; he had walked 
hitherto blind, in so faf as women w ere concemm ; but 
now a woman had entered his life, and Nature shone 
glorified throughout by the experience, 

Mark was in love with Cora Lintern ; yet^fos prime 
fact did not lessen his regard for the earth and the old 
stories concerning it. He found the things that w^gr^good 
aforetime still good, but changed. His emotions vsire aU 
sharpened and intensified. His stren^h wal stronger ; 
his weakness was weaker than of yore. She was never 
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^out of^liis tlvDughts ; she made th^ sunlight ijpartner, the 
bird’s «weet«r, the night more wondcrftil. He ’^oke 
ali^ found himSelf brave enough •to approach hef in the 
deep, smSlll Jiours of morning ; but with daA\Ti came fear, 
and with day his courage melted. By night also he made 
rhymes that seemed beautiful to him and brought moistura 
to his eyes ^ but when the sun came and ly? repeated 
his stumbling periods, he blushed at them and banished 
lihem. 

STie was friendly and j^ot averse ; but she was clever^ ^ 
and had many friends among young men. Nath^an 
BasVorydlle rejoiced in*her, and often foretold a notable 
match for Cora. What Mark could offer seemed very little 
‘to Mark hipiself . His father, indeed, was reputed i?ch ; 
birt life a1* Hawk Hbusc revealed no sign of it. They 
lived hard, and Humphrey^Baskerville affected a frugality 
that would have been unusual in the homes of humbler 
jjpople. 

Humphrey had often told liis son that he did not know 
how to spend money ; and as for Mark, untHJiheTpresent, • 
he had shared his father’s indifference* and been well 
■conj^ent. But he felt that Cora might be fond of money ; 
and he waS glad sometimes that his father spent so little ; 
because, if all went well, there must surely come a time 
when ho would be able to rejoice Cora with great riches. 
The obstacle, however, he felt to be himself. His distrust' 
of himself w^as morbid ; the folk said that he was frightened 
of his^wn voice, and only spoke through th« tenor bel>of 
St. Edw^ard’s. • 

Now he descended into the shadoy^s of the valley and 
moved along the brink of Plym, seeking for*certain young 
wood, ripe for cutting.# Presently Mark found what he 
SQUght^biit made'no immediate ei|ort to begin work. He 
flung do^ a frail wliich contained a bill-hook and saw\ 
Then he sat upon a rock overhanging the river and buried 
himself iijhis own thoughts. 

A patn ^ound beside the stream, and along it sauntered 
suddenly the maiden of this man’s dream. She looked 
fair etoflgh and moved in deep apparent unconsciousness 
of any hum^n preqpnce. 

But her ignorance was simulated. She had seen young 
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^ Baskertille over the hill; she had In^wn l^s'd^s* 

* tinaflon* and by a detour she had eatgreif the^jp^allej 

from^elow. ^ 

Nqw she started and exhibited astonishment. 

** Mark ! Who ever would have thought ! What be 

you doing l^ere all alone'like this — and you not a fisher- 
man ? ” • ^ 

He stammered, and grew pale. * 

• • Fancy meeting ; and I might ask what brought xpu* 

CSora ? ” * ^ 

“ Oh, just a silly fondn&s for the river and the trees and 
my own thoughts. I like being about among tha^ild 
things, though I dare say you won’t believe it.” 

“Of course. I’ll believe it — ^gladly too. Don’t I like’ 
being about among ’em better than anything f>lse ? 
verjr pleased to meet you, I’m®sure. There’s no lovelier 
bit of the river than here.” 

“ Dewerstone do look fine to-night,” she said, glancing 
•up at th.e crags above them. * 

“ It does,iifen* The Water Stone I always call it, since 
I read in a book that that was what it meant. ’Tis the 
great stone by the water, you see. Have you ^ver h^rd* 
tell of the Black Hunter, Cora ? But perhaps you don’t 
hold with such old- wife’s tales ? ” 

She put him at lus ease and assured him that she loved 
ancient fables and liked to go on believing them, despite, 
liei;; better knowledge. 

“ Just the same as me ! ” he cried eagerly, “ Tbs* very 
thing I do. How v^nderful you should feel the same ! I 
know ’tis rubbish, I let it go sad^. I’d believe in the 
pixies, if I could ! 

“ Who was the Black Hunter, if you don’t mind telling 
me ? ” she asked. “ FM sit here a "bit afore I if it 

won’t be to hinder you.” 

“ Proud I am, Fm sure,” he said. “ And as for him, 
the Black Hunter, that’s no more than moth^jgj^rae for 
the devil himself. ^Twas thought that he’d .come here ^ 
by night with his great, bellowing, red-eyed dogs, and go 
forth to hunt souls. A coal-black horse he i^e| but 
sometimes he’d Set out afoot, for ’tis well remefnbej%d how 
once in the deep snow, on a winter morn, human footprints, 
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lilong \»^th hcfbffaarks, were ttaced to the top of t!h© hill, 
bi!^ no^ d6^n agp,ifi ! ” - I 

“•The dipvil flew away with somebody ? ” 

“ So the old story says. But I hke the thought of the 
little Heath Houpds better. For they hunt and harry old 
Nick% self. They are the spirits of the young clyldren w^ho * 
die before thef^ are baptised ; and tlie legend h^h it that 
tjiey win to heaven soon or late by hunting the Prince of 
Darimess. ’Tis the cliildrcn that we bury with maimed • 
rites upon ‘ Clirisomers’ Mill ’ in the churchyard. They ' 
»^ut that poor woman wiio killed Iterself in the same place, 
becaiisc the old parson Vouldn’t read ‘ sure and certain 
bppe ’ over her.” • 

^ But Cora was not ibjfccrested in his conversation, though 
she pretend^ to be. She endeavoured to turn speech into 
a more personal road. * • 

“ What have y^ou come here for ? I hadn’t any idea you 
ever took walks a|pne,” 

“ I take hundreds — terrible poor hand at neighjjouring 
with people, I am — like my father. But I’m h<32Vfb work — 
getting handles for tools. There’s no wood for light tools 
hke alder. ^You know^ the old rhyme — 

^ When allcr's leaf is so big as a penny, 
ilie stick will wear so tough as any. 

That’s true enough, for I’ve proved it.” 

“ Set to work and I’ll w^atch you, if I may.” 

“ Prmid, I’m sure. And I’ll see you hom8 after. But 
there’s no haste. I was thinking that Uare, dark corner in 
the garden at Undersh^jiugh might do iK 2 jy nip© for ferns — 
if you’d care — - — ? ” 

“ The very thing ! How kind to think of it. I love 
the gaiA^} and the flow^ers. But<none else cares about 
them. Byou think you could get me one of they king 
ferns ? But I suppose that \fould be too much to ask.” 

“ I’ll more than one.” 

• “ ru try to plant ’em then, but I’m not very clever.” 

“ I’ll come and make a bit of a rockery myself, if— if 
you lirifc 

“ * Like Mil sheuld love it. But ’tis very good of you 
to bother about a stupid girl.” 
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* ‘ Dt>A’t >you Bay t^at. Far, far froiD* stupid. ^ Neyei) 
wask a cleverer girl, I’m sure.” » * ^ / 

• Sbe shook her head lind talked about the fetns. IJhen 
she became personal. . * 

*‘*I’ve always felt somehow with you ; but I suppose it 
‘han’t maidenly to say such tilings — but* I’ve alwayil felt 
as you undler..tood me, Mark.” 

“ Ah ! ” he said. “And as for me, I’^ felt — God, He 
^ %knows what I’ve felt.” ^ • 

fcThe man broke off, arid she smiled at him and dropped 
her eyes. She knew th^ thing that shared his heart with* 
her, and now spoke of it. % , • * 

‘^And through you I’ve got to love tenor bell almost as 
much as you do. Of a Sunday the day isn’t (complete tiff 
I’ve heard the beautiful note of your bell and thought of 
yoia at the rope. I always siftnehow think of you when 
I hear that bell ; and I t^nk of the bell when I sec you ! 
Ban’t that strange ? ” ^ 

“ ’l^s your wonderful quick mind, and you couldn’t say 
anythijS'g !^*iplejise me better.” 

“ I wanted to ask you about the bells. I’m so ignorant ; 
but I thought, if ’twasn’t silly of me, I’d ask you abou^’emt 
I suppose they’m awful difficult to ring ? ” ^ 

“ .Not a bit. Only wants steady practice. The whole 
business is little understood, but ’tis simple enough. I’ve 
gone into it aU from the beginning, and I’m glad — ^very 
glad — you care about it. The first thing is for a ring of 
bSls to be iit harmony ynih itself, and founders cjight to 
be free to make ’em so. The bells are never better than 
when they are brols^n out of the moulds, and every touch 
of the lathe, or chij) of the chisel, is music lost. The thick- 
ness of the sound-bow should be one-tlurteenth of the 
diameter, you must ko^w ; but modern bells aronmde for 
cheapness. Long in the waist and high in thS^houlder 
they should be for true fineness of sound ; but they cast 
’em with short waists and flat shoulders now. *’^8 easier 
to hang and ring them so ; but they don’t glv^he same 
music. My tenor is a wonderful good bell — a maiden bell* 
as we say — one cast true, that has never had a cHipiat the i 
gotmd-bow. ‘ I call the . quick to clyrrch f,nd ^ad to 
grave,* is her motto. A Pennington bell she is, and no 
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bell-fcfupder ever cast a better, rfvery year <nakQS hbr 
s'\eeteii?f«r ttiere’s^nothing improv^ bell-metSl like tinse.” 

suppose it* wouldn’t be possmle for me actually t6 
see the bells ? ” 

“ It can bo done and shall be/’ he promised. Then* he 
went#off again. • • 

“ I’ve been^in nearly every bell-cot and beflp-turret in 
Devonshire, one time and another, and I’ve took a hand in 
ctiar^ge-ringing far and wide ; but our ring of six, for its - 
size and weight, can’t be heat in the county, and there’s no* 
tweeter tenor that I’ve heard ihSJn mine. And I’m very 
hopeful that Mr. Masterman will take my advice and have 
our wheels and gear looked to, and the bell-chan^Jer 
cleaned out.« ’Tis the home of birds, and the nest litter 
ties"feet deep up there. The ladder’s all rotten too. We 
ouglit to have stays and slides ; and our ropes are a bit ^oo 
heavy, and lack tuftings for the sally. I’m hopeful he’ll 
h^ve a care for these things.” 

Ho prattled on,^or it was his subject and alwaysjposed 
his tongue. She was bored to death, buf frMwr^ime to 
time, when he feared that he wearied her, she assured him 
tiiat ^ler interest did not wane and was only less than his 
own. He ^owed unusual excitement at this meeting, 
was lifted out of himself, and talked until grey gloaming 
sank over the valley and the Jackdaws were silent. Then 
Cora started up and declared that she must return home 
quickly. 

“ LisJtening to you has made me forget all about the tinfh 
and everything,” she said, ” They’ll* wonder whatever 
has befallen me.” ^ ^ a 

“ I’ll see you home,” he answered. * “ ’Tis my fault 
you’ll be late, and 1 mustf take the blame.” 

AndiPvo kept you from your w«rk, I’m afraid.” 

ThatT no matter at all. To-morrow will do juftt as 
well for the alder.” • 

He roQijggiigd walked beside her. She asked him to help 
her at one "pace in the wood, and her cool, firm hand 
mrilled him. Once or twice he thought to take this noble 
opportunity and utter the thing in his heart ; but he could 
not bring Uryself te do it. l^en, at her gate, he left her, 
and they exchanged many assuranees of mutual thanks 
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and ^biig^tion. Hs promised to bring <^e*ferns in thref 
daj’^s* tiine,^nd undertook to spend ap evenii^g fXith'^ie 
lir^terhs, build the rcfbkery, and stay to* supper mtl^ fhe 
family afterwards. • 

He walked homo treading on air, with his mind full of 
- hope and happiness. Qora had never b«en so close ^as on 
this day^f s;\e had never vouchsafed such an infcimate 
glimpse of her beautiful spirit before. £a1^h word, each 
look seemed to bring her nearer ; and yet, when he re- 
t ^ected on liis own impcfrfectio^s, a wave of doubt ffwept 
coldly over liim. He supped in silence, but, after the meal, 
he confessed the thoughts in his ipind. • 

Never broke a twig tliis evening,** he said. ‘‘ Was 
ju?k going to begin, when who should come along but 
Cora Lintern.’* \ t 

' ^ Has she forgiven parson^for turning her out of the 
choir ? Can’t practise that side*glance at the men no 
more now.” 

“ She’s not that sort, father.” • 

a face like hers? That girl would rather 
go hungry th&n without admiration and flattering. A 
little peacock, and so vain as one.” • 

“ You’re wrong there. I’ll swear it. She’S very tliffer- 
ent to what you reckon. Why, this very evening, there 
she was under the Water Stone all alone— walking along 
by herself just for love of the place. Often goes there, 
she tells me.” 

^ Very sujrprised to find you there — eh ? ” 

“ Tliat slie wa^ And somehow I got talking — such a 
silent man os me most times. But I found myself chatter- 
ing about thb bel^^nd one tiling alhd another. We’ve got 
a lot more in common than you plight think.” 

Mr. Baskerville smoked and looked into the fi^ 

“ Well, don’t be in a hurry. I’m not againsil^^arriage 
for the young men. But tide your time, till you’ve got 
more understanding qf women.” ^ 

£’H never find another like her. I’m suHffefS’d please 
you, father.” • 

You’ll be rich in a small way, as the worldvgoes, pre-^ 
aently. Bemember, she knows that as well cui do. * 
**She never spe^ of money. Just m simple and 
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^§ily ^eas^ as \ am myself » for that matter/ Shh loves 
^tural tilings— just the tilings ym^ caro about yowrse&/* 
And very much interested in tenor bell, no doubtT? *’ 

“ How did you guess that ? But *tis perfectly true. 
She is ; and she#aid a very kind thing that was very hopc-^ 
ful to me to hear. She said tnat the bell always put 
her in mind* of me, and I always put her in mind of 
«io bell/’ 

“•I wonder ! And did you tell her what was writ on th(i 
bell ? ” ^ 

“ Yes, I did, father.”^ 

“ And d’you know what she thought ? 

Mark shook his head. 

“ She tho\ight that the sooner it called you and her to 
ijhurch together, and the sgpner it called me to my grave, 
the pleasanter life would look for her hard eyes.” * 

“ Father ! ’Tis cruel and unjust to say such things.” 

•“Haven’t I sq^n her there o’ Sundays ever since she 
growed up ? There’s nought tells you more abjjgiaf^^opl^ < 
than their ways in church. As bright as u b^ff^d smart 
^nd shining ; but hard — hard as the nether millstone, 
thatf womafln’s heart. Have a care of her ; that’s all I’ll 
say to you.” 

“ I hope to God you’ll know her better some day, 
father.” 

“ And I hope you will, my lad ; and I’ll use your strong 
words too, and hope to God you’ll know h^ better afore 
’tis tbSTiate.” 

“ This is cruel, and I’m bitter sorry T)o hear you say it,” 
answered the young man, rising. Mten he#went out and 
left his father alone. ^ 

Else^lmre Phyllis lantern had dhgerly inquired of Cora 
as to the interview with the 1>eUringer. 

The girls shared many secrets and were close friends. 
They kSRwminconsciously that their brother was more to 
the mother than were they. Heathman adored Mrs. 
LinternjGtnd never wearied of showi^ it; but for his 
siatenrh^ cared little, and they felt no mterest in him* 

Kow Ph]Ws s;^pathised with Cora’s ambitions and 
romances* 
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“«flbw' waS it ? ” ehe asked. “ I wajrrant ^roug!^* 
lHin,to*ttie scratch ! ’* ' * * 

’Tis all right,*’ declared her sister. *Tis io good as 
done. The word was on his tongue coming up-along in the 
•dimpsy ; but it stuck inthis throat. I kiK>w the signt^ well 
enough. JBowever, ’twill slip out pretty soon, I reckon. 
He’s a good sort, though fidgety, but hei^s gotten lovely 
•eyes. I’ll wake him up and smarten him up, too-* 
•pjesently.” 



CHAPTER VII 

W HEN man builds % house on Dartmoor, he plants 
trees to protect it. Sometimes they perish ; some- 
times they (yidure to shield his dwelling from the riotius 
^nd seldom«8leex)ing winds. Bound the abode of Hum- 
phrey Baskerville stood bee«h and pine. A solid old hcjjise 
lurked beneath, like a bear in its grove. People likened 
ite face to the master’s — the grey, worn, tar-pitched roof 
to his hair, and thf small windows on either side of the door 
to his eyes. A few apple trees were in the and 

currant and gooseberry bushes prospered *indmerent well 
bene|,th them. Rhubarb and a row of elders also flourished 
here. The^atter were permitted to exist for their fruit, 
and of the berries Mrs. Susan Hacker, Humphrey’s widowed 
housekeeper, made medicinal preparations supposed to 
possess value. 

Hawk House lay under a tor, and beliind it the land 
towereil to a stony waste that culminated i|x wild masses 
of piled granite, where the row^an gre\^ and the vixen laid 
her cubs. From this spot one mig^ take a bird’s-eye 
survey of Humphrey TBaskerville’s doiifain.* Gold lichens 
had fastened on the roo£» and the folk conceited that since 
there nug no more room in the edd man’s house for his 
money, m began to ooze out throng the tiles. 

Humphrey lumself now sat on a favourite stone aloft 
and suQg^ his possessions and the scene around them. 
It was m^ustom in fair weather to spend many hours 
^sequestered upon the tor,. Dwarf oaks grew in the cUttem, 
and h§ marked the passage of the time by their activity, 
by the Coming of Qiigrant birds, by the appearance of the 
infant foxes Vnd by other natural signs and tokens. Be- 
neath Hawk House there subtended a great furze-clad 



^ THE T^REE BROTHERS 

space flaiike& with woods. The Rut, as it was^^ai^ed, Ml 
ivwa{^ tb farms and fertile fields, and terriiinateU in a fjlen 
through which the little Torry river passed upofi her w^ay 
to Plym. Cann Wood fringed the neighbouring heights, 

* and far away to the south Laira’s lake extended an(\ Ply- 
mouth appeared — ^faint, grey, glittering under a gauze of 
smoke. « 

The tor itself was loved by hawks aud stoats, crows and 
4qxes, Not a few people, familij^r vdth the fact that Hum- 
phrey here took his soktary walks and kept long vigils,* 
would afiirm that he held a sort of converse with these * 
predatory things and learned from them their winged 
ana four-footed cunning. His sympathy, Jindeed, wai? 
with fox and haw^k rather than with hunter ,and hound.* 
admitted it, but in no souse of companionship with 
craft did he interest himself in the wild creatures. He 
made no fatuous imputation of cruelty to the haw^k, 
cunni^ to the fox. His bent of mind, •none the less, m- 
clineamm*s^ admire their single-handed fight for life against 
long odds ; anS thus he, too, fell into fallacy ; but his 
opinion took a practical turn and was not swifts shattered^ 
as such emotions are , apt to be, when the pftied o8tlaw 
offers to the sentimental spectator a personal taste of his 
quality. 

If a hawk stooped above his chickens, he felt a sort of 
contempt for the screaming, flying fowls — ^Ict the hawk 
hfblp itself if it could — and did not run for his gun. Jndeed, 
he had no gun. ^ men said of this or that obstinate 
ancient that he h^ never travelled in a train, so they 
affirmed, conbernftig Humphrey Biskerville, that he hod 
never in his life fired a gun. • 

He sat and smoked a wooden pipe and reflec^ on the 
puzzles of his days. He knew that he was heHrin little 
esteem^ but that had never ctroubled him. His inquiring 
spirit rose above his fellow-creatures ; and h e Rride d him- 
self upon the fact, and did not see that just iifflfflfparticu- 
lar of a flight too lofty did he fail of the landmarks and 
sure ^ound he sought. * f « 

A ^soontent, in substance very disimguish^ ana noble, 
imibued faia bonsciousnesa. He was still seeing solace out 
of life and a way that should lead to rest. But he could 
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^He vas in arms on ^the wrong road. JHe 
missftd the^ fundamental foot tbat^^ from humanity 
service ari^e not only the first duties of life, but also the 
highest rewards that life can offer. He had little dedre 
towai;^ his fell^)w-creatures. Ifis mind appeared to 
magnify their deficiencies and weakness. He^was un- 
generous in ni*> interpretation of motives. Mankind 
att^oke his highest impatience. He sneered at * his own 
short’Somings daily, and had no more mercy for the man|,- 
lold disabilities of human nature in general. In the light 
"of his religion and his learning, he conceived that man 
should be by many degrees a nobler and a wiser thing than 
he found hin^ ; and this conclusion awoke impatience aiid 
ft fiery aver^on. He groped therefore in a blind alley, for 
as yet service of man h^ #iot brought its revelatiorij^to 
his spirit, or opened the portals of content. He failed to 
pCTceive that the man who lives rationally for men, with 
all thereby involved in his duty to himself, is justifying his 
own existence to the limit of human capacity, ' 

Instead, he fulfilled obligations to liis 'particular God 
with ja.il his might, and supposed this rule of conduct 
embraced e^ery necessity. He desx)ised his neighbour, but 
he despised liimself also. Thus he was logical, but such 
a rule of conduct left liim lonely. Hence it came about 
that darkness clothed him like a garment, and that his 
kind shunned him, and cared not to consider him. 

He 8Qi silent and motionless. His gift of stillness had 
often won some little intimate glimpse^^of Nature, and it 
did so now. A fox went by him at^close quarters. It 
passed absorbed in its bwn afiairs, incaS^ious^and without 
fear. Then suddenly it saw him, braced its muscles and 
slipped ^ay like a streak of oinnajaon light through the 
stones. ^ 

It made for the dwarf oaks Jbeneath the head of the tor, 
and the w^cber saw its red stem rise and its white-tip]>ed 
brush jerPtfis way and that as it leapt from boulder to 
Boulder. A big and powerful f ox—- so Humphrey perceived ; 
one th^t 4iad doubtless stood before hounds in his time, 
and would agmn. ^ 

Arrived at \be confines of the wood, the brute hurried 
himscslf no ; but rested awhile and, with & sort of 
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highv^aymaii insolence, surveyed the object^ 9\ ala|in. 
ITli^n disappeared, ^ind the man smiled to umseli^; and 
was glad that he had seen this particular neighbour. 

^A^t the poultry-house far below, moved Mrs. Hacker, 
Viewed from this elevation she presented nothing, but a 
sun-bonqjst ard a great wliite square of apjon. She wore 
black, and her bust disappeared seen thu»far away, though 
her capacious person might be noted at a mile. Susdn , 
, Hacker was florid, taciturn, a^d staunch to her nfbster. 
if she had a hero, it was Mr. Baskerville ; and if she had 
an antipathy. Miss Eliza Gollop stood for that repugnance.* 
Of Susan it might be said that she was honest and not 
hcfhest. In her case, though, she would have scorned t6 
take a crust ; she listened at doors. To steal^a spoon w'a'fe 
b^ond her power ; but to steal information not intended 
for her ears did not outrage her moral sense. Her rare 
triumphs were concerned with Humphrey's ragged wajd- 
robq: and when she could prevail witl» him to buy a new 
suit o!N4aihes, or burn an old one, she felt the day had 
justified itself. * 

Now, through the clitters beneath him, there ascended 
a man, and Humphrey prepared to meet his ifephew. Ho 
had marked Rupert speak with Mrs. Hacker and seen her 
point to the tor. It pleased the uncle that tliis youth 
should sometimes call unasked upon him, for he rated 
Rup4rt as the sanest and usefullest of his kindred. 
In a sense Rupert pleased Humphrey better fils 

own son did. A yague instinct to poetry and sentiment 
and things of abstoact beauty, which belonged as an in* 
gredient to Mark% character, founcf no echo in his father’s 
breast. # ^ 

I be come to eat njy dinner along with you feton a 
message for Mark,’* began the young man. “ MK Master- 
man’s meeting, to tell everybody about the play, will be 
held in the parish room early next mon th, yid parson 
specially vi^ants you and Mark to be there. TffffS^s an idea 
of revl^ng some old-fangled customs. I dare say ’tis S 
very good idea, and there wiU be plenty to lend ^ hand ; « 
but 1 doubt whether Mark will dress ^p and spout poetry 
(of him— any more than I would.” / 

V He means to perform ^ St. George ’ next Christmas 
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aiH {jhe»countryside,” said Mr. BaskerviHe. ‘'HvaU, 
one ^an’s meat another man’s pofton. He’s youifg 
energetic. ^ He’ll carry it through somehow with such 
material as lies about him. The maidens will all wantwto 


be in jp, no doubt.^ « 

“ I think ’tis foolery, uncle.” ^ 

“ You think waong, then. Ban’t always foolery to hark 
back to old ways. He’s got his ideas for waking the people 
up. You and me might scyr, ‘ Don’t wake ’em up ’ ; but , 
’j^isn’t our business. It is his business, as a minister, to 
*open their eyes and poli|^ their senses. So let him try 
with childish things first — not that he’ll succeed, for he 
won’t.” • 


• “ Then what’s the good of trying ? ” 

“ The man must earn his money.” ^ 

“ Fancy coming to a dead-alive hole like this ! Why, 
even Jack Head from Trowlesworthy — ^him as works for 
Mr? Luscombe — evan he laughs at Shaugh.” ^ 

“ He’s a rare Radical, is Head. ’Tis the him 

the upper people don’t want to teach to read or to think — 
for fear of pickling a rod for themselves. But Head will be 
thinkfiig. He’s made so. I like him.” 

** He laughed at me for one,” said Rupert ; “ and though 
I laughed back, I smarted under his tongue. He says for a 
young and strapping chap like me to stop at Cadworthy 
doing labourer’s work for my father, be a poor-spirited 
and eve^a shameful thing. He says I ough^ to blush tm 
follow a plough or move muck, with^the learning I’ve 
learnt. Of course, ’tis a small, mean life, in a manner of 
speaking, for a man of dnergy as loves '\^k like I do.” 

Mr. Baskerville scratclmd his head with the mouthpiece 
of his pipe, and surveyed Rupert f^ r some time without 
speakings* 

Then he rose, sniffed the air,»and buttoned up his coat. 

“ We’ll a bit and I’U show you something,” he 


* They set out over Shaugh Moor and Rupert proceeded. 
» ^ rather down on my luck, BomehoW''‘--efipeciaily 

about fililly Inscoipbe. It don’t seem right or lair ex- 
actly — ea u Pltovideaoe wasn’t on my side.” 

Don’t blew that noxisensioal stuff,” said his uncle. 
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“ JToti’re t\se sort that oiy out to Providence if jfcjl fall Pato 
^ jt>ed‘of nettles — insOead of getting up ^uick andi lookihg 
for a dock-leaf. Time to cry to Providence vhen you’re 
in^ a fix you can’t get out of single-handed. If you begin 
at your time of life, ,and all about nothing too, belike 
’twill cotoe to be like the cry of * Wolf, wolf ! * and then, 
when you really do get into trouble and(h(Slloa out, Provi- 
dence won’t heed.” 

Milly Luscombe’s not a «|piaU thing, anyway, ** How 
can I go on digging and delving while father withstands n\e 
and won’t hear a word about her ? ” 

She’s too good for you.” 

I know it ; but she don’t think so, thank the Lord.” 

“ Your father’s a man that moves in a groove. Maybe 
ypu go safer that way ; but rot further. The beaten track 
be his motto. He married late in life, and it worked very 
well ; so it follows to his narrow mind that late in life 
is t|io right and only time to marry.’i 

“ xOi-icth you’d teU him that you hold with Milly and tliink 
a lot of her. Father has a great opinion of your cleverness, 
I’m sure.” « 

Not he ! ’Tis your uncle Nathan that ‘Ae setS store 
by. Quite natural that he should. He’s a much cleverer 
man than me, and knows a lot more about human nature. 
See how w’ell all folk speak of him. Can’t you get him 
your side ? Your father would soon give ear to you if 
fjncle Nath|tn approved,” 

” ’Tis an idea. ^ And Uncle Nat certainly be kinJl always. 
I might try and get 14m to do something. He’s very 
frienSy with Mre^!mul Luscombe, Lilly’s uncle.” 

” How does Lusoombe view it ? ” 

He’ll be glad to have Milly off his hands.” * 

More fool him then. For there’s no more Uuuerstand- 
ing girl about,” 

So Jack Head says. Bsm’t often he’s got a good word 
for anybody ; but he’s, told me, in so many ^¥ds, that 
Milly be bang out of the common. He said it because his 
savage ojunions never fluster her.” « ^ 

They stood on Hewk Tor, and beneatli them 0 fl*etcbed, 
firsts the carpet of the heath. Then the gj^Ond fell into a 
Valley, where water meadows spr^di a stream^ and 
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*bcyoiMr, by ^^dbds and homesteads, the eagtHi jliwjenclecl 
^ain to S|augh Pfior. The villageis perched upon t^ie ifpcx 
of Ihe hyi, twinkled like a jewel. Glitter of whitef^asli 
and rosy- wash shone under the grey roofs ; sunlight and 
foliage sparkled g^nd intermingled round the church tower ; 
lighif roamed upon the hills, reve^fiing and obscuring detail* 
in its passag(R To the far west, above deep v^illeys, the 
jvorld appeared *again ; but now it had receded and faded 
and#merged in tender blue to the horizon. Earth spread* 
before the men in three hftge and simple planes : of heatlf 
*and stone sloping from north t(f south; of liillside and 
village and hamlet perflicd upon their proper crest ; of 
^the dim, dreaming distance swept with the haze of sum*uer 
Hand rising te sky-line. 

“ Tliat^s not small — that’s big,” said Humphrey Basker- 
ville. “ Plenty of room h?re for the best or worst lhat 
one boy can do.” 

•But Rupert dojjbtcd. 

‘‘ Think of the world out of sight, uncle. This Wt.^read 
here be little more than a picture in its frMie.*^**^ 

“ Granted ; but the frame’s wide enough to cage all that 
youmwits Mill ever work. You can run here and wear your 
fingers to the bone without bruising yourself against any 
bars. Go down in the churchyard and take a look at the 
Baskerville slates — fifty of ’em if there’s one: your 
grandfather, your great-uncle, the musicker, and all the 
rest. And every man and woman of the lot lived and die^, 
and suffered and sweated, and did good di* evil within 
this picture-frame.” • 

“ All save the rich^t — ^him that to^ foreign parts 

and made a fortune and sent back tons of money to father 
and you and Uncle.Nat,’^ 

Hum]^rey laughed. ♦ 

“ Thou hast me there ! ” he said. “ But don’t be dis- 
contented. Bide a bit an<f see how the wind blows. 
I’m notK.2gaiiist a man following the spirit that calls him ; 
i>ut wait and find out whether ’tis a true voice or only a 
lying echo. What does Milly say ? ” 

** ’Tie iMilly have put the thought into me, for that 
matter. ^ She’a terrible large in her opinions. She holds 
that father mi^en’t got no right to refuse to let us be 
p 65 



THE T^REE BROTHERS 

tokened, ^e’d comi^ and talk to luni, if I’d Ifet hf^* 
A regular fear-nothings she is.” ^ ^ 

' What would she have you do ? ” «. 

“ Gird up and be off. She comes of a very wandering 
family, and, of course, one must allow for that. I’ve 
nought to say against it. But they can’t bide in one spot 
long. Sctoiething calls ’em to be roaming.'** 

“ The tribe of Esau.” 

They talked on, and Rupert found himself the bett r for 
some caustic but sane counsel. " 

“ *Tis no good asking impossibilities from you, and I’m. 
the last to do it,” said Humphrey^ “ There are some things 
W€^ can’t escape from, and our characters are one of them 
There’s no more sense in trying to run from your character 
than in trying to run from your shadow. Too often your 
character is your shadow, coifie to think on it ; and cruel 
black at that. But don’t be impatient. Wait and watch 
yourself as well as other people. If these thoughts hsJve 
beeiit;;;;jut in your head by the girl, they may not be natural 
to youTJfWl they may not be digested by you. See how your 
own character takes ’em, I’m not against courting, mind, 
nor against early marriages ; and if tliis womar. be mude of 
the stuff to mix well and close with your own character, 
then marry her and defy the devil and all his angels to harm 
you. To take such a woman is the best day’s work that 
even the hardest- working man can do in this world. But 
meantime don’t wlune, but go ahead and gather wisdom 
and learn a Kttlc about the things that happen odtside the 
picture-frame — as^ do.” 

They tum^ pr^ntly and went back to dinner. 

Rupert praised his uncle, and declared that life looked the 
easier for his advice, 

” ’Tis no good beiisg called ‘ The Hawk ’ if ^ 6u can’t 
sharpen your wits as well as your claws,” said the old 
man. “ Yes— you’re astonfthed — ^but I know what they 
call me well enough.” . c.* 't 

” I knocked a chap down last Sunday on Cadworthy 
bridge for saying it,” declared Rupert. 

” Very thoughtful and very proper to stand up tor your ' 
family; but I’m not hurt. Maybe Hhere^ tnith in it. 
I’ve no quarrel with the hawkfih^r theXerons either — 
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€or dl\ they do tat the trout. By fill accounta th^{e 'wus 
lA^ds tfiteat *troat«afore there waiS^en to eStt ’em. 
huil^ans have iilvented a saying wat possession \s luno 
points of*the law; but we never thought much of that 
when it corned to knocking our weaker neighbours on "the 
head«-whether they be birds or men.” • 

“ You’ve m^e me a lot more contented with tljc outlook, 
anyway.” • 

• “I’m glad to hear it. Content’s the one thing I’d wish^ 
you — and wish myself. J can’t see the way very olea& 
•yet. Let me know if ever you come by it.” 

“ You ! Why, you’mAhe most contented of any of us.” 
“Come and eat, and don’t talk of what you know 
Jaought,” sai^ Mr. Baskerville. * 

They w^cpt through the back yard of the homestead 
presently, where a hot, distinctive odour of pigs satur£||ed 
the air. As they passed by> some young, very dirty, pink 
pikers grunted with fat, amiable voices and cuddled 
to their lean motlhjr, where she lay in a lair of ordurj^ 

“ That’s content,” explained Humphrey j “ if^^Mlongs to 
brainless things, and only to them. I haven’t found it 
amoi^ men and women yet, and I never count to. Rainbow 
gold m this world. Yet, don’t mistake me, I’m seeking 
after it still.” 

“ Why seek for it, if there’s no such thing, uncle ? ” 
“WeU may you ask that. But the answer’s easy. 
Because ’tis part of my character to seek for it, Rupert. 
Character be stronger than reason’s self, if ygu can undet- 
stand that. I seek because I’m driven^” 

“You might find it after all, uncle. There must be 
such a thing — else thefe’d be no word fhr it.*^ 

The older sighed. • 

“ A young and hopeful fashion ^of thought,” he said. 
But you’re out there. Men have made up words for 
many a fine, fancied thing thipir hearts long for ; but the 
word is a]]r^tillborn out of poor human hope.” 

He deep into his own soul upon this thought 

&nd spoke little more that day. But Mark was waiting 
, for his jhmner when they returnra, and he and Rupert found 
themes m common (o occupy them through the meal. 

The great project of the new vicar chiefly supplied con- 
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versati*i1n. * Rupert feL indifferent, but Manrk wawi 
interested. ^ ‘ i ' ' 

' “'I’m very willing to lend a hand all I can, and I expect 
the parish will support it,” he said. “ But as for play- 
acting myself, and taking a part, I wouldn’t for all the 
world. It beats me how anybody can gel! up on a platform 
and speak^ speech afore liis fellow’^-creatures ^assembled.” 

“ The girls will like it,” foretold Rupert' 

^ “ Cora lantern is to play a part,” declared Mark ; ‘J,and 

no doubt she’ll do it amazing well.” 

Rupert was up in arm^ at once. 

“ I should think they’ll ask MiEy Luscombe too. Slie’s 
got^^iore wits than any of ’em.” 

“ She may have as much as Cora, but not^more, I (^an, 
assure you of that,” an6wer£»d Mark firmly. 

Ee rarely contradicted a staluement or opposed an asser- 
tion ; but upon this great subject his courage wa« colossal. 
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CHAPTER VIII 


lyR. MASTERMAN and* his sister made more friendff* 
,Lil than enemies. Tlie man’s good-nature and energy 
* attracted his parishionerg*; while Miss Masterman, though 
not genial, was sincere. A certain number followed Jhe 
barty of Mr# GoUop and Eliza, yet, as time passed, it 
oiminished. # The surplices arrived ; the girls were turned 
out of the choir ; but the heavens did not fall. Even |he 
Nonconformists of Shaugh Prior regarded the young vicar 
wijh friendhness, and when he called a meeting at the 
parish room, Mr. Nhthan Baskerville and others whojifcood 
for dissent, attended it in an amiable spirit^ 

Rumours as to the nature of the proposition had leaked 
cwt, ^nd ttjpy w^ere vague ; but a very general interest 
had been excited, and when the evening came the vicar 
and churchwardens found a considerable company as- 
sembled. 

There were present Vivian and Nathan Baskerville, with 
most of the former’s family. Mrs. Lintern and her two 
daughter* from Undershaugh also came ; whUo Heathmaft 
Lintern, Ned Baskerville, and other young men stood in a 
group at the rear of the company. Fmm Trowlesworthy 
arrived the warroner, ^aul Luscombe, mS nie^e, Milly, and 


his man, Jack Head. People looked uneasy at sight of the 
last, for he was a revolutionai^ an«J firebrand. The folk 
suspected that he held socialistic vieiivs, and were certain 
that he worked harm on the» morals of younger people* 
Susan !^£^e^ at her master’s wish, attended the meeting 
and sat impassive among friends. Thomas Gollop and 
Joe Voysey, the vicarage gardener, sat together ; but Miss 
• Gollop yifts not present, because her services were occupied 
with the^ewly bom. 

A buzz an^abel filled the chamber and the heat in* 
N 69 



THE TljlREE BROTHERS 

<)p3as(^ «Tack Head {-pened a window. vWhereuppn Mr^ 
GoJlop rose^and shut^it again. The action *tTOifi^.d ttyCt 
otei^pal battle of principle which waged between tlpin. 
But Vivian Baskervillo was on the side of fresh Wr. 

Let be ! ” he shouted. “ Us don’t want to be roasted 
. alive, Thomas ! ” 

So tlie*\vindiw was opened once more, |ind Head tri- 
umphed. « 

, Dennis Masterman swiftly explained his desire and 
.i|}vited the parish to support him in reviving an anbient 
and obsolete cercmoniah. 

“ The oldest men among you must remember the days 
of the Christmas mummers,” he said. “ I’ve heard all 
abdut them from eye-witnesses, and it strikes me that to* 
get up the famous play of ‘ St, George,’ witq the quainif 
ol<^- world dialogue, would give us all something to do this 
winter, and be very interesting and instructive, and capital 
fun. There are plenty among you who could act the parts 
splei^dly, and as the original version is rather short and 
barren^SLjshould have some choruses written in, and go 
through it and polish it up, and perhaps even add a 
character or two. In the old days it was all done by 
the lads, but why not have some lasses in ^t as well ? 
However, these are minor points to be decided later. 
Would you like the play ? That’s the first question. It 
is a revival of an ancient custom. It will interest a great 
many people outside our parish ; and if it is to be done at 
a£l, it must |?e done really well. Probably som^ will be 
for it and some against. For my part, I only want to 
please the greater number. Those who are for it had 
better elect a sp($£esman, and let *him say a word first ; 
then we’ll hear those who are against.” 

The people listened^ quietly ; then they bent this way 
and that, and discussed the suggestion. Some rose and 
approached Vivian Baskerville, where he sat beside his 
brother. After some minutes of buzzing conversation, 
during which Vivian shook his head vi^rousl^, and 
Nathan as vigoroudy nodded, the latter rose with reluct 
tance, and the folk stamped their feet, • 

“ ’Tis only because of my brother’sjmodest najifte that 
I get up,” he eiridained, As a CSiuroh o^England man 
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iG||nd a;s^leader*aAiong us, they verf properly for 

him t<7%p|pak. -Bftt he won’t dolit, and no mq^e fnll 
yoAig Farmer Waite, and no more will Mr. Luscoml]^ df 
Trowlesworihy ; so I’ll voice ’em to the best of my power. 
Though I’m of t’other branch of the Christian Church,, 
yet nty friends will bear me out tlfeit I’ve nothing but kind 
feeling and regard for all of them, and in such a pleasant 
matter as this I shall do all in my power to help your 
r^vejence, as we all shall. For I do think there’s none 
but will make the mumnibrs welcome again, and lend^ 
•hand to lift the fun into a gresft success. Me and my 
brother and Luscombe, %nd Waite and Gollop, and Joe 
Voysey, and a good few more, can well remember the^ld 
Jpiumming days ; and we’ll aU do our best to rub up our 
memories. .So what we all say is, ‘ Go ahead, Mr. Master- 
man, and good luck to it ! • 

Applause greeted Nathan. The folk were filled with 
ac^iration at his ready turn of speech. He sat down 
again between Sirs. Lintern and Cora. Everjftody 
clapped their hands. » 

Then came a hiss from the corner where Jack Head 
Stoo(j|p ^ 

“ A dissentient voice,” declared the clergyman. “ Wha 
is that ? ” 

“ My name is Jack Head, and I be gwaine to offer 
objections,” said the man stoutly. 

“ Better save your wind then ! ” snapped Mr. Gollop.. 
“ You be one against the meeting.” • 

Head was a middle-aged, narrow-bfow'ed, and under- 
hung individual of a^j iron-grey colom. His body was 
long and thin ; his shoulders were hi^i ; fiis esipression 
aggressive, yet humorotis. He had swift wits and a 
narrow understanding. He was observant and impressed 
with the misery of the world ; but he possessed no philo- 
sophical formuJfle to balanced his observation or counsel 
patien<jp befjj^re the welter of life. He was honest, but 
scarce knew the meaning of amenity. 

* One or not won’t i^ut my mouth,” he said, “ Fm 
» a mend^er of the parish so much as you, though 1 don’t 
bleat a let of wild monsense come every seventh day, and 
1 say that to imend good time and waste good money this 
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\^ay a«disgrace, aifd a going back instead of QF>^ng fgr- 
wkrd.^ Wh^^t for do f want to stir \rp a Idl J^f ftMly d^d 
fodAishness that our grandfathers inveniSed ? Ban^t (Shere 
nothing better to do with ourselves and our wits than 
dtbss up like a ship-load of monkeys and go play-acting ? 
We might so well start* to wassail the ajpple trees a».d put 
mourning on tlie bee-butts when a man ddep. I’m against 
it, and I propose instead that Mr. Maste^man looks round 
him and sees what a miserable jakes of a mess his pariSh ^ 
4^>e in, and spends his time l^rying to get the landlords 
to ” 

‘‘ Order ! Order ! Withdraw* that ! ” cried out Mr/ 
G<jliop furiously. “ How dare this infidel man up and 
say the parish be in a jakes of a mess ? •Where’s Ben 
North ? ” . ' 

€i“ I’m liere, Thomas,” said a policeman, who stood at 
the door. 

“ You’m a silly old mumphead,” replied Jack. ‘^To 
healii^^ou about this parish—^od’s tftith ! I’ll tell you 
this, mJHbraveJiero. When the devil was showing the Lord 
the kingdoms of the earth and the glory of ’em, he kept , 
Ids thumb on Shaugh Prior, so as none shouljl see )j^diat*u 
dung-heap of a place it was.” 

“ Order ! Order ! ” cried Miss Masterman shrilly, and 
Mr. Gk)llop grew livid. 

' I appeal to the chair ! I appeal to the nation ! ” he 
gasped. Then he shook his fist at Jack. 

^ ‘‘ There’s «no chair — not yet,” explained Dennis. As 
soon as we decide^ I’ll take the cliair, and we’ll appoint a 
committee to go into the matter ^and arrange the parts, 
and so on. The nrst thing is, are we agreed ? ” 

One loud shout attested to th# sense of the meeting. 

*‘Then, Mr. Head, ^ you’re in a minority of one, and I 
hope we may yet convince you that this innocent revival 
is not a bad thing,” said Dennis. ** And further than that, 
you mustn’t run down Shaugh Prior in ^his (y^mpany. 
We’ve got a cheerful conceit of ourselves, and why not ? 
Don’t (Sink I’m dead to the dark side of human life, and 
the sorrows and sufferings of the poor. I hope ][(ou’ll alL 
very soon find that I’m not that or my sister either. 
And the devil himself can’t hide Shau^/^or from the 


73 



THE THREE BROTHERS 


.LordkAnd Sbviour of us all, Mr.aHead — haw npafcaf* of 

•that>* * • • I • * 

^“Sit ^own, Jack, and say you’m sorry,** cried ^flais- 
combe. 

Not me,” replied Head. “ I*ve stated my vie^^s at 
a fnee meeting, ?ind I’m on the tesing side, like^ men of my 
opinions alw^iys be where parsons have a voice. But me 
and my friendif will be up top presently.” 

• ‘‘Turn him out, Ben North!” shouted WCr. Gollop^^ 
but Ben North refused, •Indeed, he w’^as of Jack’s paisfey.* 

“ He’ve done nought but say Ws say, and I shan’t turn 
him out,” the pelicemifn answered. “ There’s nobody in 
the chair yet, and therefore there’s none here wuth ^ower 
^ to commar^i the Law to move.” 

A comKiittee was swiftly formed. It consisted of the 
clergyman and certain pliriehioners. Nathan join^ it 
for his family ; Mr. Luscombe also joined, and Dennis 
gromised that certain local antiquaries and the l^d of 
the manor woul(f assist the enterprise, 

“ While we are here,” he said, “ we m{j.y as well get the* 
thing well advanced and decide about the characters. 

• All^thos(^ interested are here, so why not let me read 
through the old play as it stands ? Then we’ll settle the 
parts, and each can copy his or her part in turn.” 

“There’s nothing like being fore-handed,” admitted 
Nathan. “ Let’s have it by all means. We shall want 
young and old to play, if my memory serves me.” 

“ W» shall, and a good company to sin^the songs that 
I hope to add. My sister, our organist, wiU undertake 
the music.” ^ ^ 

“ And right well she’ll do it, withoul a doubt,” declared 
Nathan. “ On all hands ’tis admitted how the church 
music has mended a lot since sbe^ook it up.” 

Mr. Masterman then read a version of the old play, and 
its ingenuous humour wok® laughter. 

“ IJoAift,” said the vicar when his recital was at an end, 
“ I’ll ask those among us who will volunteer to act — ^ladies 

• and gentlemen — to come forward. Especially I appeal to 
the ladies. They’ll have to say very little.” 

“ Osily to lookinioe, and I’m sure that won’t cost ’em 
an effort, for they can’t help it,” declared Nathan. 
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ISTonck^iiuiiediately rcpe. Then Ned Bai&efville d^i^olled 
do\^i the room. v f* ‘ 

Best-looking young man in Shaugh,” cried a’l anony- 
mous voice. 

“'And the laziest ! ” answered another unknown. 

' There w^is a laugh and'Ned turned ruddy. 

“ Thou’to ne\er take trouble enough to lebrn thy part, 
Ned ! ’* cried Heathman Lin tern. ‘ 

“ Play Turkish knight, my son,^’ said his father. “ Then 
tiwu canst be knocked on the head and die comfortable 
without more trouble.” ^ 

Others followed Ned, and Mr.' Masterman called for 
Mark. 

“You’ll not desert us, Mark ? I shall want your help, r 
I know.” ‘ 

“cAnd glad to give it,” ansl^^ered the young man. He 
grew very hot and nervous to find himself named. His 
voio;> broke, he coughed and cut a poor fi^gure. Somebody 
patt^ liim on the back. ^ 

“Don’t be frighted, Mark,” said Vivian Baskerville; 

“ his reverence only w^ants for you to do w^hat you can. 
He wouldn’t ask impossibilities.” r • 

Mrs. Baskerville compared her handsome son to stam- 
mering Mark and felt satisfied. Cora Lintern also con- 
trasted the young men, and in her bosom was anything but 
satisfaction. 

“ You needn’t act, but you must help in many ways. 
Ybu’re so weU up in the old lore — all about our^legends 
and customs,” expluined the clergyman. “ We count on 
you,* And now we^want some of t-ho older men among 
you, and whefl We’Ve settled them we must come to the 
ladies. We’re getting on splendfdly. Now — come — ^you 
set a good example, Th|)mas.” 

“ Me 1 ” cried Mr. Gollop. “ Me to play-act ! Who 
ever heard the like ? ” • 

“ You must play, Thomas,” urged Vivian ^skery^ille of 
Cadworthy. Such a voice can’t be lost, "^at a King^^ 
of Egypt the man will make ! ” 

“ I’ll do a part if yon will, but not else,” returned QoUop, 
and the Baskerville family lifted a laugh at theirlEather’s 
expense. 
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tha^t master IVe took stage often fiftoiigh,*’ 
a<i^mitted*Viviswi ; “ but ’twas toSvork, not to tjflk,/ ^11 
the sama^ if liis reverence would like for me to play a part, 
why, I’m ready and willing, so long as there isn’t mu«h to 
say to it.” . , 

“TIurrah for Mr. Baskerville ! ” shouted several present. 
“ And Mr.^I^than must play, too,” declareS Joe Voy- 
^ey. “ No revel would be complete without him.” 

you’ll listen I’ll tgll you what I think,” said the 
clergyman. “ I’ve considered ypur parts during the last 
five minutes, and they, go like this in my mind. Let’s 
take them in order : — 

. “ St. George, Mr. Ned Baskerville. Will you d<» St, 

George, NeS ? ” 

“ Yes, if you can’t find a better,” said the young man. 
“ Good ! Now the Tumsh knight comes next. ® He 
must be young and a bit of a fighter. Will you be 
Thirkish knight, Mr* Waite ? ” J 

Ho addressed a young, good-looking, dark mafi, who 
farmed land in the parish, and dwelt a fevV miles off. 

Mr. Waite laughed and nodded. 

“flighlJ^I’ll try.” 

” Well done ! Now ” — Mr. Mastcrman smiled and 
looked at Jack Head — “ will Mr. Head play the Bear — to 
oblige us all ? ” 

Everybody laughed, including Jack himself. 

“ The very living man for Bear ! ” cried Mr. Luscombe. 
“ I oonunand you. Jack, to bo Bear ! ” * 

“ You ain’t got much to do but growl and fight, Jack, 
and you’re a oner at both,^’ said Heathinai:^ 

“ Well, I’ve said my^ay,” returned Mr. Head, “and I 
was in a minority. ■ But since this parish wants for me to 
be Bear, I’ll Bear it out so well I can ; and if I give 
St. George a bit of a hug afore he bowls me over, ho mustn’t 
mind that.” * 

“ OftpifSal h Thank you, Jack Head. Now, who’ll be 
•Father Christmas ? I vote for Mr. Nathan Baskendlle.” 

Applause greeted the suggestion, but Miss Masterman 
bent from her seat and whispered to her brother. 
He shdbk his he^, however, ^nd answered under his 
breath. 
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ft doesn’tt matter a nutton about his«being«a digsAitcr.* 
So,me;icH the better. Let’s draw them in all wo fcan. ’ f 
“ You ought to choose the church people first.^* 

“ It’s done now, any\i"ay,” he replied. “ Everybody 
likes the man. We musk have him in it,cor half the oik 
won’t com^.” 

“The King of Egypt is next,” said Nfi^tfian, after he 
had been duly elected to Father Christmas. “ I say* 
TJiomas GoUop here for the part^” ^ 

I don’t play nought,!’ answered Thomas firmly, “ un- 
less Vivian Baskerville do. He’s promised.” 

“ I’ll be Giant, then, and say ‘ Fee-fo-fum ! * ” answered 
the farmer. “ ’Twill bo a terrible come-along-of-it for < 
Ned here, and I warn him that if he don’t fight properly •- 
valiant, I won’t die.” ^ 

“The very man — the only man for Giant,” declared 
Denms Masterman. “ So that’s settled. Now, who’s for 
Dooft^ ? Tliat’s a very important part.* I suppose yoift 
father wouldn’t do it, Mark ? He’s just the wise-looking' 
face for a doctor?” 

“ My brother ! ” cried Vivian. “ Good Lord ! he’d so. 
soon stand on his head in the market-place as l^d a hand 
in a bit of nonsense like this. Ask Luscombe hero. Will 
you be Doctor, Saul ? ” 

But Mr. Luscombe refused. 

“Not in my line. Here’s Joe Voysey — he’s doctored 
a lat of things in his time — haven’t you, Joe ? ” ^ 

“ Will you fie Doctor, Joe ? ” asked Mr. Masterman. 

But Joe refused. 

“ Too much® to «ky,” he answered. “ I might larn it 
with a bit of sweat, but I should never call it home when 
the time came.” 

“ Be the French Ea|le, Joe,” suggested Mark Basker- 
ville^ You’ve got but littl^ to say, and St. George soon 
settles you.” 

“ And the very living nose for it, Joe,” urged MJ. Cfollop. 

“ Veiy well, if the meeting is for it, I’ll be Eagle,”* 
assented Mr. Voysey. * 

The part of Doctor remained unfiUed for the pedant, 
“Now there’s the fair Princess dabra and*Mother 
Dorothy,” explained the vicar. “Princ|es Sabra, the 
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•Kingy^ Egj^t’s ^ughter, will bek norelty^for shb d^’t , 
c<^e mtS the ola play in person! She doesn’t say^ny- 
thing, but she must be there.” 

“ Miss Lintern for Princess Sabre ! ” said Mark. ^ 
Everybody l%ughed, and the^ young man came in for 
som*e chaff; but Dennis approved, and Mrs. Lintern • 
nodded and^s^led. Cora blushed and NatUan patted 
JM^ark on the back. 

A good idea, and we’re all for it,” he said. •• 

To &ra, as the belle of the village, belonged the pfiltt 
by right. She was surprised and gratified at this sudden 
access of importance. 

Then the vicar prepared to close his meeting. • 
f “ For Mdther Dorothy we want a lady of mature years 
and experience. The parij^is often played by a man, but 
I would sooner a lady played it, if we can persuade oi!e to 
do so,” he said. 

• “ Mrs. Hacker J Mrs. Hacker ! ” shouted a misch^ous 
young man at the back of the hall. ^ 

“Never,” said Susan Hacker calmly.* “Not that I’d 
^ mind ; but whatever would my master say ? ” 

“€iet lliy sister play the part,” suggested Thomas. 

“ Eliza GoUop fears nought on two legs. She’ll go bravely 
through with it,” 

Mr. Nathan’s heart sank, but he could not object. 

The company was divided. Then, to the surprise of , 
not a few, Mrs. Hacker spoke again. The hated na^ne 
had dispelled her doubts. • • 

“ I’ll do it, and chance master,” she^aid, “ Yes, there’s • 

no false shame in me, 4 believe. I’ll dojt rather than 

“ You’re made for ±hQ part, ma’am, declared Mr. 
Nathan, much relieved. “And very W you’ll look. 
You’ve got to kiss Father Chris%nas at the end of the 
play, though. I hope you don’t mind that.” 

“ That’s why she’s going to act the part ! ” shouted 
Heathmto,iend laughter drowned Mrs. Hacker’s reply. 

• In good spirits the company broke up, and the young 
folk we^t away excited, the old people interested and 
amus#d. 

Merribent souiffled on the grey July night; many 
women chattered about the play till long after their usud 
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hour^foi 'sleepy and pWity of coarse jests thi|fpro-tf 
miseg ertertainment were uttered at the bar * of Th e 
WlIiTO Thorn ’ presently. < 

As^ for the vicar and his sister, they felt that they had 
achieved a triumph. Two shadows alon^ darkened the 
diitlook in Miss Masterman’s eyes. She objected to*the 
NonconforiAist ilement as undesirable or Unnecessary ; 
and she did not like the introduction of Queen Sabra. ^ 

I ‘ “ That showy girl is quite conceited enough alreadv,” 
sItl^ said. 

But her brother was young and warm-hearted. 

“ She’s lovely, though,” he said. “ By Jove ! the 
play iinll be worth doing, if only to see her got up like a 
princess ! ” ‘ i 

“ Don’t be silly, Dennis,” answered liis sister. “ She’s 
a ru4e wretch, and the Lintem^ are the most independent 
people in the parish ♦” 
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CHAPTER IX 

• 

A t high summer two men ai^i two maids kept public 
holiday and wove Romance under the great crown of 
Pen Beacon. From this border height the South Hams 
spread in a mighty vision of rounded hills and pFains ; 

► whole forests were reduced to squat, green cushions laid 
upon the broad earth’s bo|pm ; and amid them ghmqjered 
wedges and squares of ripening corn, shone root crops, 
smiled water meadows, and spread the emerald fa^s of 
•horn hayfields, # 0 

It was a day of lowering clouds and illumination break-* 
ing through them. Fans of light fell between the piled-up 
cumuli, and the earth was mottled with immense, alter- 
* nate patches of shadow and sunshine. Thick and visible 
strata of air hung heavy between earth and sky at this 
early hour. They presaged doubt, and comprehended 
a condition that might presently diffuse and lift into un- 
clouded glory of August light, or darken to thunderstorm. 
Southerly the nakedness of Hanger Down and the erttgs 
of Easfem and Western Beacons towered*; while to the 
east were Quickbeam Hill, Three Barrows, and the feature- 
less expanses of Stali Moor. Northerly towered Penshiel, 
and the waste spread J^eyond it in long leagues, whose 
planes were flattened out by distance and distinguished 
against each other by sleeping dafioiess and waking light. 

A fuliginous heaviness, t^at stained air at earth’s sur- 
face, persisted even on this lofty ground, and the highest 
passagesf of* aerial radiance were not about the sun, but 
« far beneath it upon the horizon. 

Rupert Baskerville trudged doubtfully forward, sniflhag 
the ak and watching the sky, while beside him came Milly 
Lusconibe; and a^quarter of a mile behind them walked 
Mark and Cora lintem. The men had arranged to spend 
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* t if 

thei^ h*oliday#up aloft, (Rnd Mlly was yreU pleased butr 
Coja^heli the expeditioivvain save for what it shoiild^accojii- 
plish. To dawdle in the Moor when she might have been 
at a holiday revel was not her idea of pleasure ; but as 
soon as Mark issued his invitation she guessed that he did 
so vith an object, and promised to join him. 

As yet the definite word had not passed hih lips, though 
it had hovered there ; but to-day Miss lintern was re-, 
solved to return from Pen Beacon betrothed. Astfor 
Mark, his hope cliimed^ with ner intention. Cora was 
always gracious and free of her tipae, while he played the 
devout lover and sincerely held her above him every way. 
Only the week before Heathman, obviously inspired to 
do so, had asked him why he kept off, and declared that * 
it would better become him tp speak. And now, feeling 
that" the meal presently to bo taken would be of a more 
joyous character after than before the deed, he stopped 
Cor^while yet a mile remained to trpdge before th(f>r 
should reach the top of the tor. 

“ Rest a bit,*’ he said. “ Iiet Rupert and Miliy go 
forward. They don’t want us, and we shall all meet in^ 
the old roundy-poundies up over, where we’re gfifing eat* 
our dinner.” 

Looks as if ’twas offering for bad weather,” she an- 
swered, lifting her eyes to the sky. ” I’m glad I didn’t 
put on my new muslin.” 

«She sat on a stone and felt that he was now goii^ to ask 
her to marry ^m. She was not enthusiastic about him 
at the bottom of her heart ; but she knew that he would 
be rich and a good match for a girhin her position. She 
was prone to exaggerate her beauty, and had hoped better 
things from it than Mark Basker^le ; but oer^n minor 
romances with more infportant men had come to nothing. 
She was practical and made herself see the bright side of 
the contract. He was humole and she could influence 
him as she pleased. He worshipped her and wodM doubt- 
less continue to do so. « 

Once his wife she proposed to waken in him ^ better 
conceit of himself aha, when his father died, she wsuld be 
able to ‘ blossom out/ as she put it to tier sister, ind hold 
her head high in the land. There were prospects. Nathan 
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Boskeiyille w)s )ich also, and he childlesg[. He*lil$*d 
Ma^ W(Sl,fand <%a one occasion, wnon she came inj^o 
farm kitchen at Undershaugh suddenly, she overheard 
Nathan say to her mother, “ No objection — none at all — 
a capital match f<y her.” 

Mafk put down the basket thaf carried their meal and 
took a seat be.11de Cora. • 

’Tisn’t going* to rain,’* he said. “I always know by 
► my head if there’s thunder in the elements. It gets a sort 
of heavy, aching feeling. *Look yonder, the clouds artr 
. levelling off above the Moor so true as if they’d been planed. 
That’s the wind’s work. ^Why, there’s enough blue show- 
ing to make you a new dress a’ready, Cora.” 

• “ I’d love* a dress of such blue as that. Blue’s my 
colour,” she said. 

”Yes, it is — though you^look lovely enough in a«y 
colour,” 

I like to please you, Mark.” J 

‘‘ Oh, Cora, and don’t you please me ? Little ^ou 
know — ^little you know. I’ve had it on* my tongue a 
thousand times — yet it seems too bold — ^from such as me 
fo you. Wliy, there’s none you mightn’t look to ; and if 
you’d come oi a higher havage, you’d have been among the 
loveliest ladies in the land. And so you are now, for that 
matter — only you’re liid away in this savage old place — 
like a beautiful pearl under the wild sea.” 

This had long been Cora’s own opinion. She smiled and 
touched f!he hair on her hot forehead. m ^ 

” If there comes on a fog, I shall go out of curl in a 
minute,” she said. Then, seeing thq^t this prophecy 
silenced him, she spoke again. * 

** I love to hear you tell these kind things, Mark. I’d 
sooner please you than any man» living. Perhaps ’tis 
over^bold in me to say so ; but I’m telling nought but 
truth.” ' 

Tivtl^bai^’t often so beautiful as that,” he said slowly. 
And ’tis like your brave heart to say it out ; and here’s 
truth for your truth, Cora. If you care to hear me say I 
think of you, then I care to hear you speak well of me ; 
and mor| ; nobodyMse’s good vrord is better than wind 
in the trees against your slightest whisper. So that I 
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pkai^ you, J care nofhing for all the jvorld ; audit yorfU 
le^^mis, I’U live for you and die for you.# For^fchat matter 
I’ve lived for only you these many days, aad if you’ll 
marry me — there — ’tis out. I’m a vain chap even to dare 
to say it ; but ’tis you have made me / jo — ’ tis your kind 
' words and thoughts for me — little thoughts that peep out 
and deaf little kind tilings done by you aftd forgotten by 
you ; but never by me, Cora. Can you do it ? Can y^u 
sink dovm to me, or is it too m^ch of a drop ? Other* liave • . 
•lowered themselves fo^Iove and never regretted it. ’Tis 
a fall for such a bright, lovely sjar as you ; but my love’s • 

ready to catch you, so you shan’t\urt yourself. I — I ” , 

He broke off and she seemed really moved. She put her 
hand on his Wo, which were knotted together ; and thetfe 
she looked love into his straining eyes and nodded. 

•His hands opened and seized hers and squeezed them till 
she drew in her breath. Tlien he put his arms round her 
aiW kissed her. ^ • 

‘^Don’t move, for God’s sake ! ” he said. “ D’you 
know what you’ve done ? ” 

“ Given myself to a dear good chap,” she answered. ^ • 
In her heart she was thanking heaven that«Bhe hud not 
worn the new muslin dress. 

“ Weather or no weather, he’d have creased it and 
mangled it all over and ruined it for ever,” she thought. 

They proceeded presently, but made no haste to over- 
take their companions. Their talk was of the future and 
marriage. He pressed for an early union ; she Vas in no 
hurry. • 

“You must le^rn a bit more about me first,” she told 
him. Maybe I’m not half as^nice as you think. And 
there’s your father. I’m terrible frightened of him.” 

“ You need not he, Cora. He’s not against early 
marriage. You must come and see him pretty soon. 
He’ll be right glad for my s8ke, though he’ll be sure to tell 
me I’ve had better luck than I deserve.” ^ ^ m 
She considered awhile without speaking. « 

“ I’m afraid I shan’t bring you much money,” she said. 

“ What’s money ? That’s the least thing. I nlmil have 
plenty enough, no doubt.” ^ I 

What will your father do ? Then there’s your uncle, 
83 * ^ 
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Mf . Nalijfl|in. He’s ferrible rich, by|all accounts, aiffl 
things very Veil of you.” ^ « 

“ I shall#bo all right. But I’m a lazy man — too lazy.* 
I shall turn my hand to something steady when wc’fe 
married.” 0 , 

“ Such a dreamer you are. Not but what, with all your 
great cleverncs?, you han’t worth all the young Inen put 
together for brains.” 

• “ I’tn. going to set to. l^Jy father’s often at me about 
wasting my life. But, though he’^ scorn the word, he’s' 
•a bit of a dreamer too — in liis way. You’d never guess it ; 

^ but he spends many long hours all alone, brooding about 
things. And he’s a very sh(\irp-eyed, clever man. Ho 
rftarks the seaSons by the tilings that happen out of doors. 
He’ll come down off our tor ^at cheerful sometimes, you 
w^ouldn’t believe ’twas him. ^Curlew’s back on the MooP,’ 
he’ll say one day ; then another day, ‘ Oaks are budding ’ ; 
theft again, ‘ First ffost to-night,’ or ‘ Thunder’s comijj|(f .’ 
His bark is ivorse than his bite, really.” 

“ ’Tis his terrible eyes I fear. They lool? through you. 
•Ho makes me feel small, and I always hate anybody that 
docs tlmt.” • 

“ You mustn’t hate him. Too many do already. But 
’twould bo better to feel sorry for him. He’s often a very 
unhappy old man. I feel it, but I can’t see the reason, 
and he says nothing.” 

She pouted. • 

“ I wishT hadn’t got to see him. Wliy, his^wn brother 
— ^your uncle Nathan — even he can’t hil it off with him. 
And I’m sure there must be something wsong; with a man 
that can’t get on with Mr. Nathan, Everybody is fond of 

him ; but I’ve often heard him say ” 

“ Leave it,” interrupted Mark. *“ I know all that, 
CJora. ’Tis just one of those puzzles that happen. ’Tis 
no good fretting about anybody else : what you’ve got to 
do is toMiidce^ny father love you. And you’ve only got 
tc^be yourself and he must love you.” 

Of course I’ll do my best.” 

“Giv^eeme just one more lovely kiss, before we get 
over the IMU-top anrf come in sight of them. We’re to 
meet at the ‘ old men’s ’ camp.’* 
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%Sh% kissod him an^ then silence telj. between fit 

pasted a long while until he broke it. • • t 

“ Don^t fancy because I*m so still that I’m not bursting 
with joy,” he said. “ But when I think of what’s hap- 
pened to me this minutf , I feel ’tis too Wg for words^ The 
thoughts in me can’t be spoken, Cora. They are too large 
to cram into little pitiful speeches.” ^ ^ 

” I’m getting hungry ; and there’s Milly waving,” she 
answered. . ^ • « 

” Milly ’s hungry too^ belike.” 

Eastward, under Pen Beacon, lay an ancient lodge of* 
the neolithic people. The circles of scattered granite 
shone grey, set in foliage and fruit of the bilberry, with 
lichens on the stone and mosses woven ihto the grai^ 
about them. A semicircle of hills extended beyond and 
f<J5:med a mighty theatre where dawn and storm played 
their parts, where falling night was pictured largely and 
m\)nshine slept upon lonely heights aiid valleys. In •the 
glen beneath spread Dendles Wood, with fringes of larch 
and pine hidirfg the River Yealm and spreading a verdant 
medley of deep summer green in the lap of the grey hilk. • 
Gold autumn furzes flashed along the waste, ftnd tlfe piriK 
Ung broke into her first tremble of colourless light that pre- 
cedes the blush of fulness. 

The party of four sat in a hut circle and spoke little 
while they ate and drank. Rupert, unknown to the rest, 
^ind much to Ins own inconvenience, had dragged up six 
stone bottle? of ginger-beer hidden under his coat. These 
he produced ana* wa-s much applauded. A spring broke 
at hand, and tlie bottles were* sunk therein to cool 
them* ^ 

They talked together after a very practical and business- 
Uko fashion. Milly fcnd Rupert were definitely engaged 
in their own opinion, and when Mark, who could not 
keep in the stupendous event of the moment, announced it, 
they cox^atulated the newly engaged ooudJi mth the 
wisdom and experience of those who had long entered that 
state. ^ 

’Tis a devilish unrestful condition, I can promise you,” 
said Rupert, ” and the man aiways^finds it solif the girl 
don’t. Hanging on is just hell — especially in my case, 

»4 ' 
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wRere I^n’t get fattier to see with i|iy eyes, ^ut, 

God* MiUy’^ jonicf. She won’t change.” ^ , 

“ No,” s^d Milly, “ I shan’t change. ’Tis you have got 
to change. I respect your father very much, like the refit 
of the, world, but* because he dicln’t marry till he was 
turned forty-fi\jp, that’s no reason why you should wait 
twenty years for iji. Anyway, if you must, so wilf I—only 
I shall be a thought elderly for the business by that time. 
.•Howdfrer, it rests with you.’i 

“ I’m going — that’s what she mee^is,” explained Rupert.* 
Jack Head and me hav^ had a talk, and he’s thrown a 
, lot of Ught on things in general. I can’t be bound hand 
and foot to my father like tliis ; and if he won’t meet 
Ae, I must lake tilings into my own hands and leave 
home.” ^ 

Mark was staggered at the enormity of such a plan. * 

“ Don’t do anything in a hurry and without due though^” 
‘•Very well for ^ou to talk,” said Milly. “ Youjao 
nought but ring the bells on Sundays, and play at work the 
rest of the week. Mr. Humphrey won’t Stand in your 
•Ayiy. I suppose you could be married afore Christmas, 
if you ^leasdft.” 

She sighed at the glorious possibility. 

“ I hope we shall be ; but Cora’s in no hurry, I’m 
afraid.” 

“ And when I’ve got work,” continued Rupert, “ then 
I shall just look round and take a house and marry ; and* 
why not ?^’ ^ ^ 

“ Your father will never let you go. It isn’t to be 
thought upon,” declared Mark. • • 

“Then he must be rea^onable. He appears to forget 
I’m nearly twenty-four,” answered his cousin. 

Conversation ranged over their ^problems and their 
hopes. Then Rupert touchec^ another matrimonial dis- 
appointment. 

“ It Ibolft a»if we were not to be fortunate in love,” he 
saiid. “There’s Ned terrible down on his luck. He’s 
offered myriage again — to Farmer Cbave’s second daugh- 
ter ; and ^twas as gogd as done ; but Mr. Chave wouldn’t 
hear of it| and he’s talked the girl round and Ned’s got 
chucked.” 
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%'* Serve kim right, said Milly. “,He jilted eirts, 
’TGlMili do him good to smart a bit liimself.*’ * » 

“ The Chaves are a lot too high for us,” asstrted Mark. 
“ JIo’s a very well-bom and rich man, and his father was a 
Justice of the Peace, .and known in JLondon. l^e only 
farms to amuse himself.” 

“ ’Twas Ned’s face, I reckon,” said Co^^. “ They Chave 

women are both terrible stuck up. Makes me sick to 
’em in church all in their tc^m-made clothes. Bifi; fine^ 
'feathers won’t make fi^je birds of them. They’m both flat 
as a plate, and a lot older than ihey x)retcnd. Ned is wxdl 
out of it, I reckon.” 

“ He don’t think so, however,” replied Rupert. “ I’ve 
never known him take any of his affairs to heart like thJfe 
one. Moped and gallied hc^is, and creeps about with a 
f^^ie as long as a fiddle ; and off his food too.” 

Poor chap,” said Cora feelingly. 

\Even talks of ending it and making away with himlblf. 
Terrible hard hit, I do believe.” 

“ Your mother must be in a bad way about him,” said 
Milly. ^ 

** She is. Why, he took mother down to tSio ri^r last 
Sunday and showed her a big hole there, where Plym 
comes over the rocks and the waters all a-boil and twelve 
feet deep. ‘ That’s where you’ll find me, mother,’ he says. 
And she, poor soul, was frightened out of her wits. And 
Jathor’s worried too, for Ned can’t go wrong with him. 
Ned may aWays do what ho likes, though I may not.” 

Cora declared lier S3rmpathy, but Mark did not take the 
incident as g^ava^ • 

“ You needn’t fear,” lie assu^d Ned’s brother, Men 
that talk openly of killing themselves, never do it* Words 
are a safety-valve. ’Tis the sort that go silent and eheer- 
ful under a great blow that be nearest death,” 

Cora spoke of Ned’s looks with admiration and feared 
that this great disappointment might spoil ttieni ; but 
Milly was not so sympathetic. m 

If he stood to work and didn’t think so mjach about 
the maidens, they might think a hR more abomt him,” 
she said. I 

** He swears he won’t play St. George now,” added 
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Bupert. • “ He haven’t got the heart to go pl%y-actiAg mo 
mo*.” • • . • ^ ! . 


‘‘ He’ll find twenty girls to go philandering after afore 
winter,” foretold Milly. “ And if Cora here was to £^k 
him, he’d play St.^Gcorge fast enough.” 

“ ’IVill be a very poor compliment to me if he cries off 
now,” declared* Cora. “For I’m to be the prinftess, and 
*tis pretended in flhe play that he’s my true lover.” 

» “ ]\feirk will be jealous then, ’Tis a pity he don’t play 

St. George,” said Milly. * ^ * 

But Mark laughed. 

“ A pretty St. George me ! ” he answered. “ No, no ; 
I’m not jealous of Ned. Safety' in numbers, they say. 
fcet liim be StJ. George and welcome ; and very noble he’ll 
look — ^if ever he’s got brains enough in his empty noddle 
to get the w^ords and remember them.” • 

Cora cast a swift side glance at her betrothed. She 
didenot speak, but jihe look was not all love. Discontjpt 
haunted her for a little space. 

The ginger-beer was drunk and the repast finished* 
The men lighted their pipes ; the girls talked together. 

^ Milly congratulated Cora very heartily. 

“ He’s a fine, witty chap, as I’ve always said. Different 
to most of us, along of being better eggicated. But that 
modest and retiring, few people know what a clever man 
he is.” 


These things pleased the other, and she was still more^ 
pleased wllfen Milly discussed Mark’s father. • 

“ I often see him,” she said — “ oftenet than you might 
think for. He’ll ride to»Trowdesw^orthy tm^ici^and thrice a 
month sometimes. Why^ for ? To see. my uncle, you 
might fancy. But that’s^not the reason. To talk with 
Jack he comes. Jack Head and me be the only people in 
these parts that han’t afraid of him. And that’s what he 
likes. You be fearless of liim,t)ora, or he’ll think nought 
of thee^ fearless and attentive to what he says — that’s 
tl)p rule with him. And pretend nothing, or he’ll see 
through it and pull you to piec^. Him and Jack Head 
says 1^6 ^ost tremendous tl^gs about the world and ita 
ways. Tl^y take Uficle Saul’s breath away sometimes, 
and mine But don’t let him frighten you^that’s the 
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things If a cr^ture^s feared of him; he d«)spises«ifc. 
IJev^r look surprised'at hxs speeches.*" « ^ * I 

Cora listened to this advice and thanked t^J.e other girl 
fgr it. 

“ Why should I care a button for the old man, any- 
‘ way ? ’’ she asked. “*lf it comes to tnat, I’m as good as 
him. There’s nought to fear really, when^all’s said. And 
I won’t fear.” • 

The men strolled about the old village and g^hefec^ 

' whortleberries ; then ^Rupert* judged that the storm that 
had skulked so long to the north, was coming at last. 

“ We’d best be getting dowb-along,” ho said. “ Let’s 
go across to Trowlesworthy ; then, if it breaks, we can • 
dip into the warren house a bit till the worst be over.” ^ 

“ You be all coming to drink tea there,” said Milly. 
^ Uncle Saul and Jack Heafit are away, but aunt be home', 
and I made the cakes specially o’ Saturday.” 

^^rifting apart by half a mile or so, the young coiiples 
left the Beacon, climbed Penshiel, anSi thence passed over 
the waste to where the red tor rose above Milly Luscombe’s 
home. ^ 

A sort of t’ailight stole at four o’clock oiier tb^ earth, 
and it seemed that night hastened up while yet the hidden 
«un was high. The sinister sky darkened and frowned to 
bursting ; yet no rain fell, and later it grew light again, as 
the sun, sinking beneath the ridges of the clouds, flooded 
^the Moor with the greatest brightness that the day had 
known. ♦ • 
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CHAPTER X 

COME few weeks after i£ was kjiown that young Mark 
^ Baskerville would marry Cora Lintern, a small com- 
pany drank beer at ‘ Tlie Wliite Thorn ’ and discussed 
local politics in general, and the engagement in particular. 
•The time xvm three in the afternoon. 

“ They’ll look to you for a wedding present \\1thout a 
doubt,” said Mr. GoUop tfl Nathan, who stood beliind 
his bar. 

And they’ll b^ right,” answered the innkeeper, 
very fond of ’em both.” 

“ You’ll be put to it to find rich gifts fof all your young 
people, however,” 

• “ Ubat’sias may be. K the Lord don’t send you sons, 
the Devil will send you nephews — ^you know the old saying. 
Not but what Vivian’s boys and girls are a very nice 
lot — I like ’em all very well indeed. Mark’s different — 
clever enough, but made of another clay. His mother 
was a retiring, humble woman — frightened of her owji 
shadow, you might say. However, Cora will wake him 
into a cheerfuller conceit of himself.” • 

There was an interruption, for Dpni^s Masterman 
suddenly filled the doorway. 

“ The very men I. want,” he said ; then he entered. 

“ Fine sweltering weather for the harvest, your honour,” 
piped an old fellow who sat on a settle by the window with 
a mug of beer beside him. • 

“ S^itffis, ^bel, and I hope there’s another month of it 
come. Give me half a pint of the mild, will you, Basker- 
ville ? ’Tis about the rehearsal I’ve looked in, Thursday 
week isj^he day — ^at seven o’clock sharp, remember. And 
I’m very.anxious th&t everybody shall know their words. 
It will save a lot of trouble and help us on/’ 
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Fve got mine very near,” said Nathan. 

V 1^ have I,” declared Mr. Gollop. *• Here'I.'the King 
6f Egypt, boldly do appear; St. Garge, St, Garge, walk in, 
my only son and heir ! ’ ” 

“ Yes, but you mustn’t say ‘ Aeir ’ ; tjie h isn’t sounded, 
you know. Has anytody seen Ned Baskervilfe ? I 
heard thiSit he was in trouble.” ^ 

‘*Not at all,” said Nathan. ‘‘He’s all right — a lajy 
rascal. *Twas only another of his silly bits of worl»with« 
'the girls. Running after Mr. Cliave’s daughter. Like his 
cheek ! ” ^ 

Mr. Masterman looked astonished. 

“ I thought Mr. Chave ” he said. 

“ Exactly, vicar ; you thought right. *Tis just liis 
handsome face makes my nephew so pushing. We be a 
ytfoman race, we Baskervilles,\hough said to be higher once ; 
but of course, as things are, Ned looking there was just 
inibmal impudence, though his goqd old pig-headed 
father, my brother, coul(£i’t see it. He’s only blind 
when Ned’s the matter.” 

” ’Twas said he was going to jump in the river,” declared 
the ancient Abel. • # 

” Nonsense and rubbish ! ” declared Nathan. ” Ned’s 
not that sort. Wait tiU he sees himself in the glittering 
armour of St. George, and he’ll soon forget his troubles.” 

“We must talk about the dresses after rehearsal. A 
good many can be made at home.” 

“ Be you ^oing to charge at the doors ? ” ^ked Mr. 
Gollop. “ I don’fi see why for we shouldn’t,” 

“ Yes, certj;inly I ani,” answered Dennis. “The money 
will go to rehanging the bells. That’s settled. Well, 
remember. And stir up Joe Voysey, Thomas. You can 
do anything with him, but I can’t. Remind him about 
the French Eagle. He’s only got to learn six lines, but 
he says it makes his head* ache so badly that he’s sure 
he’ll never do it.” » t • 

“ I’ll try and fire the man’s pride,” declared Mr. Grollop. 
“ Joe’s not a day over sixty-eight, and he’s got a very fair 
share of intellect; He shaJl learn it, if IVe got ^ teach 
him/’ * 

“ That’s ri^t, Ndw I must be off*” 
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^ Whei^the ^icir was gone GoUop reviewed situation 
created fcyajyoung Masterman’s energy and tact. / 

“ I nev^r could have foreseen it, yet the people some- 
how make shift to do with him. It don’t say much for 
him, but it says a lot for us — ^for our sense and patience. 
We’m-»always readjr to lend the mdn a hand in reason, and 
I wish he was €nore grateful ; but I shouldn’t ciall liim a 
grateful man. Of course, this here play-acting will draw 
^ tlte cjyes of the countiy on us, and he’ll get the credit, no 
doubt ; yet ’twill be us twc/men here in this bar — me and 
you, Nathan — as will make or mar^all.” 

“ I’m very glad to help him. He’s a good chap, and 
my sort. Lots of fun in the man when you know him.” 

^ “ Can’t say I look at him like that. He’s not enough 
beholden to the past, in my opinion. However, I believe 
he’s woke up a bit to who I^am and what my sister isi” 
answered Gollop. 

Not your fault if he hasn’t.” / 

“And another ftiing — he don’t take lumself seriously 
enough,” continued the parish clerk. “ As.a man I grant 
^ you he has got* nought to take seriously. He’s young, 

' and h^’s ri(^ed with evil, modern ideas that would land 
the country in ruin if followed. But, apart from that, as 
a minister he ought to be different. 1 hate to see him 
running after the ball at cricket, like a school-child. ’Tisn’t 
decent, and it lessens the force of the man in the pulpit 
come Sunday, just as it lessened the force of physician 
Dawe to liavistock when he took to singing cc^mic songs at? 
the penny readings. Why, ’twas money cut of the doctor’s 
pocket, as he lived to fipd out, too late. When old Master 
Trelawny lay dying, and they axed un ISt Dawe have 
a slap at un, he wouldn’f do it. ‘ Be that the man that 
sang the song about looking his mpther-in-law into the 
coal-cellar ? ’ he axed. ‘ The same,’ said they ; * but he’s 
a terrible clever chap at the stomach, and may save you 
yet if there be enough of your organs left for him to work 
upon.’ ^ ‘ ISTo, Vo,’ says old Trelawny. ‘ Such a light- 
minded feller as that couldn’t be trusted with a dying 
man’s beUy.’ I don’t say ’twas altogether reasonable, 
because the wisest mast unbend the bow now and again ; 
but I wiiy maintain that that minister of the Lord mdn’t 
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ought? to tajce off hia coat and get in a' common swea/- 
afojpe Vhe people assembled at a cricket m«tdh. Wis 
Wbrse than David making a circus of himselfi^afore the 
holy ark ; and if he does so, he must take the consequences.” 

The consequences be that everybody will think a lot 

* better of him, as a. manly and sensible chap, wishful to 
help the *young men,” declared Mr. Baskhrville. One 
thing I can bear witness to : I don’t ^et the Saturday 

• custom I used to get, and that’s to the good any \^ay.^’ 
Then he looked at his %Yttch and changed the subject. 

“ Mrs. lantern’s daugnter is paying a sort of solemn visit 
to my brother to-day, and the^ are all a little nervous 
about it.” 

“He’ll terrify her out of her wits,” said«»Mr. Gollopji 
“ He takes a dark delight in scaring the young people.” 

^ ’Tisn’t that, ’tis his manfter. He don’t mean to hurt 
’em. A difficult man, however, as I know only too well.” 

^^If he can’t get on with you, there^s a screw loose«in 
him,” remarked the old man sitting on the settle. 

“ I won’t say that, Abel ; but I don’t know why ’tis 
that he’s got no use for me.” 

“ No loss, however,” asserted Thomas. “ Atcranliy and 
heartless creature. The likes of him couldn’t neighbour 
with the hkes of us — ^not enough human kindness in him.” 

“ Like ouf father afore him, and yet harder,” explained 
the publican. “ I can see my parent now — dark and 
grim, and awful old to my young eyes. Well I remember 
the first time I felt the sting of him. A terrible small boy I 
was — ^liadn’t cast ‘my short frocks, I believe — ^but I’d 
sinned in some little matter, and he give me my first flog- 
ging. And the picture I’ve got of father be a man with 
a hard, set face, with a bit of a grim smile on it, and his 
right hand hidden behind him. But I knowed what 
was in it ! A great believer in the rod. He beat us often 
— all three of us — till we’d i^riggle and twine like a worm 
on a hook; but our uncle, &e musicke]:, h{^ pas as 
different as you please — soft and gentle, like my n 
Mark, and all for spoiling childer with sweeties and 

Mr. Gollop rose to depart, and others entered, Then 
Nathan call^ a pot-man and left the'^bar. 

“ I promised Mrs, Lintem as I’d go down to near what 
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Ceira had’to say,’^ he explained. “ I’m very hypeful that 
she’3 had^lhfe art to win Humphrey, for ’twill smootli the 
future a good bit for the people at Undershaugh if my* 
brother takes to the wench. You’d think nobody couJ^ 
help it — such a lovely face as she h^-s. However, we shall 
know hbw it fell out inside an hour or so.” 

jjleanwhile Cora, clad in her new muslin, had faced 
Humphrey Baskerville, and^ faced him alone. For her 
future father-in-law expressly wished this, and Mark was ' 
^rom home on the occasion of his sweetheart’s visit. Cora 
arrived twenty minutes before dinner, and watched Susan 
'Hacker dish it up. She had even offered to assist, but 
Susan would iiot permit it. 

“ Better you go into the parlour and keep cool, my 
dear,” she said. “ You’ll ne^ to be. Master’s not hi 
the best of tempers to-day. And your young man lef<i 
a message. He be gpne to Plympton, and will be back 
four o’clock ; so, when you take your leave, you are to 
go down the Rut and meet him at Torry Brook stepping* 
atones, if you please.” 

Whore’s Mr. BaskerviUe ? ” 

“ Taking the air up ’pon top the tor. He bides there 
most mornings till the dinner hour, and he’d forget bis 
meal altogether so often as not, but I go to the hedge 
and ring the dinner bell. Then he comes down.” 

“ How can I best please him, Susan ? ” * 

“ By listening first, and by talking afte^ards. He 
don’t like a chatterbox, but he don’t like'*young folk to be 
too silent neither. ’Twill be a hugeous l^aji;p-up of luck 
if you can get on his blind jside. Few can — I warn you of 
# that. He’s very fond, of natural, wild things. If you was 
to talk about the flowers and show him you be fond of 
nature, it might be well. However, do as you will, he’ll 
find out the truth of ’e.” * 

I’ni^lLof a»tremor. I wish you hadn’t told me that.’^ 

” Mark might have told you. Still, for your comfort it 
may be said you’re built the right way. You’ll be near so 
fuU-blowi^ I be, come you pass fifty. He hates the 
pinikin,’*' |j|in-tailed sort. Be cheerful, eat hearty, don’t 
* P»niAita-**ddUcate. 
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(gavr noUdfig on your plate, and wait fo/ Mm to«ay gra^e 
afor^ and after meat. The rest mu&t fall omt%ccoi€ling 
io your own sense and wit. Now I be going^to ring the 
bell.” 

* ‘‘ I half thought that he might come,part of the way to 
meet me.” 

‘‘ Yoir thought wrong, then. He don’t*do that sort of 
thing.” 

I wish Mark was here, Susan.” r • 

• “ So does Mark. B^t inasler has his own way of doing 

things, and ’tis generally the last way that other people, 
would use.” » * 

Mrs. Hacker rang the bell, and the thin, black figure of ' 
Humphrey Baskerville appeared and began to creep down 
the side of the hill. He had, of course, met Cora on pre- 
wous occasions, but this the first time that he had 
spoken with the girl since her betrothal. 

Nile shook han(£i and hoped that her mother was we#. 

" A harvest to make up for last year,” he said. “ You 
ought to be lending a hand by rights.” 

I don’t think Mr. Baskerville would like for Polly and . 
me to do that. ’Tis too hot,” she said. # t 
“ Nathan wouldn’t ? Surely he would. Many hands 
make light work and save the time. You’re a strong girl, 
aren’t you ? ” 

“ Strong as a pony, sir.” 

” Don’t call me ‘ sir.’ And you’re fond of wild nature 
*and the country — so Mark tells me.” • 

** That I am, and the wild flowers.” 

” Why didn’t^you wear a bunch of ’em then ? Better 
them than tfiat^davered ♦ rose stuck in your belt. Gold 
by the look of it — the belt I mein.” 

She laughed. 

” I’ll let you into the secret,” she said. ” I wanted to 
be smart to-day, and so I tdbk one of my treasures. You’ll 
never guess wWe this gold belt came from, Ibhi*. Basker- 
ville ? ” ^ 

” Don’t Kke it, anyway,” he answered. 

” Why, ’twas the hat-band round my grandfathpr’s hat ! 
He was a beadle up to some plaob nigh Lonwn; and 
* i>X0md-*withered. 
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’twas an-heirloom when he died; and mother (gived to 

me, hnd liters it is ” ^ 

He regarded the relic curiously. 

“ A funny world, to be sure,*’ he said, “ Little did that 
bygone man think of such a thing when he put his braided 
hat on‘1iis head, Tfl warrant,*^ 

He relapsed iAto a long silence, and Cora’s remarks were 
rewarded mth no 'more than nods of affirmation or nega- 
tion, ^Then, suddenly, he broke out on the subject of 
‘ apparel long after she thougfit that^^e had forgotten it. 

^ “ Terrible tearing fine I suppose you think your clothes 

are, young woman — terrible tearing fine ; but I hate ’em, 

• and they ill become a poor man’s wife and a poor man’s 
daughter. My mother wore her hair frapped back light 
and plain, with a forehead cloth, and a little blue baize 
rochet over her breast, and a blue apron and short gown 
and hob-nailed shoon ; and she looked ten thousand time^ 
finer than ever you Jooked in your life — or ever can in that 
piebald flimsy, with those Godless smashed birds on your 
head. What care you for nature to put a bit of a dead 
.creature ’pon top of your hair ? A nasty fashion, and 
I*m so®*y yofi follow it.” 

She kept her temper well under this terrific onslaught. 

“We must follow the fashion, Mr. Baskerville. But 
I’ll not wear this hat again afore you, since you don’t 
like it.” 

“ Going to be married and live up to your knees in^ 
clover, eh > So you both think. Now tell me what you 
feel like to my son, please.” * 

“ I love him dearly, I’m sure, and I tJpQ]^ he’s a very 
clever chap, and quite the gentleman in all his ways. 

. Though he might dress a bft smarter, and not be so frienffiy 
with the other bellringers. Because they are commoner 
men than him, of course.” 

“ ‘ Quite the gentleman ’—elf ? What’s a gentleman ? ” 

“ 0^ dear, jjlr^ Baskerville, you’U spoil my dinner with 
s^h sHot of questions. To be a gentleman is to be like 
Mark, I suppose — kind and quick to see what a girl wants ; 
and to be handsome and be well thought of by everybody > 
wd all the rest of it.’* 

“ You tfo a bit too high at instep»” he said. “ You’re 
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locjijvaiif cjf your pretty face, and you answer ratjier pertly. 
You don’t know what a gentlemarf ia^ for alkyou «fchink 
^yourself a fine lady. And Fll tell you thi|; very few 
people do know what a gentleman is. You can tell a lot 
About people by hearing tliem answer^when you ask thorn 
what a gentleman is. * Where would you like to live ? ” 

“ Where ’twould please Mark best. And if the things 
I say offend you, I’m sorry for it. You must make allow- 
ances, Mr. Baskerville. I’m young, and I’ve not gqf mhcjjL 
- sense yet ; but I want to please you — I want to please' 
everybody, for that iiatter.” 

This last remark much irfterested her listener. He 
started and looked at the girl fixedly. Then his expres-^ 
sion changed, and he appeared to stare through her 
somebody or something beyond. Behind Cora the old 
IPian did, indeed, see another very clearly in his mind’s 
eye. 

^ After a painful silence she spoke again, and her^one 
was troubled. * 

“ I want to say the thing that will please you, if I can. 
But I must be myself. I’m sorry if you don’t like me.” ^ 
“ You must be yourself, and so must I,” Jlie answered ; 
and if I’m not liking you, you’re loathing me. But 
we’re getting through our dinner very nicely. Will you 
have any more of thus cherry tart ? ” 

“ No, I’ve done weU.” 

“ You’ve eaten nought to name. I’ve spoiled your appe- 
* tite, and ygja — well, you’ve done more than* you tlunk, 
and taught me more than you know yourself.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. ^ 

‘‘Mark sa^S ^puzzling things like that sometimes.” 

There was another silence. * 

You ride a pony, don’t you ? ” he asked presently ; 
and the girl brightened up. Mr. Baskerville possessed 
isome of the best ponies en Dartmoor, and sold a noted 
strain of his own raising. ^ 

going to make it up with a pony f” thought 
aanguine Cora, 

“ I do. I’m vfery fond of riding.” • ^ 

” Like it better than walking, I dare say ? ” 

“Yes, I do.” 
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**And«y«u’d like 'driving better still, perhaps ? ” ' 

“ No, I jvouldn’t.” 

“ What are the strangles ? ** he asked suddenly and 
grimly. ^ * • 

“ It*s something the ponies getibhe matter with them.’* 

“ Of course ^ but what is it ? How does it come, and 
why ? Is it infectious ? Is it ever fatal to them ? ” 

^ •Sim shook her head. 

“ 1 don’t know nothing aibout things like that.” « 

No use having a pony if yoft don’t understand it. 
The strangles are infectidtis and sometimes fatal. Don’t 
forget that.” 

• Cora felt her temper struggling to break loose. She 
poured out a glass of water. 

“ I promise not to forget ft,” she answered. “ Shalfc I 
put tlie cheese on the table for you ? ” 

No, I thank you — unless you’ll eat same.” ^ 

“ Nothing more,*[’m sure.” 

“We’ll walk out in the air, then. With your love of 
nature, you’ll like the growing things up on top of my hill, 
ilark ^’ill bg back for tea, I think. But maybe you’ll not 
stop quite so long as that.” 

“ I’U stop just as long as you like,” she said. “ But I 
don’t want to tire you.” 

“ You’ve got your mother’s patience, and plenty of it, 
I see. That’s a good mark for you. Patience goes a 
long way.* You can keep your temper, too^well for you 
that you can. Though whether ’tis mature or art in 

you » ^ 

He broke off and she followed him out or aoors. 

Upon the tor he asked^her many things concerning the 
clouds above them, the cries of the birds, and the names 
of the flowers. The ordeal proved terrible, because her 
ignorance of these matters was almost absolute. At last, 
unable to endure more, she fled from him^ pleaded a 
sttdd^ recollection of an engagement for the afternoon, 
aSd hastened homeward as fast as she could walk. Once 
out of sight of the old man she slowed down, and her 
wrongs &d affronts crowded upon her and made W bosom 
mat. SlSe clenched her hands and bit her . 

She desired to weep, but intended that others should see 


07 



THE THREE BROTHERS 

ner tears, 'llierefore she controlled themjantil fhd reached 
hohie, and then she cried copiously in the presence of her 
mother, her sister, and Nathan Baskerville, who had come 
to^'learn of her success. 

» The directions of Maik, to meet him At Torry stepping- 
stones, CJpra had entirely forgotten. Nor '•jrould she have 
kept the appointment had she remembered it. In her 
* storm of passion she hated even Mark for being his faj^ei^s 
son. . '* 

Nathan was indignant at the recital, and Mrs. lantern 
sliowed sorrow, but not surprise^* 

“ ’Twas bound to be difficult,’* she said. “ He sent 
Mark away, you see. He meant to get to. the bottom 
of her.” 

A very wanton, unmanly thing,” declared Nathan.. 
I’m ashamed of liim.” 

Don’t you take it too much to heart,” answered 
mother. “ Maybe he thought better* of Cora than ne 
seemed to do. He’s always harsh and hard like that 
to young people ; but it means nought. I believe that 
Cora’s a bit frightened, that’s all.” ^ 

“ We must see him,” said Nathan. “ At least, l*must, 
I make this my affair.” 

“ ’Twill be better for m© to do so.” 

“ I tried that hard to please the man,” sobbed Cora ; 
“ but he looked me through — ^tore me to pieces with his 
^yes like a savage dog. Nothing was right fronj head 
to my heels,*^ Flguated my clothes — flouted my talk — 
was angered, seemingly, because I couldn’t tell him how 
to cure a pdhy* of strangles — wanted me to tell the 
name of every bird on the bougb, and weed in the gutter* 
And not a spark of hope or j^ndness from first to last. 
He did say that I’d got my mother’s patience, and that’s 
the only pat on the back ht gave me. Patient ! 1 could 
hsve sclowed his ugly face down with my nails ! ” 

Her mother stroked her shoulder. 

“ Hush ! ’’ she said. “ Don’t take on about it, 
shall hear what Mark has got to tell.” • 

I don’t care v^B>t he’s got to teU. I’m not %oing to 
be Scared out of my life, and bullied and trampled bn by 
that old beast I ” 
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•‘No more shall be,** cried Nathan. “He’l] say ’tis j;io 
bufinest of mine, but everything to do with |Jnderi^auigh 
is my bfisfness. • I’ll see him. He’s always hard oh me ; 
now I’ll lie hard on him and learn him how to treat ‘a 
woman.” 

“ Don’t go in heat,” urged Mrg. lantern after Cora had 
deparled withjihe sympathetic Phyllis. “ There’s another* 
side, you know. Cora’s not his sort. No doulTt her fine 
qjothcs — she would go in ’em, though I advised her not 
I — n# doubt they made him^ cranky ; and then things went •• 
from bad to worse.” 0 • 

” ’Tis not a bit of uge talking to me, Priscilla. I’m 
angered, and naturally angered. In a way this was meant 
to anger me, I’m afraid. He well knows how much you 
•all at Undetshaugh are to me. ’Twas to make me feel 
small, as much as anything, that he snubbed her so cruel. 
No — I’ll not hear you on tfie subject — not now. I’ll%ee 
him to-day.” « 

I shouldn’t — yiscr {ar to wait till you are cool. He’ll 
be more reasonable too, to-morrow, when he’s forgotten , 
a little.” 

“ What is there to forget ? The prettiest and cleverest 
girl ii# Shaagh — or in the county, for that matter. Don’t 
stop me. I’m going this instant.” 

“It’s dangerous, Nat. He’ll only tell you to mind 
your own business.” 

“ No, he won’t. Even he can’t tax me with not doing 
that. Everything is my business, if I choose to make it 
so. AnyWay, all at Undershaugh are myJi)usines8.” 

He left her ; but by the time he strived at Beatland « 
Comer, on the way t« Hawk House, Baskervillo 

had changed his mind. ^ Another aspect of the case sud- 
denly presented itself to him, and, as he grew calmer, he 
decided to keep out of this quarrel, though natural in- 
stincts drew him into it. 

A few moments later, as thought progressed with him, 
he Ilikund himself wishing that Humphrey would die. 
j^ut the desire neither surprised nor shocked him, for he 
had often wished it before. Humphrey’s life was of no 
appareiitf service to Humphrey, while to certain other 
people it could only be regarded in the light of a hindrance.. 
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S OME days later Mark B^skerville spoke with < Mrs. i 
Lintern, and she wa^s relieved to find that Cora’s fears 
had been exaggerated. 

” He said very little indeed about her, except that he 
didn’t like her clothes and that she had a poor appetite,” 
explained Mark. “ Of course, I asked hint a thousand 
questions, but he wouldn’t answer them. I don’t think 
hci knows in the least how hc*‘flustered Cora. He said one 
queer thing that I couldn’t see sense in, though perhaps 
ycni may. He said, ‘ She’s told,^ me ^pore about heri^lf 
than she knows herself — and more than I’ll tell again — 
even to you, though some might think it a reason against 
her.’ Whatever did he mean by that ? But it don’t 
much matter, anyway, and my Cora’s quite wr#yng to tliink 
she was a failure or anything of that kind. He asked 
only this morning, as natural as possible, when she was 
coming over again.” ' 

These statements satisfied the girl’s mother, but they 
flailed to calm Cora herself. She took the matter much 
to heart, caiwed her lover many unquiet and anxious 
hours, and refused point-blank for the present to see 
Mr. Baskervillg^.^ • 

Then fell the great first rehear^l of the Christmas play, 
and Dennis Masterman found that he had been wise to 
take time by the forelock in this matter. The mummers 
assembled in the parish room, and the vicar and his sister, 
with Nathan Baskerville’s afisistance, strove to lead them 
through the drama, , • ^ 

“ It’s not going to be quite like the version that aldnd 
friend has sent me, and from which your parts are written,’^ 
explained Dennis. I’ve arranged for an ti^rodue- 
tion in the shape of a prologue. 1 lhall do thi| myself, 
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and appear be/otl^ the curtain and speak a speeah to ex-» 
plfSnt wha\ i| is sfll about. This answers Mr. \f aite l/erc^ 
who is going to be the Turkish Knight. He didn’t wairt^ 
to begin th^piece. Now I shall have broken the ice, and 
then he will be discovered as the curtain rises.” • 

Mr. Uimothy W^ite on this occasion, however, began 
proceedings, as vicar’s prologue was not yet jeritten. 
He proved letter-perfect but exceedingly nervous. 

j^oui* doors gnd let me in, 

1 hope your favours I shal^win. • 

Whether I rise or whether 1 fall, 
ril do my best please you all ! " 

Mr. Waite sjDoke jerkily, and his voice proved a little 
out of control, but everybody congratulated him. 

“ How he rolls liis eyes to b^ sure,” said Vivian Baske^ 
ville. “ A very daps of a Turk, for sartain.” 

“ You ought to stride about more, Waite,” suggested 
Ne^Baskerville, wh# had cheered up of recent days, and 
was now standing beside Cora and other girls destined to 
assist the play. “ The great thing is to stride about and 
iook alive — ^isn’t it, Mr. Mastemian ? ” 

“ We’fl ta?k afterwards,” answered Dennis. “ Wo 
mustn’t interfere with the action. You have got j^our 
speech off very well, Waite, but you said it much too 
fast. We must be slow' and distinct, so that not a word is 
missed.” 

Timothy, who enjoyed the praise of his friends, liked ^ 
this censure* less. ^ • 

“ As for speaking fast,” he said, “ the man would speak 
fast. Because he expects St. George wilW;*® on his tail 
in a minute. He says, * I know he’ll pierce my skin.’ In 
fact, he’s pretty well sweating writh terror from the first 
moment he comes on the stage, I should reckon.” 

But Mr. Masterman was unprepared for any such subtle 
rendering of the Turkish Knight, and he only hoped that 
the mggie ancient play-actors would not come armed with 
equally obstinate opinions. 

“ We’ll tdk about it afterwards,” he said. Now you 
go off to 4ne right, 'V^te, and Father Christmas comes 
on at the left. Mr. Ba^erviUe — ^Father Christmas, please.” 
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Nathan put his part into his pocket, 4!!iarched on to tlie 
^maginarjf stage and bowed. Everybody ch^ee/ed. ♦ * 

‘ “You needn’t bow,” explained Dennis ; but the inn- 
keeper differed from him. * 

* “ I’m afraid I must, your reverence. When I appear 
before them, the people will give me^a lot of applause in 
their i^ual kindly fashion. Why, even^ these here — just 
t’other actoxs do, you see — so you may be sure that tho 
countryside will. Therefore I had better practise the bow 
at rehearsal, if you’ve no great argument against fc.” * 

“ All right, push (5n,” said Dennis. 

“ We must really be quicker,” declared Miss Mastermanr 
“ Half an hour has gone, and we’ve hardly started.” 

“ Off I go then ; and I want you chaps — especially you, 
Vivian, and you. Jack Head, and you, T?om Gollop-^to 
watch me acting. Acting han’t tho same as ordinary 
talking. If I was just talking, I should say all quiet, 
iiivithout flinging my arms about, and walking round, and 
stopping, and then away again* But in acting you ab all 
these things, and instead of merely saying your speeches, 
as we would, just man to man, over my bar or in the street, 
you have to bawl ’em out so that every soul in the audience 
catches ’em.” * ^ 

Having thus explained his theory of histrionics Mr. 
Baskerville started, and with immense and original em- 
phasis, and sudden actions and gestures, Introduced him- 
self. 

“ Here come Ij the dear old Father Cliristmaa. 

Welcome or welcome not, * 

1 hotfe old Father Christmas 
ill never be forgot, « 

JCroom — make room here, gallant boys, 

And give ns room to i^hymc 

Nathan broke off to explain liis reading of the part. 

“ When I say ‘ make rqom ’ I fly all round the stage, as 
if I was pushing the people back to give me room.” 

He finished his speech, and panted and mo]i;j;>ed his 
head. « 

“ That^s acting, and what d’you think of it ? ” he asked. 

They all applauded vigorously ^excepting GoUop, 

who now prepared to take his part. „ 
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Na^han*tl^n Mt the stage and the vicar tailed hinf 
back. • 

• “ You ddh’t go oflF,” he explained. “ You stop to 

welcome the King of Egypt.” . 

“ Beg^ pardon,” •answered the •innkeeper. “ But of 
course, so it is. ^’U take my stand here.” 

“ You bow to the King of Egypt when he confes on,” 
declared Gk)llop. “ He humbly bows to me, don’t he> 
Averefld Masterman ? ” • 

“ Yes,” said Dennis, “ he bows, ofrcoursc. You’ll have 
•a train carried by two boy% Gollop ; but the boys aren’t 
^ here to-night, as they’re both down with measles — ^IVIrs. 
Bassett’s youngsters.” 

I’ll bow to you if you bow to me, Tom,” said Mr. 
Baskervillc. “ That’s only rigjiit.” 

“ Kings don’t bow to common people,” declared th% 
parish clerk. “ Me and my pretended darter — that’s Misf 
Corif Lintern, who’s® the Princess— han’t going to bow, I 
should hope.” 

“ You ought to, then,” declared Jack Head. “ No 
• reason because you’m King of Egypt why yOu should 
think yfturself better than other folk. Make him bow, 
Nathan. Don’t you bow to him if he don’t bow to you.” 

“ Kings do bow,” declared Dennis, ” You must bow 
to Father Christmas, Gollop.” 

“ He must bow first, then,” argued the parish clerk. 

“ Damn the man ! turn him out and let somebody else 
do it ! ” cried Head. • 

“ Let neither of ’em bow,” suggested Mrs, Hacker 
suddenly. “With aU vflis here bowing scraping, us 
shan’t be done afore midnight ; and I don’t come in the 
play till the end of all things as ’tis.” 

“ You’d better decide, your reverence,” suggested 
Vivian. “ Your word’s law. J say let ’em bow simul* 
taneous — ^how would that serve ? ” 

“ Ej^llent ! ^ declared Dennis. “ You’ll bow together, 
please. Now, Mr. Gollop.” 

Thomas piarched on with an amazing gait, designed ta 
be regal. • ^ 

“ They’U all laugh if you do it like that, Tom,” com- 
plained Mr. Vovsev. 
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I . Cfi 

^ Beggdr the mau ! And why for shouMn’t^l^y laugh ? ” 
asked Jack Head. “ Thomas don’t want to make ’em 
' cry, do he ? Ban’t we all to be as funny as fever we can, 
reverend Masterman ? ” 

Yes,” said Dennis. “ In reasoi't — in reason;)., Jack, 
But acting is one thing, and playing the /ool is anotlier.” 

“ Oh*, Loid ! I thought they was the same,” decJarcd 
Vivian Baskerville. “ Because if I’ve got to act *lhe 
giant ” c‘ * * . 

“ Order ! order ! cried the clergyman. “ Wo must 
get on. Don’t be annoyed, Mr. Baskerville, I quite sea 
your point ; but it will aU come right at rehearsal.” 

“ You’ll have to tell me how' to act then,” said Vivian. 
“ How the mischief can a mau pretend to be* what ho isn’t ? 

A giant ” , 

You’re as near being a live giant as you can be,” 
declared Nathan, “ You’ve only got to be yourself and 
you’ll be all right.” r * 

“ No,” argued Jack Head. “ If the man’s himself, he’s 
not funny, and nobody will laugh. I say ” 

“ You can show us what you mean when you come to 
your own part, Jack,” said Dennis despdratelj . “Do 
get on, GoUop.” 

“ Bow^ then,” said Mr. Gollop to Nathan. 

“ I’ll bow w^hen you do, and not a minute sooner,” 
ans\vered the innkeeper firmly. 

The matter of the bow was arranged, and Mr. Gollop, 
in the faiiuKar voice with wliich he had led the psalms 
for a quarter of a century, began his part. 

mmir' • 

Here I, the King of Egypt, boldly do appear, 

fc?t. Garge ! St. Garge ! walk In, ray only son and heir ; 

W’alk in, St, Garec, ray son, and boldly act thy part, 

That all the people here may see thy wondrous art ! ’* 

“ Well done, Tom ! ” ^said Mr. Masterman, “ that’s 
splendid ; but you mustn’t sing it.” • 

I ban’t singing it,” answered the clerk. “ I kiiow 
Wrhat to do.” ^ 

All light. Now St. Goorge, §t, George,* where are 
you ” 

Along with the girls as usual,” snapped Mr' Gollop. 
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• As mat^r of fact Ned Baskerville 'sifis engieigod in 
deep aoifversaitioii with Princess Sabra and the Turkish 
Knight.f He left them and hurried forward. • 

“ Give tongue, Ned ! cried his father. ^ 

“ You walk flown to the foptiights, and the King of 
Egj^t will be on one side of you and Father Christmas oh 
the other/* &plaincd the vicar. • 

“ And you needn’t look round for the females, ’cause 
"'thgy don’t appear till later on,” added Jack Head. 

A great laugh followed this j^t, whereon Miss Master- 
man begged her brother to try to keep order. 

“ If they are not going to be serious, wo had better give 
it up, and waste no more time,” she said. 

» “ Don’t «take it like that, miss, I beg of you,” urged 

Nathan. “ All’s prospering very well. We shall shape 
down. Go on, Ned.” • • 

Ned looked at his i^art, then put it beliind his back,|^nd 
41ien brought it out again. 

“This is too* bad, Baskerville,” complained Dennis^ 
“You told me yesterday that you knew every word.” 

“ So I did yesterday, I’ll swear to it. I said it out in 
the ytehan after supper to mother — didn’t I, father ? ” 

“ You did,” assented Vivian ; “ but that’s no use if 
you’ve forgot it now.” 

“ ’Tis stage fright,” explained Nathan. “ You’ll get 
over it.” 

“ Think you’m talking to a maiden,” advised J«^k 
Head. «, 

“ Do get on ! ” cried Dennis. Then he prompted the i 
faulty mummer. • 

Here c(^e I, St. George *' 

Ted struck an attitude and started. 

Here come I, St. George ; from Britain did I spring ; 

111 fight the Russian Bean^ my wonders to begin. 

Ill pierce him through^ he shall not dy ; 

^ m cut^im — cut him — cut him " 

' How does it go ? ” 

' ‘ cut him down,’ ” prompted Deunis. 

‘ Right ! 

• “ 111 cut him down, or else 111 die.” 
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"VGoV3d ! ' yow, come on. Bear ! ” said ]^{^than. t •. 

“you and Jack Head will have to praoiise tSief fight*** 
explained the vicar ; “ and at this point, or esciiei, the 
ladies will march in to music and take their places, be- 
cause, of course, ‘ fair Ss^bra ’ has to see^ St. George con- 
\iuer liis foes.” ^ 

“ That’ll suit Ned exactly j ” laughed Nathan. 

Then he marshalled Cbra and several other youn^ 

» 'women, including May and Pqlly Baskerville from Qad- 
wt^rthy, and Cora’s siste^ Phyllis. 

“ There will be a dais lifted up at the back, you know — 
that’s a raised platform. But for the present you must 
pretend these chairs are the throne. You sit by ‘ fair 
Sabra,’ Thomas, and then the trumpets sound and the * 
Bear comes on.” 

‘^Who’ll play the brass irfusic ? ” asked Head, “ be- 
cai^ I’ve got a very clever friend at Sheepstor ” 

‘TiCave all that to me. The music is arranged. Now, 

, come on ! ” * 

“ Shall you come on and play it like a four - footed 
tiling, or get up on your hind -legs, Jack ? ” asked St. 
George. % « 

“ I be going to come in growling and yowling on all 
fours,” declared Mr. Head grimly. “ Then I be going to 
do a sort of a comic bear dance ; then I be going to have 
a bit of fun eating a plum pudding ; then I thought that 
n\e and Mr. Nathan might have a bit of comic work ; and 
then I should ^et up on my hind -legs and go for St. 

■ George.” • 

“ You can’t d<yaU that,” declared Dennis. “ Not that 
I want to interfere with you, or anybody. Head ; but if 
each one is going to work out his^p^rt and put such a lot 
into it, we shall never get done.” 

“ The thing is to make ’em laugh, reverend Masterman,” 
answered Jack with firmnesi. “If I just come on and 
just say my speech, and fight and die, there’s nought in 
it; but if 

“ Go on, then-^o on. We’ll talk afterwards.” 

“ Bight. Now you try not to laugh, sorils, and»{ wager 
VU mi^e you like a lot of* zanies,” promised 

Jack. , ' • 
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• ^ Thai he l|^ed liis hands, went down ufon thfenxf and 

scramWefl along upon all fours. , 

“ Good for you, Jack ! Well done ! You’m funnier 
than anything that’s gone afore ! ” cried Joe Voysey.^ 

“ So you be, for certain,” ad4ed Mrs, Hacker. 

‘‘^Tor all tlie world like my bob-tailed sheep-dog,*' • 
declared Mr.^Vaito. • 

Now I bo going to sit up on my hams and scratch 
'mjiself,” explained Mr. I{ead ; “ then off I go again and^ 
have a sniff at Father Christn^s. Then you ought* to 
give me a plum puddii^, Mr. Baskerville, and I balance 
it ’pon my nose.” 

“ Well thought on ! ” declared Nathan. “ So I will. 

• ’Twill make the folk die of laughing to see you.” 

“ Come on to the battle,” said Dennis. 

“Must be a sort of wftislin’ fight,” continued liead, 

“ because the Bear’s got nought but his paws. Th<fi, I 
4hoUght, when I’d throwed St. George a fair back heel, 
he’d get up and draw his shining sword and stab me ir^ 
the guts. Then I’d roar and roar, till the place fairly^ 
echoed round, and then I’d die in frightful agony,” 

“ JTou han’t the whole play, Jack,” said Mr. Gollop 
with much discontent. “ You forget yourself, surely. 
You can’t have the King of Egypt and these here other 
high characters all standing on the stage doing nought 
while you’m going through these here vagaries.” 

But Mr. Head stuck to his text. ^ 

“We’m here to make ’em laugh,” 1^^ repeated with 
bull-dog determination. “And I’U do it if mortal man* 
can do it. Then, when I’ve took tbejioctor’s stuff, up 
I gets again and goes on funnier than ever.” 

“ I wouldn’t miss it for money, Jack,” declared Vivian 
BaskerviUe. “ Such a clever chap as you be, and none of 
us ever knowed it. You ought to go for Tom Fool to the 
riders** I lay you’d make* tons more money than ever 
youroll to JCrowlesworthy Warren.” 

the way, who^ is to be the Doctor ? ” asked Ned 
Baskerville- “ ’Twasn’t setHed, Mr, Masterman.” 

Deny^s collapsed blankly. * , 

“ By Jove ! No^more it was*” he admitted, “ and I’ve 
* circus. 
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forgotten all (»bout it. The Doctor’s very ^portant, too.* 
We ^ust have him before the next reheftrsal.^ For tfle 
present you can read it out of the book, ‘Mark.” 4 . 

Mark Baskerville was prompting, and now, after St. 
George and the Bear ha^ made a prcterce of wrestling, 
hnd the Bear had perished with much noise and t 8 the 
accompankneni of loud laughter, Mark reacf the Doctor’s 
somewhat arrogant pretensions. 


All sorts of diseases — « 
Whatever you^pleases : 

The phthisic, the palsy, the gout. 
If the Devil’s in, 1 blow him out. 


I carry a bottle of alicampane. 

Here, Russian Rear, take a little of my flip-flap. 

Pour it down thy tip-tap ; 

Rise up and tight again 1 ” 

‘‘ WeU said, Mark ! ’Twas splendidlyt given. Why lift 
•^shouldn’t Mark be Dbetor ? ” asked Nathan. 

“ An excellent idea,” declared Dennis. “ I’m sure now, 
if the fair Queen Sabra will only put in a word ” 

Mark’s engagement was known. The pcopte clftppod 
their hands heartily and Cora blushed. 

“ I wish he would,” said Cora. 

“ Your wish ought to be his law,” declared Ned. “ I’m 
sure if ’twas me ” 

^ut Mark shook his head. 

“ 1 couldn’t do it^” he answered. “ I would if I could ; 
^ but when the time came, and the people, and the excite- 
ment of it all, I ^iwrAld break down, sure I should.” 

“ It’s past ten o’clock,” murmiired Miss Masterman to 
her brother. 

The rehearsal proceeded : Jack Head, as the Bear, was 
restored to life and slain aga^in with much detail. Then 
Ned proceeded — * 

J fought the Russian Bear 
And brought him to the slaughter ; 

that I won fair Sabra, 

Ine King of JSgypt's daughter. 

Where is the man that now will me* defy? 

ril cut his gihjets full of holes and make his buttons flv.” 
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• “ AnJ. \^eiM’ve got my sword, of course ’Iwill mflch 
finer,” aoiicludM Ned. 

Mr. Gcilop her^ raised an objection. 

“ I don’t tliink the man ought to tell about cutting 
anybody’s gibleti full of holes, he said ; “ no, nor yet 
makifig their buttons fly. ’Tis very coarse, and the gentle-* 
folks wouldn’t^liko it.” • 

“Nonsense, Tom,” answered the vicar, “it’s all in 
£ee|Mng with the play. Tljere’s no harm in it at all.” ** 
“ Evil be to them as evil think,” said Jack Heall. 

“ Now comes the song, jeverend Masterman, and I was 
going to propose that the Bear, though he’s dead as a nit, 
rises up on his front paws and sings with the rest, then 
•drops downmgain — eh, souls ? ” 

“ They’ll die of laughing if you do that, Jack,” declared 
Vivian. “ I vote for it.” ^ • 

But Dennis firmly refused permission and addresll^d 
his chorus. 

“Now, girls, tne song — everybody joins. The other | 
songs are not written yet, so we need not bother about 
them till next time.” 

TlK^girls^ glad of something to do, sang vigorously, and 
the song went well. Then the Turkish Knight was duly 
slain, restored and slain again. 

“We can’t finish to-night,” declared Dennis, looking 
at his watch, “ so I’m sorry to have troubled you to come, 
Mrs, Hacker, and you, Voysey.” # 

“ They haven’t wasted their time, howrever, because 
Head and I have showed them what acting means,” said 
Nathan. ‘ ‘ And when yeu do come on, Smw*Hacker, you’ve 
got to quaitel and pull^my beard, remember; then we 
make it up afterwards.” 

“ We’ll finiidi for to-night with the Giant,” decreed Dennis. 

“ Now speak «ypur long speech, St. George, and then Mr. 
BasksaS^Ue can do the Giant.^ 

N^, who dpclared that he had as yet learned no more, 
r^ssS^nis next speech, and Vivian began behind the scenes— 

Fee— fi — fo — fum ! ^ 

1 smell tba blood of »o Englishman. 

Let him be living^ or let him be dead^ 

I’U grind his bones to tnake my bread.' 
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* You oolht to throw a bit more roiu^ness cn your 
voice, farmer,” suggested Mr. Gollop. If ydU could 
bnng it up from the innards, ^twould ^ound mijre awful, 
wonldn^t it, reverend Masterman ? ” 

And when you come on, farmer, yoru might pass me 
^ by where I lie dead,” said Jack, “ and I’ll up anti give 
you a ni^' in ;;he calf of the leg, and you’ll jump round, 
and the people W'ill roar again.” 

‘‘ No,” declared the vicar. ^ No more of you, Heai, * 
till the end. Then yo«i come to life and dance with the 
French Eagle — ^that’s Voysey. JBut you mustn’t act any 
more till then.” 

“ A pity,” answered Jack. I was full of contrivances ; 
however, if you say so * * 

“ Be I to dance ? ” asked^ Mr. Voysey, “ This is the 
fitfit I’ve heard tell o’ that, ^ How can I dance, and the 
rheumatism eating into my knees for the last twenty 
year ? ” ^ « 

“ I’ll dance,” said Head. “ You can just turh round 
and round slowly.” 

“ Now, Mr, Baskerville I ” , 

Vivian strode on to the stage. ♦ i. 

Make your voice big, my dear,” pleaded Gollop. 

Here come 1, the Giant ; bold Turpin is xny name, 

* And all the nations round do tremble at my fame, 

Where'er I go, they tremble at my sight : 

^ No lord or champion long with me wul dare to fight.” 

“ People will cHeer you like thunder, Vivian,” said his 
brother, ” hecaysfr they know that the nations really did 
tremble at your fame when yoji was champion wrestler 
of the west.” 

** Bat you mustn’t stand like that, farmer,” said Jack 
Head. ” You’m too spraddlesome. For the Lord’s sake, 
man, try and keep your feet in the same parish ! ” , 

Mr. l^kerville l^Uowed with laughter a^d slap)^ his 
immense thigh. 

“ Hammy T that’s, funnier than anything in the play,” 
^ said. ” ' Ketqp my feet in the same pari^t ’ Was 
, ever a better joke heard t * 

”Now, St. Oeorge> kill Giant,” command*^ Hmqis. 
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GRaift wW have a club, and he’ll try tJ smash yftu; 
then yo9 run him through the body.” • 

“ Take\jare yoii don’t hit Ned in real earnest, howev6r, 
else you’d settle him and spoil the play,” said Mj. Voygoy^ 
“ ’Tw^uld be' a ilerrible tantarra#for certain if the Giant 
went and whi]jped St. George.” 

“’Twouldn’t be the first time, however,” *said Mr. 
Baskerville. “ Would it, Ned ? ” 

* NUthan and Ned’s sisters appreciated this family joke. 
Then Mr. Gollop advanced a sentimental objection. * 

“ I may be wrong,” he admitted, “ but I can’t help 
thinking it might be a bit ondecent for Ned Baskerville 
here to kill his father, even in play. You see, though 
•everybody \till know ’tis Ned and his parent, and that 
they’m only pretending, y^t it might shock a serious- 
minded person here and there to see the son kill the father. 
I don’t say I mind, as ’tis all make-believe and the frcSic 
of a night ; but— jvell, there ’tis.” 

You’m a silly old grandmother, and never no King of 
Egypt was such a fool afore,” said Jack. “ Pay no heed 
to him, reverend Masterman.” 

Gollep sAarled at Head, and they began to wrangle 
fiercely. 

Then Dennis closed the rehearsal. 

“ That’ll do for the present,” he announced. “ We’ve 
made a splendid start, and the thing to remember is that 
we meet here again this day week, at seven o’clock. Anti 
mind you know your part, Ned. Anotherr of the songs 
will be ready by then ; and the new hfiTrmonium will have 
come that my sister is^oing to play. I^nd do look about, 
all of you, to find somebody who will take the Doctor,” 

“ We shall have the nation’s eyes on us — ^not for the 
first time,” declared Mr. Gollop as he tied a white wool 
muffler round his throat ; ** i|nd I’m sure I hope one and 
all will do the best that’s in ’em.” 

Ilf actors ideparted ; the oil lamps were extinguished, 
asefi^he vicar and his sister returned home. She said little 
by the way, and her severe silence made him rather ner- 
vous. ^ ^ ^ 

** Well.” he broke out at length, jolly good, 1 think,, 
for a finro attempt — eh, Alice ? ” 

III 



THE THREE BROThJsRS 

rin giak you were satisfied, dear. ^ve^l^tBing 
pends upon us — ^that seems quite clear, at &J rate. 
They’ll all get terribly self-conscious and silly, ]l^m afraid^ 
long before the time comes. However, we must hope for 
the best. But I shouldn’t be in a hurrjjr to ask apjvbody 
who really matters,” 
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CHAPTER XII 


I N a triangle the wild land of#the Rut sloped down 
from Hawk House ijp the valley beneath, and its 
solitary time of splendour belonged to Spring, when the 
great furzes were blooming and the whitethorns filled 
•the valley with light. Hither came Mark to keep tryst 
with Cora beside the stream. He walked not loverly 
but languid, for his mind w&s in trouble, and his gait Re- 
flected it. 0 

^o water’s brink he came, sat on a familiar stump 
above Torry Brools:, and watched sunshine play over the 
ripples and a dance of flies upon the sunshine. 

Looked at in a mass, the insects seemed no more than 
a glim«nerinig, like a heat haze, over the water and against 
the background of the woods ; but noted closer the plan 
and pattern of these myriads showed method : the little 
storm of flies gyrated in a circle, and while the whole 
cluster swept this way and that with the proper motion 
of the mass, yet each individual, like planets round tl\j» 
sun, revolved about a definite but shifting centre. The 
insects whirled round and round, rosft and sank: again, 
each atom describing ^repeated circleaiS jpind though the 
united motion of this company suspended here in air ap- 
peared inconceivably rapd and dazzling, yet the progress 
of each single gnat was not fast. 

Mark observed this little galaxy of glittering lives, and, 
knowing some natural history, he considered intelligently 
the thing he-paw. For a moment it distracted him. A 
ipkQi noon had wakened innumerable brief existences 
that a cold night would still again. AU this immense 
energy must soon cease and the ephemeral atoms perish 
at the chill touch or evening; but to Nature it mattered 
neither ihore nor less if a dance of nebulas or a dance of 
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^ats* BhoulU make an end that night, ^un^esfe suqpee- 
sicwis of both were a part of her work. From^ a<^f ul mar- 
riages of ancient suns new suns would *certainljf be born ; 
aJ\d out of this midge dance here above the water, potential 


dances for another day were ensuredj» before the little 
system sank to rest, the aureole of living light Became 
extinguii^hed. 

He turned from the whirl and wail of the gnats to Ips 
own thoughts, and found tham also revolving restkjssly.^ 
But their sun and ceutre was Cora. He had asked her 
to meet him here, in a favouritjp and secret place, that he 
might speak harsh things to her. There was no love- 
making toward just now. She had angered him once 
and again. He considered his grievances, strBve to palliatls 
them, and see all with due allowance ; but his habit of 
mlfnd, if vague, was not unjust. He loved her passionately, 
but that she should put deliberate indignities upon him 
argued a faulty reciprocity of love, ^ime had revealed 
that Cora did not care for Mark as well as he cared for 
her ; and that would not have mattered — he held it 
reasonable. But he desired a larger measure of affection , 
and respect than he had received. Then to lu« quick 
senses even the existing affection diminished, and respect 
appeared to die. 

These dire shadows had risen out of the rehearsals foi 
the play. Cora’s attitude towards other young men first 
astonished Mark and then annoyed him. He kept his 
annoyance to Jiimself, however, for fear of being laughed 
at. Then, thanks to his cousin, Ned Baskerville, and the 
young farmer, ^Timothy Waite, he was laughed at, for 
Cora found these youths better pompany than Mark him- 
self, and Jack Head and others did not hesitate to rally 
liim about his indifferent lady. 

She’s more gracious with either of them than with me,” 
he reflected. “ Why, actually, when I offered as usual 
to walk home with her last we^, shp said ygnder man had 
promised to do so and she need not trouble me ! ” 

As he spoke he lifted his eyes where a farm showed on 
hills westerly through ihe tr^, CcAdst^qp was a 
prosperous place, and the freehold of a prosperous 
yoitng Waite, the Turkish Kni^t of the play. ^ 
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• Be haA s^n home according to her wisil, andIVfark 
had kept^Jbis t^per and afterwards made the present 
appointmOTt by letter. Now Cora came to him, late from 
another interviewy-but concerning it she said nothing. 

On ter way fnfm Undershaugt it hapi>ened that slie 
had fallen in \yth Mark’s father. The old man rode his 
pony, and Cora was passing liim hastily when h& stopped 
aQd called her to him. They had not met since the occa- 
•sion the girl’s first and last visit to Hawk House. 

“ Come hither,” he said. ‘‘ rve»fretted you, it seemsr, 
and set you against me. J’m sorry for that. You should 
bo made of stouter stuff. Shake hands ynih. me, Cora, 
please.” 

• He held oift his hand and she took it silently. 

“ I’ll turn and go a bit of your road. If you intend to 
marry my son, you must m^e shift to be my daughl^r, 
you see. What was it made you so cross that you ran 
a#ay ? But I knqjv — I spoke against your clothes.” 

“ You spoke agai/ist everything. I felt in every drop 
of blood in my body that you didn’t Uko me. That’s why 
» I had to run.” 

He %vas silent a moment. Suddenly he pointed to one 
faint gold torch above their heads, where a single bough of 
an elm was autumn-painted, and began to glow on the 
bosom of a tree still green. It stood out shining against 
the deep summer darkness of the foliage. 

“ What d’you make of that ? ” he asked. f 

She looked up. . 

“ ’Tis winter coming again, I suppose?” 

Yes — winter for ue, death for the* loaves. I’m like 
that — ^I’m frost-bitten hqpe and there — in places. ’Twas 
a frosty day with me when you came to dinner, I’m 
sorry I hurt you. But you must be sensible. It’s a lot 
harder to be a good wife than a popular maiden. My son 
Mark will need a strong-minded woman, not a siUy one. 
The question jls, are |:ou . going to rise to it ? However, 
W8^^ leave that. How did you know in every drop of 
your blood, as you say, that you’d failed to please me ? ” 

“ I knirtr it by— oh^ by everything. By your eyes and 
by the tone of your voice. You said you wanted to talt 
to me.” • 



';THK THKIflK UKCri’HiKRS 

v“ Well/Adid.” 

You never asked me nothing,” 

• “ There was no need, you told me et^erythinl*” 

I said nought, I’m sure.” 

You said all I wanted to hear and told me a lot more 
than I wanted, or expected, to hear for that matteT.” 

“ I’m^ure I don’t understand you, Mr.^Baskerville.” 

“ No need — no need. That’s only to say you’re like 
the rest. They wonder how^ ’tis they don’t undeastand* 
me — fools that they a^e *! — and yet how many understand 
themselves ? I’ll tell you tins ; you’re not the right wife 
for Mark.” 

“ Then I won’t marry him. There’s quite as good as 
him, and better, for that matter.” • • 

“ Plenty. Take young Waite from Coldstone Farm, 
f#r instance. A strong rnfSh he is. My son Mark is a 
a#eak man — a gentle character he hath, ’Tis the strong 
men — they that want things — that alter the face of the 
world, and make history, and help ftie breed — not such 
as Mark. He’d spoil you and bring out all the very 
worst of you. Such a man as Waite would do different.^ 
He’d not stand your airs and graces, and little silly whims 
and fancies. He’d break you in; he’d tame you; and 
you’d look back afterwards and thank God you fell to a 
strong man and not a weak one.” 

“ Women marry for love, not for taming,” she said. 

“ Some, perhaps, but not you. You han’t built to love, 
if you w’ant tc^know the whole truth,” he answered calmly. 

“ You belong to It sort of woman who takes all and gives 
nought. I wi«^ L could ope you» eyes to yourself, but I 
suppose tiiat’s beyond human yower. But this I’ll say : 

I wish you nothing but good ; and the best good of all 
for such a one as you is to get a glimpse of yourself through 
a sensible and not unkindly pair of eyes. . If you are going 
to many Mark, and want be a happy woman and wish 
him to be a happy man, you must ^ink o^a lot of things 
beside your wedding frock.” 

** For two pins I wouldn’t marry him at all after this,” 
sj^6 said. You’d break any girl’s heart, speaking so 
Straight and coarse to her. 1 bah’t accustomed to be 
talk^ to so cruel, and I won’t stand it.” « 
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• \ do be^yofe to think again,” lie said, stfppin^hiS 
pony. “ Ito onljf telling you what I’ve often told myseli. 
I’m alway8\)pen to* hear sense from any man, save now* 
and again when I fmd myself in a black mood and won’Jj 
hear anything, BuS you — a green girl as haven’t seen one 
glimpse of the gjey side yet — why, ’tis frank foolishness 
to refuse good advice from an old man.” • 

‘J, You don’t want to give me good advice,” she answered, 
Vid htr face was red and her voice high ; “ you only 
want to make me think small things <if myself, and despise • 

• myself, and to choke me ofi^ Mark.” 

“ To choke you off Mark might be the best advice any- 

* body could give you, for that matter, my dear ; and as to 
yefur thinking Small things of yourself — ^no such luck I see. 
You’ll go on thinking a lot of your little, empty self till 
you stop tliinking for good aifd all. Life han’t going t0 
teach you anything worth knowing, because you’ve stuffedn^ 
up ^our ears with ^elf-conceit and vanity. So go your 
way ; but if you get a grain of sense come back to me, and 
I shall be very glad to hear about it.” 

^ He left her standing still in a mighty temper. She felt 
inclined 4o fling a stone after him. And yet she rejoiced 
at the bottom of her heart, because this scene made her 
future actions easier. Only one thing still held her to 
Mark Baskerville, and that was liis money. The sickly 
ghost of regard for him, wliich she was pleased to call love, 
existed merely as the answer to her own appeal to her * 
conscience. She had never loved him, but wl^^n the oppor- 
tunity came, she could not refuse his wofldly wealth and 
the future of successful comfort it promised. 

Now, however, were app^ring others who attracted her 
far more. Two meiji had entered into her life since the 
rehearsals, and both pleased her better than Mark. One 
she liked for his person and for his charms of manner and 
of speech ; the other for his maSterful character and large 
prosperity. was better looking than Mark, and knew 
far ^ Aer how to worship a woman ; the other was perhaps 
as rich as Mark would be, and he appealed to her much 
more by vif/bne of his masculinity and vigour. Mr. Basker-^^ 
ville had actually mentioned this individual during the* 
recent conf ersation ; and it was of him, too, that Mark 

117 



\THE THREE BROTJ^ERS 

fconsiderei where he sat and waited ^tor ^o!a bj^ •the 
atream. P 

* But though she felt Timothy Waitfe’s valuef yet a thing 
fiven stronger drew her to the other mt*n. Ned Baskerville 
was the handsomest, gallantest, most*fascinating|Creatur0 
that Cora had ever known. Chance ^rew them little 
together until the rehearsals, but since then they had met 
often, and advanced far along a road of mutual adnjira- 
tion. Like clave to like, and the emptiness of eacfc heast 

• struck a kindred eclm from the other ; but neither appre- 
ciated the hollowness of the S(iund. » 

Under these circumstances Humphrey Baskerville’s 
strictures, though exceedingly painful to her self-love, * 
wore not unwelcome, for they made the ‘thing that She 
designed to do reasonable and proper. It would be simple 
to quote his father to her betrothed when she threw liim 
^ver. 

In this temper Cora now appear^ to Mark. Half he 
been aware of it he might have hesitated before adding 
further fuel to the flames. But he began in a friendly 
fashion, rose and kissed her. • . 

“ You’re late, Cora. Look here. Sit Aowm and get 
cool and watch these flies. The merry dancers, they are 
called, and well they may be. ’Tis a regular old country 
measure they seem to tread in the air — figure in and cross 
over and all — just like you do when you go through the 
^ old dance in the play.” 

But she vwfi in no mood of softness. 

A tidy lot *of dancing I’ll get when I’m married to 
you ! You knc^7 you hate it, ^nd hate everything else 
with any joy and happiness tojit. You’re only your Father 
over again, when all’s said, and God defend me from him ! 
I can’t stand no more of him, and I won’t.” 

You’ve met him ? ” said Mark. I was afraid you 
might. I’m sorry for that.” 

“ Not so sorry as I am. If I was dirt by the road he 
couldn’t have treated me worse. And I’m not to 
suffer it-^never onOe more — ^not if he was tm times your 
^father!” . \ 

‘‘What did he say?” 

What didn^t he say ? Not a kind wojfel, anyway. 
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An^ ’tis vuin^your sticking up for him, becausi lie don’^ 
think* any i^etter •of you than he do of me seemingly^ 
*Twas to tmkt man he pointed.” She raised her arm to-# 

* wards the farm th/ough the trees. “ He thinks a lot 

of you, I can tell 

I’ll talk to father. This can’t go on.” • 

“ No, it can’t go on. Life’s too short for tliis sort of 
tliiifg. I won’t be bullied bj; anybody. People seem to 
forget who I am.” ,, • 

“ You mustn’t talk so, Cora. I’m terrible sorry about 
*it ; but father’s father, ancf he’ll go his own rough way,. 

• and you ought to know what way that is by now. Don’t 
take it to heart.— he means well.” 

“ ‘ Heart ’ ! I’ve got no heart according to him — no 
heart, no sense, no nothing. Just a dummy to show oft 
pretty clothes.” f 

‘Wle never said that ! ” 

“ Yes, he did ; and worse, and I’m tired of it. You’re 
not the only man in the world.” 

‘‘ Nothing is gained by my quarrelling with father.” 

■ * “ I sujfjpose^ not ; but I’ve got my self-respect, and I 
can’t marry the son of a man that despises me openly like 
he does. I won’t be bullied by him, I promise you — a 
cruel hunks he is, and would gore me to pieces if he dared t 
No better than a mad bull, I call him.” 

“ ’Tis no good your blackguarding my father, Cora,** 
said Mark. 

“ Perhaps not ; and ’tis no good his blackguarding me* 
Very different to your UQcle Vivian, I’n^sure. Always a 
kind word and a pat on the cheek he’ve got ; and so have 
your uncle Nathan,’’ ** 

“ Uncle Vivian can be hard enough too — as my cousin 
Bupert that means to marry Milly Luscombe will tell you. 
In fact, Rupert’s going away because he won’t stand his 
father.” 

“^liphy don’t /ou go away then ? If you were worth your 
salt; you’d turn your back on any man living who hm 
treated me w badly as your father has.” 

“ We’re In for a row, it seems,” answered Mark^ ** and I’d*" 
better b^gin and get a painftJ job over. When you’ve^ 
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Uieard md, I’ll hear you. In the matter oi^j father^ I’ll 
what a son can do — that I promise you;# but there’s 
. something on my side too.” ^ f 

‘‘ Say it out then — the sooner the setter.” 

* She found herself ly^artily hating Mark and was anxious 
to break with him while angry ; because anger w Aild make 
an unpleasant task more easy. • 

“In a uord, it’s Ned Baskerville and that man over 
there — Waite. These rehcj^rsals of the play — ^yqji Enow 
. very well how you^a^'ry on, Cora ; and you know very 
well ’tisn’t right or seemly. You’ve promised to marry me, 
and you arc my life and soul*; but I can’t share you with* 
no other man. You can’t flirt with Ned w'hilo you’re, 
engaged to mo ; you can’t ask Waite to so© you home «f a 
night while you’re engaged to me. You don’t know what 
•you’re doing.” • 

% “ Why han’t you more dashing then V ” she asked. 

You slink about so mean and humble. Why don’lnyou 
take a i)art in the play, and do aif other men, and tallc 
louder and look i)eople in the face, as if you wasn’t feared 
to death of ’em. - If you grumble, then I’ll grumble too. 
You haven’t got enough pluck for me. IJfed’sL differeift,* 
and so’s t’other man, for that matter. I see how much 
they admire me ; I know how they would go through fire 
and w^ater for me.” 

“ Not they ! Master Ned — why — he can roll liis eyes 
. ' and roll his voice ; but — there — ^go on ! Finish what 
you’ve got to say,” 

“ I’ve only g#)t tt) say that there’s a deal about Ned you 
might very A^jell^ppy in my opinion. He’s a man, anyway, 
and a handsome man for that matter. And if you’re 
going to fall out w^ith your father, then you’ll lose your 
money, and ” 

“ I’m not going to fall out with him. You needn’t fear 
that.” 

“ Then more shame to you, for keeping friendly with a 
man that hates me. Call that love I Ned ” 

** Have done about Ned ; ” he cried out. “ Nm’s a 
^ lazy, coddling good-for-nought — the laughmg-stook of 
** every decent man and sane womdh in Shaugar A wastrel 
— ^worthless. You think he’s fond of you, I suppose ? ” 
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• V‘Ikno^hejs. And you know it.” 

“ Yes^just as fond of you as he is of every other*girl 
that will let him me. Anything tliat wears a petticoat can 
get to his ernpty^ieart — ^poor fool. Love ! What does ho 
know^of that — a great, bleating baby! His love isn’t* 
w orth the wind he takes to utter it ; and youll^very soon 
find tliat out — ^like other girls have — ^if you listen to him.” 


^ “ He knows what pleases a woman, anyway.” 

! Cora ! What lire you saying ? D’you wapt 
to drive me mad V ” * 


He started up and starfcd at her. 

“ ’Twouldn’t be driving you far. Better sit down again 
and listen to me now.” 

“ I’ll listen to nothing. I’m choking — I’m stifling ! 
To think that you — oil, Cona — good God Almighty — %nd 
for such a man as that ” 

^ He rushed away frantically and she saw liim no more. 
Ho had not given her time to strike the definite blow. 
But she supposed that it was as good as struck. After * 
such a departure and such words, they could not meet 
again even as friends. The engagement was definitely 
at an %nd !n her mind, for by no stretch of imagination 
might this be described as a lovers’ quarrel. 

All was over ; she i^ejoiced at her renewal of liberty and 
resolved not to see Mark any more, no matter how much he 
desired it. 

She flung away the luncheon that she had brought ana 
set off for home, trusting that she migVt ffieet Humphrey 
Baskerville upon the way. She longed to see him again 
now and repay him for* a little of the iBdi^ity that he had 
put upon her. • 

But she did not meet Mark’s father. 


On the evening of the same day a congenial spirit won 
shght concessions from her. ^Ned Baskerville arrived on 
some pretext concerning the play. He knew very well by 
this time thatF, in the matter of her engagement, Cora was 
a /ictim, and he felt, as he had often felt before in other 
cases, that she was the only woman on earth to make him 
a happy^an. He despised Mark and experienced little 
compuncjtion with respect to him. 

Upon this night Mrs. Lintem was out, and Cora made no 
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objection to putting on her hat and goi^g t9 Jpe high* 
ground above Shaugh Prior to look at tte moon.^ 

“ ’Twon’t take ab^ove ten minutes, ana. then 1*6 see you 
back,” said Ned. t 

» • They went together, and he flattered her and paid her 
many compUments and humbled himself before her. She 
purred and was pleased. They moved along together and 
^]ie told her that she was like the princess in the play. • 
You say nought, but, my feod, you look every incli a 
I)rincess ! If ’twas real life, I’d slay fifty giants and a 
hundred bears for you, Cora.” • 

“ Don’t you begin that silliness. I’m sure you don’t 
mean a word of it, Ned.” , . 

“ If you could see my heart, Cora, j^ou’d see only one 
name there — ^I swear it.” • 

What about t’other names — all rubbed out, I sup- 
pose ? ” 0 ^ 

“ They never were there. All the* other girls were 

ghosts beside you. Not one of them ” 

Suddenly near at hand the church bells began to throb 
and tremble upon the peace of moonlit night. ^ 

Mark’s out of the way then,” said Ned. “ Ndt that 
I’m afraid of him, or any other man. You’re too good for 
Mark, Cora — a million times too good for him. I’m bound 
to tell you so.” 

^ “ I’m sick of him and his bell-ringing,” she said violently. 
“ Hullo ! That’s strong,” he exclaimed. 

“ So would aify maiden be. He puts tenor bell afore me. 
*Tis more to liim than ever I was.^ In a word, I’ve done 
with the man ! 

“ You splendid, plucky creature ! ’Twas bound to 
come. Such a spirit as yours never could have brooked a 
worm like him ! You’re free then ? ” 

“ Yes, I am.” 

Elsewhere in the belfrj^ Mark rang hims^f into be^r 
humour. The labour physicked his grief and soothed TblS 
soul. He told himself that all the famt was his, ^d when 
thfe chimes were still, he put on his coat and wmit W Under- 
shaugh to beg for^veuess. « 

Phyllis met him. 
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“ Co^’SjOut walking,” she said. 

'•** Out^alkir\g ! Who with ? ” he asked. 

But I^yllis was nothing if not cautious. She had more 
heart, but not mAe conscience than her sister, 

“ I don’t knovf— alone, I think,” she answered. * 
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CHAPTER XIII 

% 

A DAY of storm bu^eted tfce Moor. Fitful strealcs of 
light roamed through a wild and silver welter of low 
cloud ; and now they rested od a pool or river, and the 
water flashed ; and now they fired the crests of the high 
lands or made the ruddy brake-fern fla,mo. Behind 
Shaugh Moor was storm-cl^ad, and beneath it, oozing out 
into the valleys, extended th# sullen green of water-logged 
fields hemmed in with autumnal hedges. 

Hither came Mark Baskerville on his way to Shaugt, 
and then a man stopped him and changed his plan. For 
some time he had neither seen nor heard from Cora, and 
unable longer to live with this cloud between them, Mark 
was now on his way to visit her. ^ ^ 

Consideration had convinced him that he was much in 
fault, and that she did well to keep aloof until he came 
penitent back again ; but lie had already striven more 
than once to do so, and she had refused to see him. He 
^old himself that it was natural she should feel angered at 
the past, and natural that she should be in no haste to 
make up so scrfbua a quarrel. 

But the catastrophe had now sjirunk somewhat in his 
estimation, an<f he doubted not that Cora, during the 
passage of many days, also begin to see it in its proper 
perspective. He did not wholly regret their difference, 
and certain words that she had spoken still stung painfully 
when he considered them ; * but the dominant hunger in 
his mind was to get back to her, kiss her lips and hear her 
voice again. He would be very circumspect hencefoi^, 
and doubtless so would she. He felt sure that Cora re- 
gretted their difference now, and that the time was over- 
ripe for reconciliation. ^ 

The next rehearsal would take place upon the lollowing 
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day, and^ Mark Velt that friendly relations ntifst be re- 
established Ifofore that event. He was on his road to see 
Cora and ^ke no further denial, when her brother met hiiij 
and stopped him. J 

“ Lucky I ran ^fgainst you,” smd Heathman ; “ I’v© 
got a lq|ter for you from my sister, and meant to leave it 
on my way out over to Lee Moor. Coarse weather* coming 
by the look of it.” 

# Thank you,” answered Mark. “ You’ve saved me a 
ijourn^^ then. I was bound for Undershaugh.” ^ 

Heathman, who knew that lie bore evil new'S, departed 
quickly, while the other, With true instinct of sybarite, 
held the precious letter a moment before opening it. 

It happened that Cora seldom wrrote to him, for they 
niet very often ; but now, having a difficult thing to say, 
^ she sought this medium, and l^{ark, kno\ving not the trutl^ 
*^was glad. 

^Like me — couldn’t keep it up no more,” he thought. 
“ 1 almost wish sho’<J let me say I was sorry first ; but she 
might have heard me say so a week ago, if she’d liked. 
Thank Heaven we shall be happy again before dark. I’ll 
promise everything in the world she w^ants to-night — even 
to the ifng ^ith the blue stone she hungered after at 
Plymouth.” 

He looked round, then the wind hustled him and the 
rain broke in a tattered veil along the edge of the liill. 

“ I’ll get up to Haw^k Tor, and lie snug there, and read 
her letter in the lew place I filled with fern for her,” he 
thought. * • 

There was a natural cavern facing \vest upon this 
height, and here, in a noot sacred to Cora, h5 sat presently 
and lighted his pipe and Bo came to the pleasant task. 
He determined that having read her plea for forgiveness, 
it would be impossible to wait until m'ghtfall without see- 
ing her, 

“ I’ll go down and take dinner with them,” he decided : 
then he read the letter ; — 

Bear Mark, 

" Aflfer what happened a little while ago you can-* 
not be surprised if I say I will not marry you. There is 
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Clothing iS be said about it except that f’have quite made 
up my mind. I have thought about it Qver since, and hot 
.done nothing in a hurry. We would not suit /ne another, 
and the older we grew, the worse wAshould quarrel. So 
it will be better to parj; before any harfi is done. You will 
easily find a quieter sort of girl, without so much! spirit as 
me. -And she will suit you better than wiiat I do. I have 
told my mother that I am not going to marry you. And 
Mr. Nathan Baskerville, your own uncle, though he is very 
o sorry indeed about i^, is our'family friend and adviser, anfl 
he says it is better we understand and part at once. I hope 
you won’t make any fuss, as 'hoiking vnll change me. And’* 
you will have the x>l€'asure of knowing your father wiU bo 
thankful. No doubt you will soon find better-looking ' 
and nicer girl than me, and somebody that your father 
#von’t treat the same as hettreated 
% ** Yours truly, 

“ Cora Linter^it ’ 

e 

Tlirough the man’s stunned grief and above the chaos 
of his thoughts, one paramount and irrevocable conviction 
reigned. Cora meant what she wTote, ancj nothing that 
he had power to say or to do w'^ould wdn her bftek again. 
She would never change ; she had seen him in anger and 
the sight had determined her ; she had met his father and 
bad felt that such antagonism must ruin her life. 

He possessed imagination and was able swiftly to feel 
what life must mean without her. He believed that his 
days would Be impossible henceforth. He read the letter 
again and marked how she Ijegan with restraint and 
gradually wrote kerself into anger. 

She smarted when she refl&jted on bis father ; and he 
soon convinced himself that it was his father who had 
driven her to these conclusions. He told himself that he 
did not blame her. The^ipe in bis mouth had been given 
to him by Cora. He emptied it now, put it into its case, 
rose up and went home. He planned thS things to say to 
his father and determined to show him the letter. '‘Mark 
desired to make his father suffer, and did not doubt but 
' that he would suffer when this %ata6troph6 %ame to his 
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Thfen hia, father, appeared before him, far off, driven by 
the wind ; ^d Mark|Out of his tortured mind, marvelled to, 
think that a thing sjl small as this dim spot hastening, like 
a dead leaf along, saould have been^ powerful enough, and 
cruel enough, deliberately to ruin his life. For he was 
now obsessed by^the belief that his father alone must be 
thanked for the misfortune. 

Thej came together, and^ Humphrey shouted to be 
Reard against the riot of the wind, £is hat was pressed, 
over his ears ; the tails of his coat and the hair on his head 
' leapt and danced ; his eyes Vere watering. 

“ A brave A^ind ! Might blow sense into a man, if any- 
thing could. What are you doing up here ? ” 

“ Road that,” said the other, and his father stopped and 
stared at him. Despite the rough air and the wild musi® 
of heath and stone, Mark’s passion was not hidden and his# 
fadi as well as his voice proclaimed it. 

“ See what you hat's done for your only son,” he cried, 

Humphrey held out his hand for the letter, took it and 
turned his back to the wind. He read it slowly, then re- 
fUrned it^to IVtark. 

“ She means that,” he answered. ** This isn’t the time 
to speak to you. I know all that’s moving in you, and I 
guess how hard life looks. But I warn you : be just. I’m 
used to be misread by the people and care nought ; but I’d 
not like for you to misread me. You think that I’ve done , 
this.” 

“ I know you have— and done it with fnalice afore- 
thought too. The only tilling I’ve ever loved in life — the 
only thing that ever corned into my days'to make ’em 
worth living — ^and you go t6 work behind my back to take 
it away from me. And me as good a son to you as my 
nature would allow — always — always.” 

“As good a son as ne^ be •hoped for — I grant that. 
But show a little more sense in this. Use your brains, of 
which you’ve gbt too many for your happiness, and see 
the truth. Can a father choke a girl off a man if she loves 
the man ? * Was it ever heard that mother or father 
stopped em or daugHter from loving ? ’Tis against* 
nature, and nought 1 could have said, and nought 1 could 
have done would have come between her and your— never, 
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if she’d loved you worth a curse. But she ^dn’t. She 
, loved the promise of your money. She loved Che thought 
of being the grey mare and playingiwith a weak man’s 
purse. She loved to^ think on the luture, when I was 
underground and her way clear. And that ho^e would 
have held with her just as strong aftef knowing me, as 
before knowing me. The passing trouble of me, and my 
straight, sour speeches, and^my eyes looking throi^h*her 
.^into her dirty httle Jieart, wouldn’t have turned the gift 
away from you, if she’d loved you honestly. Why, even 
lust of money would have been too strong to break down 
under that — let alone love of man. ’Tis not I but some- 
body else lias sloked * her awray from thee. • And the time 
will come when you may -live to thank your God that it’s 
liappened so. But cnough«of that. I can bear your hard 
%words, Mark ; and bitter though ’twill sound upon your 
ear. I’ll tell you this ; I’m thankful above measure sfce’s 
flung you over. ’Tis the greatest es(fape of your life, and 
a blessing in disguise— for more reasons than you know, or 
ever will. And as for him that’s done it, nought that you 
can wish him be likely to turn out much wc\rse tj^iaii what 
he’ll get if he marries that w^oman.” 

“ Shouldn’t I know if ’twas another man ? She was 
friendly and frank with all. She hadn’t a secret from me. 
’Twas only my own blind jealousy made me think twice 
» about it when she talked with other men.” 

“ But she did talk with ’em and you did think twice ? 
And you didn’t like it ? And you quarrelled — eh ? And 
that was tho^seqpo in you— the^ sense trying to lift you 
above the blind instinct you’d got for her. Would you 
have quarrelled for nothing ? ^ Are you that sort ? Too 
fond of taking affronts and offering the other cheek, you 
are— like I was once. You can’t blind me. You’ve 
suffered at her hands already, and spoken, and this is her 
slap back at you, Ko need to drag me in at all then; 
though I did give her raw sense for her Ainner w^hen she 
came to see me. Look further on than your father for 
the meaning of this letter. Look to yourself &st, and if 
lhat don’t throw light, look afielA” 

** There’s none — ^none more than another — I’U swear it.” 

^ gioA^d'-’^nticed and tempted. 
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•‘*#Seek*a iflan with money and with a face like a barber^s 
image an<5|not overmuch sense. That’s the sort will win 
her ; and that’s the^ort will suit her. And now I’ve done.* 
They walked together and said the same things over 
and over again, as people are prdhe to do in argument. 
Then they sepa^ted in heat, for the father lost patience 
and again declared liis pleasure at this accident. 

VVTicreon Mark cried out against him for a callous and 
Jbruta^spirit, and so left liim, and turned blindly homeward. 
He did not know what to do or hdw to fight this, greaf 
tribulation. He could not* believe it. He cam© back to 
Hawk House at last and found himself in an angle of 
the dwelling, out of the wind. 

•Here reigned artificial silence and peace. The great gale 
roared overhead ; but beneath, in this nook, not a straw 
stirred. He stood and star^ at his fallen hopes adft 
ruined plans ; while from a dry spot beside the wall,^ 
tli^^re came to him t^e sweet, sleepy chirruping of chickens 
that cuddled together under their mother’s wings. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

“I 

T^HILE the desolation of Mark Baskerville came to be 
W leamt, and some sympathised with him and some 
held that Cora Lantern had shown a very proper spirit to 
refuse a man cursed with such a father, lesser trouble 
haunted Cadworthy Farm, for the pareiit of Rupert 
Baskerville declared himself to be suffering from a great 
grievance. 

Vivian was an obstinate man and would not yield to his 
son's demand ; but the situation rapidly reached a clim3.z^ 
for Rupert would not yield either. 

Night was the farmer's time for long discussions T/ith his 
wife ; and there came a moment when he faced the present 
crisis with her and strove for some solution of^the difficulty, 

“ Unray yourself and turn out the light and come to 
bed,” he said to Mrs. Baskerville. He already lay in their 
great four-poster, and, solid though the monster w^as, it 
creaked when Vivian’s immense bulk turned upon it. 

His wife soon joined him and then he began to talk. He 
prided himseJlf especially on his reasonableness, after the 
fashion of unreasonable men. 

“ It can’t go Oil and it shan’t^" he said. “ Never was 
heard such a thing as a son defying his father this way. If 
he'd only given the girl up, then I should have been the 
first to relax authority and tell him he might have her in 
due season if she liked to wait. But for him to cleave to 
her against my express order — ^’tis a very improper and un- 
dutiful thing-^pecially when you take in|o account what 
a father Fve been to the mam” 

And he’ve been a good son, too.” 

, And why not ? I was a goo^ son — ^bett^ than ever 
Rupert was. And would I have done this ? I never 
thought of marriage till my parents were gone.'^ 
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Work was enpugh for you.” 

And s% it should be for every young man. But^ 
nowadays, they thjnk of nought but revels and outings 
and the girls. A p bor, slack-twiste^ generation. My arm 
would liake a leg for any youth I come across nowadays.” 

“ You must remember you’m a wonder, my dejr. Wo 
can’t all be like you.” 

own sons ought to be, anyway. And I’ve a right 
•to demand it of ’em.” * 

“ Rupert w’^orks as hard as a man can work — harder a 
thousand times than Ned.’^ 

“ I won’t have you name ’em together,” he answered. 
^‘.A man’s firgtborn is always a bit different to the rest. 
Ned is more given to reading and brain work.” 

She laughed fearlessly and j;ie snorted like a bull beside 
her. ^ 

4* What are you laughing at ? ” he said. 

At your silliness. Such a sharp chap and so wise as 
you are ; and yet our handsome eldest — why, he can’t do 
wrong ! And Lord knows he can’t do wrong in my eyes 
tieither. Stijl, when it comes to work ” 

Well leave Ned,” answered the father. He can 
w-ork all right, and when you’ve seed him play St. George 
and marked his intellects and power of speech, you’ll be 
the first to say what a ’mazing deal of cleverness be hid in 
him. His mind’s above the land, and why not ? We 
can’t all bo farmers. But Rupert’s a bom farmer, and* 
seeing as he be going to follow my casing, he ought to 
follow my example and bide a bachelor for a good ten 
years more,” ^ ' • 

“ She’s a nice girl, howcSrer.” 

“ She may be, or she may not be. Anyway, she’s been 
advising him to go away from hpme, and that’s not much to 
her credit,” « 

She loves him and hates for him to be here so miser- 
able.” 

He’ll find himself a mi^ty sight more miserable 
away. Don’t I pay him good money ? Ban’t he saving 
and pros;^ring ? WhAt the deuce do he want to put «a 
wife and^children round his neck for till he^s to 

keep his own head above water ? ” 

131 



, ,THE THREE BROT^IERS 

* ''Twas Mr. Lusoombe’s man that’s detertnined him, I 
do think,” declared Hester Baskerville.' ‘‘ Jofjk Head is 
just the sort to unsettle the young, 'Aith his mischievous 
ideas. All the same, I wish to Gqi you could meet 
Rupert. He’s a dear ^ood son, and there’s lots gf room, 
and for my part I’d love to see him here i'vith Milly. ’Tis 
high tiilie you was a grandfather.” 

“ You foolirh women ! Let him bide his turn then. 
The eldest first, I say. ’Tis ^uite in reason that Ned, with 
iiis fashion of mindf should take a wife. I’ve nought 
against that ” »* 

“ You silly men ! ” she said. “ Ned ! Why, what 
sensible girl will look at such a Jack-o’-lantern as liim — 
ble^s him ! He’s too fond of all the girls ev8r to take one. 
And if he don’t throw them over, after a bit of keeping 
c?)mpany, they throw him.over. If you could but see 
Vourself and him ! ’Tis as good as play-acting ! * Theig^’s 

only one lazy man in the w^orld that ypur husband forgives 
for being lazy,’ said Jack Head to me but yesterday, ‘And 
who might that bo ? ’ said I, well knowing. ‘ Why, Ned, 
of course,’ he answers back.” . 

“I must talk to Jack’s master. A lot'’ too^ free of 
speech he’s getting — ^just because they be going to let him 
perform the Bear at Christmas. Bub, when all’s said, the 
wise man makes up his own mind ; and that have been my 
habit from my youth up.” 

“ You think so,” she answered. 

“ I know sp. And Rupert may go. He’ll soon come 
back.” 

“ Never, maetcrf” 

. “ He’ll come back, I tell you. He’ll find the outer 
world very different from Cadworthy.” * 

“ I wish you’d let that poor boy, Mark, be a lesson to 
you. Your love story ran.suent, so you can’t think what 
’tis for a young thing to be crossed where the heart is set. 
It looks a small matter to us, as have forgotten the fret 
and fever, if we ever felt it, but to them ’tis Ufe or death.” 

“ Tliat’s all moonshine and story-books. And my story 
ran suent along of my own patienr^e and goo<K sense — ^no 
other reason. And I may tell you that Mark have took 
the blow in a very sensible spirit. I saw my brdther a bit 
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agCbr-NaJhafl I mean. He was terrible cut up for*boi!li 
of ’em, bejjng as "Isoft as a woman where young people are 
concerned. But 1^’d had a long talk with Mark and 
found him perfectl^^ patient and resigned about it.” 

“ Th| belving * cow soonest foi^ets her calf. ’Tis the 
quiet sort tliat ^on’t make a row and call out their mis- 
fortunes in every ear, that feel the most. It’s out liim to 
the heart and gone far to ruin his life — that’s what it’s 
*done.* You don’t want to •have your son in the same 
case ? ” • • • 

“ Rupert’s very different to that. ’Tis his will against 
mine, and if he disobeys, he must stand the brunt and see 
what life be like without me behind him. When Nathan 
#ent for a sailor, I said nothing. They couldn’t all bide 
here, and ’twas a manly calli^. But Rupert was brought 
up to take my place, owing toNed’s superior brain pow(# ; 
ajj^d now if he’s going to fling off about a girl and defy me*-^ 
well, he may go ; but they laugh best who laugh last. 
He’U suffer for it,” * 

“ I’m much feared nought we can do will change him. 
.That girl be everytliing to him. A terrible pity, too, for after 
you, I neverlsnowed a man so greedy of work. ‘ Sundays f 
There are too many Sundays,’ he said to Ned in my hear- 
ing not long since. ‘ What do a healthy man want to 
waste every seventh day for ? ’ It might have been you 
talking.” 

“ Not at all,” answered her husband. Very far from- 
it. That’s Jack Head’s impious opinion. ^Who be we to 
question the Lord’s ordaining ? The sef enth’s the Lord’s, 
and I don’t think no better of Rupert for saying that, hard 
though it may sometimes^ be to keep your hands in your 
pockets, especially at hay harvest.” 

“ Well, if you han’t going to budge, he’U go,” 

“ Then let him go — and he ban tell the people that he 
haven’t got no father no more* for that’s how ’twiU be if 
he does go.” • 

“ Don’t you say that, master,” 

“ Why for not ? Truth’s truth. And now us will go to 
sleep, if y#u please.” / ^ 

Soon his mighty snore thundered through the darkness ; 

* * B^lvtfi^bellowing. 
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but Mrs. Baskerville was well seasoned to the^ound ; »BBd 
thoughts of her son, not the noisy repose of he<J husband, 
banished sleep. 

Others had debated Vhese vexed questions of l^te, and 
the dark, short days were made darker fo?^ certain sympa- 
thetic people by the troubles of Mark and the anxieties of 
his cousin Rupv.rt. 

Nathan Baskerville discus&'ed the situation wittf Mrs.* 
Lintern a week before ^he great production of ‘ St. George.* 
Matters had now advanced md the situation was de- 
veloped. 

“ That old fool Gollop ! *’ he said. “ He goeth now 
if the eye of the world was on him. You’d 'think Shaugh 
Prior was the hub of the lyu verse, as the Yankees say, 
^Ad that Thomas was the linch-pin of the wheel ! ” 

“ He’s found time to see which way the cat’s jumpimr, 
all the same.,” answered Mrs. Lintqrn. “ Full of Ned 
Baskerville and our Cora now I Says that ’tis a case and 
everybody knows it.” 

Nathan shrugged his shoulders. • 

**Yes — ^well, these things can’t be arrange fftr them. 
The young must go their own road. A splendid couple 
they make without a doubt. They’ll look magnificent in 
their finery at the revel. But I wish nephew Ned wasn’t 
quite so vain of his good parts.” 

Cora herself entered at this moment, and had that to say 
which awoke no spiall interest in her mother. 

‘‘ I’ve fallen in with Mark,” she said ; “ and I was 
passing, but h^^ spoke and ’tis all Veil, I believe. He was 
very quiet and you might almost say cheerful,” 

"‘Thank the Lord he’s got over it then,” answered 
Nathan ; but Mrs. Lintom doubted. 

Don’t feel too stire of t^hat. He han’t one to wear his 
heart, on his sleeve, anyway.” ^ 

** He’s took it surprising well, everybody says,” said 
Cora, in a voice that made the innkeeper laugh. 

Poor Mark ! — but I see Cora here isn’t too pleased that 
he’s weathered the storm so easily.^ She’d havi$»liked him 
to be a bit more down in the mouth.*’ 

I’m very pleased indeed,” she answered. ” You never 
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g 9 .y§ better mdvice than when you bade me write toThiin. 
The truth^s that he’s not made to marry. Tenor bell be 
enough wife for hiq|i.” • 

“ I wonder who'<^il ring it when you’re wedded,” mused 
Natham **No man have touchid that bell since my 
nephew took it up.” 

“ Time enougn. Not that he’d mind ringing for me, I 
believe. Such a bloodless thing as he is really — no fight in 
^him at all seemingly.” • 

If you talk like that we shall 4i>egin to think you’re 
sorry he took you at yoigr word,” said Mr. Baskerville ; 
but Cora protested ; and when he had gone, she si|K)ke 
more openly to her mother. 

• “ ’Tis a very merciful escape for me, and perhaps for 
him. I didn’t understand my own mind ; and since he’s 
took it so wonderful cool, I gtess he didn’t know his miad 
either.” ♦ 

You haven’t heard the last of him. I’ve met the like. 
For my part I’d ratHer hear he was daft and frantic than so 
calm and reasonable. ’Tis the sort that keep their trouble 
jout of sight suffer most.” 

“ I’d ba^ve^forgiven him everything but being a coward,” 
declared Cora fiercely. “What’s the use of a man that 
goes under the thumb of his father ? If he’d said ‘ I hato 
my father, and I’ll never see him again, and we’ll run 
away and be married and teach him a lesson,’ then I’d 
have respected him. But not a bit of it. And to take» 
what I wrote like that I Not even to try and make me 
think better of it. A very poor^spiritedPcliap.” 

Mrs. Lintern smiled, not at the picture of sorrows,, 

but at her daughter’s suggestion, that she would have run 
away with the young man and married him and defied 
consequmces. 

“ How we fool ourselves,” she said. “ You think you 
would have run with him. Yod wouldn’t have run a yard,. 
Cora;. The mpment you found things was contrary with 
his father, you was off him — ^why t Because your first 
thought always is, and always has been, the main chance.. 
You meagjb to marry Jnm for his money — ^you and me 
know that very well, if none else does.” ^ 

The daughter showed no concern at this attaokf 
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^ “ f shan’t marry a pauper, certainly. My fice all 
the fortune you seem like to give me, and I’m nft going to 
fling it away for nought. I do set store by money, and 
I do long to have some ; and so do every other woman in 
lier senses. The only difference between me and others is 
that they pretend money han’t everything, and I say it is, 
and donH pretend different.” 

“ Milly Lusc<^mbe be going to stick to Rupert Baskerville, 
however, though ’tis said liis father will cut him off T’ith a 
shilling if he leaves C^dworthy.” 

Cora sniffed. 

“ There’ll be so much tho more for the others then. 
They Baskerville fathers always seem to stand in the way 
of their sons when it comes to marrying. Mr. Natha*^! 
would have been different if he’d had a family. He under- 
sfends the young generation. Not that Vivian Basker- 
^ille will object to Ned marrying, for Ned told me so.” 

“ No doubt he’ll be glad for Ned to be prevented frdSh 
making a fool of himself any more.” ^ 

Mrs. Lintern’s daughter flushed. 

‘‘ He’s long ways off a fool,” she said. ” He han’t the^ 
man who comes all through the wood and 4>ring8 out a* 
crooked stick after all. He know^s what women are very 
well.” 

“ Yes ; and I suppose Mr. Waite knows too ? ” 

“ He’s different to Ned Baskerville. More cautious like 
and prouder. I’d sooner have Ned’s vanity than t’other’s 
pride. What ^id he want to be up here talking with you 
for ? — Timothy Waite I mean.” 

“ No matter..” * 

’Twasn’t farming, anyway 

Might have been, or miglxt not. But, mark this, he’s 
a very shrewd, sensible young man and knows his business, 
and how to work, and the value of money, and what it 
takes to save money. He^U wear well — ^for all you toss 
your head.” . 

“ He’s a very good chap. I’ve got nothing against him ; 
hut—” 

« ** But t’other suits you bettor^ Well, ha^ie a care. 
Don’t be in no hurry. Get to know a bit more about liim ; 
and be decent, Cora. ’Twouldn’t be decent by no means 
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tm pick up ^ith him while everybody knows you’ve just 
jilted his eousin.*’ 

“ Didn’t do no sdch thing. I’ve got my side and ’tisn^t 
over-kind in you to use such a word as that,” answered 
her daughter sharply. However, you never did have 
no sympathy wj^ih me, and I can’t look for it. I’ll go my 
way all the same, and if some fine day I’m up in tile world. 
I’ll treat you better than you’ve treated me.” 

* Buf Mrs. Lintern was not Anpressed by these sentiments. 
She knew her daughter’s heart suffi^fiently well. ■ • 

“ ’Twill be a pair of you if you take Ned Baskerville,” 
she said. “ And you needn’t pretend to be angered with 
me. You can’t help being what you are. I’m not chiding 
you ; I’m orfly reminding you that you must be seemly 
and give t’other matter time to be forgot. You owe the 
other man something, if ’tis 5nly respect — Mark, I meaiA” 

‘‘ Ho’U be comforted mighty quick,” answered Cor£u 
^^erhaps he’ll let his father choose the next for him ; 
then ’twill work easier and everybody will be pleased. As 
for me, I’m in no hurry ; and you needn’t drag in Ned’s 
jname, for he haven’t axed me yet and very like he’d get 
‘ no ’ fo» his^nswer if he did.” 

Mrs. Lintern prepared to depart and Cora spoke again. 

“ And as for Mark, he’s all right and up for anything. 
He chatted free and friendly about the play and the 
dresses we’re going to wear. He’s to be prompter on the 
night and ’tis settled that the schoolmaster from Bickleigh* 
be going to be Doctor, because there’s noT\^ in this parish 
will do it. And Mark says that after the play’s over, he 
shall very like do the saftie as Rupert and leave home.” 

“ He said that ? ” • 

“ Yes ; and I said, ‘ None can ring tenor bell like you, 
I’m sure.’ Then he looked at me as if he could have said 
a lot, but he didn’t.” 

“ I hope he will go and see*a bit of the world. ’Twill 
lielp him to foffget you,” said her mccher. 

Ned’s the only one of ’em knows the world,” answered 
Cora. “ He’s travelled about a bit and ’tis natural that 
his father«hould put Irffn before all the others and see lys 
sense and learning. When pareou's voice gave out, 
read the 4essons — ^that Sunday you was from home — ^and 
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nobocly ever did it better. He’s a very clisver* maa^ hi 
fact, and his father knows it, and when hi& father dies, the 
will is going to show what his father thinks of him.” 

“ He’s told you so, I suppose ? ” 

Ned has, yes. He ^nows I’m one of the business-like 
sort. I’d leap the hatch to-morrow if a ^proper nch man 
came aldhg and asked me to.” 

” Bemember you’re not the first — ^that’s all,” said her 
mother. ” If you take him and he changes his mind and, 
serves you like he’s s^ffved another here and there, you’ll 
have a very unquiet time of it, end look a very big fool.” 

“ ’Twas all nonsense and lies,” she answer^. “ He 
made the truth clear to me. He never took either of them 
girls. They wasn’t nice maidens and they rushed him into 
it — or thought they had. He’s never loved any woman 
uhtil ” ‘ 

Cora broke off. 

” Shan’t tell you no more,” she continued. “ ’Tis fio 
odds to you — ^you don’t care a buttoh — and 1 shall soon 
be out of your house, anyhow.” 

” Perhaps ; but I shall be a thought sorry for all then\ 
at Cadworthy Farm if you take Ned and set trp wife along 
with his family,” answered her mother. “ Hard as a cris- 
hawk* you be ; and you’ll have ’em all by the ears so sure 
as ever you go there.” 

You ax Sirs. Hester Baskerville if I be bard,” retorted 
<3ora. ” She’ll tell that I’m gentle as a wood-dove. I 
don’t show my claws without there’s a good reason for it. 
And never, miiesi# there is. Anyway, I’m a girl that’s got 
to fight my own battles, since yowtake very good care not 
to do a mother’s part and help q^e.” 

” You shall have the last word,” answered Mrs. Lantern. 

• Crw-Acn^^kestrel, 



f38 



CHAPTER XV 


• 

S OME weeks after Christmas had passed, Mr« Joseph 
Voysey and others m^t at ‘The White Thom* and 
played chorus to affairs according to their custom. The 
great subject of discussion was still the play. It had been 
Otiacted twice to different audiences, and it proved but 
an in^fferent success. Everybody agreed that the enter- 
tainment promised better tllhn its ultimate performance. 
At rehearsal all went well ; upon the night of the display 
^thousand mishaps combined to lessen its effect. 

Joe Voysey sumi&ed up to Thomas Gollop, who sat and 
drank with him. 

“ What with us all being so busy about Christmas, and 
*the wea^heit and Nathan here getting a cold on bis chest 
and only being able to croak like a frog, and parson losing 
his temper with Head at the last rehearsal, and other 
things, it certainly failed. ’Tis a case of least said soonest 
mended ; but I*m keeping thic mask of the French Eagle 
what 1 wore, for it makes a very pretty ornament hanged 
over my parlour mantelshelf.** 

“ In my judgment,** declared Natkaif, “ *twas Jack 
Head that played the^ mischief with the show. After 
parson cooled him do^^at rehearsal, I allow he went a 
bit lighter on his part ana didn’t act quite so forcible, but 
well I knew he was saving it up for the night ; and so he was. 
’Twas all Jack all the time, and even when he was supposed 
to be dead, he must still keep fowling to make the people 
laugh. He*s Jiad a right-down row with Mr. Masterman 
since.** 

“ A make-strife sort of man ; and yet a cheerful man ; 
and yet, ^ain, a very/bbellious man against the powers/* 
said Voysey. 

“ Welji *tis over and it shows, like everything else do, 
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how tnuch may grow out of little,” added Nathafi. ‘‘ Ju^t 
a bit of fun at Christmas, you’d say, wouldn’Ji leave no 
wry great mark, yet — look at it — ho\<r far-reacliing.” 

“ It’s brought the eyes of the county on us, as I said it 
M ould,” replied the parish clerk. “ The Rural Dean was 
liere afterwards and took his luncheon at ^he vicar?ige and 
came to^ the church to see the font-cover ; but Nancy 
Muraford — maiden to the vicarage — waits at table, and 
slie told my sister that his reverence said to Mr. Masttrman ^ 
tiiat we'd fallen between two stools and that the perform- 
ance was a sort of a mongrel beiijveen a modern pantomime 
and the old miracle play, and that the masks and such-like 
were out of order. And IVIiss Masterman was a bit acid 
with the Rural Dean and said, to his face^ that if he’d 
only had to see the thing through, as they had, she was 
suLre that he’d be more charitable hke about it.” 

' “ Us shan’t have no more play-acting, mark me,” fore- 
told Joe Voysey ; then others entered the bar, amodg 
them being Saul Luscombe from Trowlesworthy and 
Heathman Lintern. The warrener was on his way home 
and stayed only for a pint and a few friendly words. 

” You should hear Jack Head tell about the pl(ay^” he*^ 
said. 

” And he should hear us tell about him,” answered 
Voysey. ” Jack, so near as damn it, spoilt the play. In 
fact, innkeeper here thinks he did do so.” 

* “He vows that he saved the whole job from being a 
hugeous failure. And young farmer Waite swears ’tw'as 
Miss Lintern as the Princess that saved it ; and Mr. Ned, 
your nephew, Nathan — he swears ’twas himself that 
saved it.” ^ 

“ And I think ’twas I that saved it,” declared Thomas. 

“ However, enough said. ’Tie of the past and will soon be 
forgot, like a dead man out of mind.” 

“ That’s where you’re v^ong, Tom,” said Heathman. 
“You can’t forget a thing so easy. Besides, there’s all 
that bangs to it. ITiere’s Polly Baskerville, that was one 
of Cora's maidens in the play, got engaged to be married 
on the strength of it — ^to Nick Bai^tt — him asj^aited on 
the Turkish Knight, And now — bigger news still for me 
and mine. Cora’s taken Ned Baskerville ! ” ^ 
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.* •* f 

‘‘I kitew*it was going to happen,” admitted Nithan, 

‘"’Tis a v^ry delicate thing, for she’s only broken with the 
man’s cousin a mAttter of a few months. Her mother 
asked me about it a bit ago.” ^ 

“ You’ve got to remember this,^’ said Heathman. “ I 
should liave been the first to make a row — ^me being Cora’s ‘ 
only brother ami the only man responsible to teok after 
her. I say I should have been the first to make a row, 
for I«vas terrible savage with her and thought it hard for 
her to throw over Mark, just because his father was an okl 
carmudgeon. But seeing ]iow Mark took it ” 

“ To the eye, I grant you that ; but these quiet chaps 
as hide their feelings often feel a lot more than they show,” 
said Mr. Lusoombe. 

“ He was hard hit, and well I know it, for his father told 
me so,” continued Nathan^ Baskerville. “ My brotlier 
Humphrey, in a sort of way, blamed me and Mrs. LinterrI, 
Aid, in fact, everybody but himself. One minute he said 
that Mark was well but of it, and the next he got to be very 
jealous for Mark and told me that people were caballing 
against his son. I go in fear of meeting my brother now, 
Yor wheg hoihears that Cora Lintern is going to take Ned 
Baskerville, he’ll think ’twas all a plot and he’ll rage on 
Mark’s account.” 

“ ’Tie Mark that I fear for,” said Heathman ; then 
Gollop suddenly stopped him. 

“ Hush ! ” he cried, and held up his hand. After 
brief silence, however, he begged young Xintern to proceed. 

“ Beg your pardon,” he said. “ I •tlibught I heard 
something,” • 

“ I fear for Mark,” cqptinued the other, “ because I 
happen to know that he still secretly hoped a bit. I don’t 
like my sister Cora none too well, and I reckon Mark’s 
worth a million of her, and I told him I was glad to see him 
so cheerful about it. ‘ You’m!*very wise to keep up youi 
pecker, Mark,^ I said to the man ; ‘ because eho’m not 
your sort really. I know her better than you do and can 
testify to it.’ But he said I mustn’t talk so, and he told 
me, very private, that Jtfe hadn’t gived up all hope. Poor 
chap, I can let it out now, for he knows ’tis all over now, 

* While she’s free, there’s a chance,’ he told me. ^ I won’t 
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never think/ he said, * that all that’s passed bet\(^een ns«is 
to be blown away at a breath of trouble like this/ That’s 
Ixow he put it, and I could see by the hbllow, wisht state of 
his eyes and his nerves^ all ajolt, that he’d been through a 
terrible lot.” ^ 

' ** He*d built on her coming round, jjoor fellow — eh ? 

That’s Why he put such a brave face on it then,” mur- 
mured Nathai . 

Then Voysey spoke again. •* « \ 

• As it happens, I Hcan teU you the latest thing about 
him,” he said. ” I was to work two days agone ’pon the 
edge of our garden, doing nought in particular because the 
frost was got in the ground and you couldn’t put a spade 
in. But I was busy as a bee according to my wont — tying 
up pea-sticks I think ’twas, or setting a rat-trap, or some 
stfch thing — ^when who shodld pass down t’other side of 
the hedge but Mark Baskerville. Us fell into talk about 
the play, and I took him down to my house to show him 
where my granddarter had stuck the £a8k what made me 
into the French Eagle. Then I said there were changes in 
the air, and he said so too. 1 remarked as Rupert Basker-^ 
ville had left Cad worthy and gone to work at the liee Moor 
china clay, and he said ‘ Yes ; and I be going too.* ‘ Never ! ’ 

I said. ‘ What’ll Mr. Humphrey do without you ? ’ But 
he didn’t know or care. ‘Who ever will ring your bell 
wken you’re gone ? ’ I asked him, and — — ” 

^ * Thomas GoUop again interrupted. 

“ ’Tis a terrU>le queer thing you should name the bell, 
Joe,” he said, foir I’ll take my oath somebody’s ringing it 
now ! ” ♦ 

“ Binging the bell I What the talking of ? ” asked 
Heathman. ” Why, ’tis hard on ten o’clock.” 

“Yet I’m right.” 

At this moment Saul Xiuscombe, who had set out a 
minute sooner, returned. 

“ Who’s ago ? ” he asked. “ The beU’s telUng.” 

They crowded to the door, stood under the clear stillness 
of night, and heard the bell. At intervals of a minute the 
d^p, sonorous note throbbed froniWof t where the churoh 
tower rose against the stars. 

“There’s nobody sick to death that I knov^, about/* 
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B»id Natlian# “ 'Twill be Mark rid|ging, no doubt. “NoAe 
touches tenor bell but him.” 

Mr* Luscombe rrfinounted his pony. • 

“ Cold bites shrewd after your bar, Nathan. Good 
night, aouls* Us shall hear who ’ws t9-mQrrow,” 

The bell tolled thrice more ; then it stopped. 

Bide a minute and I’ll come back,” said Mf. GoUop. 

I can’t sleep this night without knowing who ’tis. A 
very •terrible sudden seisilre, for certain. Eliza may 
know.” • • 

He crossed the road and entered his own house, which 
stood against the churchyard wall. They waited and he 
returned in a minute. 

” She kno^s nought,” he said. Mark dropped in a 
little bit ago and axed for t^ key. * What do ’e want in 
belfry now, Mr. Baskerville r ’ she axed him. ^ Passlhg 
hell,’ he said ; and Eliza was aU agog, of course, for ’twas 
^e first she’d heard of it* * What’s the name ? ’ she said ; 
but he answered nought and went down the steps and 
away. A minute after the bell began. 

, ” ’Tis over now, anyway. I’ll step across and meet 
Mark,”«aid*Mr. Baskerville. 

One or two others accompanied him ; but there was no 
sign of the ringer. Then, led by Gollop, they entered the 
silent church and shouted. 

“ Where be you, Mark Baskerville, and who’s dead ? ” 
cried Gollop. 

In the belfry profound silence reigned^ and the ropes 
hanging from their places above, toucheSi the men as they 
gro]^ in the darkness.’ 

” He’s gone, anyway,” declared Nathan. Then suddenly 
a man’s boot rubbed against his face. The impact moved 
it a moment ; but it swung back heavily again. 

The innkeeper yelled idou^, while Gollop fetched a 
lantern and Ughtra it. Then they found that Mark 
Baskerville had fastened a length of stout cord to the 
geat rope of the tenor bell at twenty feet above the floor. 
Be had mounted a laMer, dram a tight loop round his 
neck, jumped into the mr, and so destroyed himself. , 
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CHAPTER XVI 

C 1EBTAIN human ^st lay in a place set apart from 
^ the main churchyard of St. Edward’s. Here new- 
born babies, that had perished before admission into the 
Christian faith, were buried, because the ministers of the 
church felt doubtful as to the salving of these unbaptised 
ones in another world. Tho^^spot was known as ‘ Chriso- 
njSrs’ Hill,’ a name descend^ from ancient use. By 
chrisom-cloths were first understood the anointed whit^ 
garments put upon babes at baptisift ; and afterwards 
they came to mean the robes of the newly baptised. 
Infants were also shrouded in them if they perished a 
month after baptism ; while a chrisom-child, <jr chrisomer,# 
signified one who thus untimely died. • 

Among these fallen buds the late vicar of the parish had 
also burled a woman who took her own life ; and Thomas 
GoUop, nothing doubting but that here, and only here, the 
body of Mark Baskerville might decently be laid, took it 
"upon himself to dig the grave on Chrisomers’ Hill. But 
the ground was.vefy hard and Thomas no longer possessed 
his old-time strength of arm. Therefore a young man 
helped him, and during the intervals of labour, the elder 
related incidents connected with past interments. Some 
belonged to his own recollection ; others had been handed 
down by liis father. 

** And touching these cbilder took off afore the holy 
water saved ’em, my parent held the old story of the 
Heath Hounds,” concluded Thomas. “ And there might 
be more in it than us later-day mortals have a right to deny. 
For my father solemnly swore that he’d heard ’em in 
winter gloamings hurrying through the air, ftr all the 
world like a flock of iught-flying birds, and barking like 
*Tgood uns in full cry after the Bowl. ’Tis Satan t|at keeps 
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’em* out of tfte joys of Paradise ; bit only for a time, you 
must know, befiaupe these here babbies never done a 
stroke of wrong, being too young for it ; and therefore, fn 
right and reason, they will be catjbhed up into heaven at 
the las^” 

“ But no doubt ’tis different if a human takes |heir own 
life,” said the young man. 

“ Different altogether,” declared Mr. Gtollop. “ To take 
• your ^wn life be to go to a ^arty afore you’m invited — a 
very presumpshuss and pushing tlung, to say the leasf. 
No charity will cover it. •For argument’s sake, we’ll say 
as I cut my throat, and then I stand afore the Throne of 
Grace so soon as the life be out of me. ‘ Who be you ? ’ 
siiys the A’idighty. ‘ Thomas Gollop, your Reverence,’ 
says I. Then they fetch th^ Books and it all comes out 
that I’ve took the law of life into my own hands and ups^t 
<^e record and made a far-reaching mess of everything ; 
because you must k^^ow you can’t live to yourself alone, and 
if you lay hands on your body, you be upsetting other 
lives beside your own, and making trouble in the next 
^orld so well as this. So down I go to the bad place — 
and very w^ll I should deserve it. I can’t be sure of 
Masterman, but he’ll hardly have the face to treat this 
rash corpse like a God-fearing creature, I should hope. 
The parish will ring with it if he do.” 

“ Crowner’s sitting now over to the * White Thom,’ ” 
said Tom’s assistant. 

“ Yes ; and since Jack Head’s ’pon thp jury, there’ll be 
no paltering with truth. 1 hate the man and have little 
good to say of him as general thing ; but there’s no 
nonsense to him, and though he’s oftener wrong than any 
chap I know, he won’t be wrong to-day, for he told me 
nought would shake him. ’Tis the feeble-minded fashion 
to say that them that kill thepiselves be daft. They al- 
ways bring it in so. Why ? Because the dust shall cheat 
justice and geUso good Christian burial as the best among 
us. But Head won’t have that. He’s all for bringing it 
in naked suicide withoi^ any truckling or hedging. The 
young maaa was sane ae^e, and took his life with malioe 
aforethought ; and so he must lie ’pon Chrisomers’ Hill 
with the doubtfuls, not along with the certainties.” 
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As he spoke somebdiy approached, and Nrffchan Baskep^ 
ville, clad in black, stoc^ beside them. * 

* I want you, GoUop,*’ he said. “ Who are you digging 
for here ? Tis long si^ice dirisomers’ Hill was opened,” 

“For Mark Baskorville,” answered the sexton ^toutly* 
“ ’Tis here he’s earned his place, and heje he’ll lie if I’m 
anybody.” 

Nathan regarded Thomas with dislike. 

“ So old and so crooked-hehrted still! ” he said. I’m« 
glad you’ve had your trouble for your pains, for you deserve 
it. Poor Mark is to be buried with his mother. You’d 
better see about it, and pretty quick too. The funeral’s 
the day after to-morrow.” 

“ I’ll discourse wdth the reverend Mastermtin.” answered 
Thomas ; “ and I’ll also hear what the corener have got to 
s4y.” 

“ You’re a nasty old man sometimes, G< Ilop, and nevgr 
nastier than to-day. As to Mr. Masterman, you ought to 
know what stuff he’s made of by this &me ; and as for the 
inquest, ’tie ended. The verdict could only be one thing, 
and we decided right away.” « 

“ What about Jack Head ? ” • • 

“ Jack’s not a cross-grained old fool, whatever else he 
may be,” answered the innkeeper. “ I convinced him in 
exactly two minutes that my nephew couldn’t have been 
responsible for w^hat he did. And everybody but a sour 
‘and bitter man, like you, must have known it. Poor Mark 
is iSirown overjby a girl— not to blame her, either, for she 
had to be true to* herself. But still he won’t believe that 
she’s not for him, though she’s put it plain as you please in 
writing ; and he goes on hopingiand dreaming and building 
castles in the air. Always dreamy and queer at all times 
he was— remember that. Then comes the crashing news 
for him that all is over an<} the maiden has taken another 
man. Wasn’t it enough to upset such a frail, fanciful 
creature ? Enough, and more than enough. He hides 
his trouble and his brain fails and his heart breaks — all 
unseen by any eye. And then happens ? He rings 
his own pa^ng^bell 1 Was that the work of a^ane man 7 
Poor chap — ^poor chap I And you’d deny him Christian 
burial and cast him hete» like a dog, with thei^r, un* 
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named cfiildffen down under. 1 bli|)h for you. See to liis 
mother’s grave And try and be larger-hearted. *Tis only 
charity to suppose the bitter cold weather be curdliil^ 
your blood. Now I’m off to myfbrother Humphrey, to 
tell hin\|What there is to tell.” 

Then Mr. Nati^an buttoned up his coat and turned to the 
grinning labourer. * 

“ Don’t laugh at him,” he said. “ Be sorry for him. 

, ’Tis rib laughing matter. Fill up that hole and take down 
yonder slate at the far end of the Ba'skcrville row; and put 
everything in order. Our#graves be all brick.” 

He departed and Mr. Gollop walked off to the vicarage. 

A difficult task awaited Nathan, but he courted it in 
hope of future advantage. He was terribly concerned for 
his brother and now designed to visit him. As 
gjirey had seen nobody. 

Vivian had called at Hawk House the day after 
Mark’s death, but Vrs. Hacker had told him that her 
master was out. On inquiries as to his state, she had 
yierely replied that he was not iU. He had directed that 
his son’s® body should remain at the church, and he had 
not visited Shaugh again or seen the dead since the night 
that Mark perished. 

Now Nathan, secretly hoping tlxat some better under- 
standing between him and Humphrey might arise from 
tliis shattering grief, and himself suffering more than any* 
man knew from the shock of it, hastened Jio visit his be- 
reaved brother and acquaint him with ftie circumstances 
of the inquest. 

Humphrey BaskerviUe was from home and Nathan, 
knowing his familiar haunt, proceeded to it. But first he 
asked Mrs. Hacker how her master fared. 

The woman’s eyes were seined with tears and her 
nerves unstrung. 

“ He bears it as only he can bear,” she said. You’d 
think he was a stone if you didn’t ]know. Grinds on with 
bis life^the Lord knom at what cost to himself. He 
lighted hisj;)ipe this moi^ng. It went out again, I grant 
you ; still it shows the nature of him, that m could light 
it. Not » word will be say about our dear blested boy — 
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done* to death — ^that’s j^hat I call it — by that^icfhre-{fU!^ 
bitch to Undershaugh.” • 

' “ You mustn’t talk, like that, Sui^n. ’Twas not the 
girl’s fault, but her cru|id misfortune. Be honest, there’s a 
good creature. She’s suffered more than any ^ut her 
mother knows. No, no, no — ^not Co?^. The terrible 
truth is' that Humphrey’s self is responsible for all. If 
he’d met Mrs. Lintern’s daughter in a kinder spirit, she’d 
never have feared to come into the family and nevet have^ 
thrown over poor Mlirk. But he terrified her to death 
nearly, and she felt a marriage with such a man’s son could 
never come to good.” 

Mrs. Hacker was not following the argument. Her 
mind had suffered a deep excitation and shock, and she 
wandered from the present to the past, 

TJjyev ups and downs of^it — the riddle of it — the in- 
decency of it — life in general, I mean ! To think that me 
and you not above a week agone were dancing afore tJfe 
public eye — Father Christmas an<f Mother Dorothy. 
How the people laughed ! And now ” 

She stared stupidly before her and suddenly began re- 
peating her part in the play. * « 

Here come 1, old Mother Dorothy, 

Fat, fair, plump and commodity. 

My head is big, my body is bigger : 

Doii^t you think 1 be a handsome old figure?*’ 

** And the quality said I might have been made for the 
part ! ” * 

“ You’re light-headed along of all this cruel grief,” 
answered Nathan, “ Go in out of this cold wind, Susan, 
and drink a stiff drop of spirits. I suppose my brother is 
up on the tor ? ” 

Yes, he’s up there ; you can see him from the back 
garden. Looks like an image — a, stone among the stones, 
or a croM^ among the crows. But the firg’s within. He 
was terrible fend of Mark really, though he’d rather have 
had red-hot pincers nip him than show it.” 

, ” m go up,” declared the innkeeper. ^ 

He climbed where his brother appeared against the sky- 
line and found Humphrey bleakly poised, atao^g on a 
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st^na and locking into the eye of tw east wind. His* coat 
was flapping beh^d him ; his hat w^as drawn over his eyes ; 
his nose was red ahd a drop hung from it. He looked 
like some great, forlorn fowd perchep desolate and starving 
here. ^ 

“ Forgive me to coming, brother, but I hadn’t the heart 
to keep away. You wouldn’t see me before ; but ^ou must 
now. Get down to the lew side of these stones. I must 
^speakdio you.” • 

‘‘ I’m trying to understand,” answered the other calmly: 

And the east wind’s morid like to talk sense to me than 
ever you will.” 

“ Don’t say that. We often court physical trouble our- 
selves when are driven frantic with mental trouble. 1 
know that. I’ve suffered too in my time ; though maybe 
none of the living — but one-^will ever know how mucH. 
tot ’tis senseless to risk your own life here and fling open 
your lungs to the east wind because your dear son has gone. 
Remember* ’tis no grSat ill to die, Humphrey.” 

“ Then why do you ask me to be thoughtful to live ? ” 

“ I mean we mustn’t mourn over Mark for himself — 
only his Ipss for ourselves. “ He’s out of it. No more east 
wind for him. ’Tis our grief that’s left. His grief’s done 
his carking cares bo vanished for ever. You mustn’t 
despair, Humphrey.” 

“ And you pass for an understanding man, I suppose ? 
And tell me not to despair. Despair’s childish. Only 
children despair when they break their toys. And grown 
up children too. But not me. I never despair, because I 
never hope. I made him. I created him. He was a good 
son to me.” ♦ 

“ And a good man every way. Gentle and kind — ^too 
gentle and kind, for that matter. Thank God we’re all 
Christians. Blessed are the meek. His cup of joy is full, 
and where he is now, Humphrey, his only grief is to see 
ours.” ^ 

“ That’s the sort of stuff that’s got you a great name for 
a sympathetic and feeling man, I suppose ? D’you mean 
it, or is it j^st the natuiM flow of words, as the rain fallp 
and the water rolls downhill ? 1 tell you that he was a 
good mam and a man to make others happy in bis mild> 
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humble way. Feeble ^ou might call him hdte and thepe. 
And his feebleness er:ded him. Too feeble to face life 
\Vithout that heartlessj^baggage ! ” 

“ Leave her alone, ^ou don’t understand that side, and 
this isn’t the time to try and make you. She’s Jiit hard 
enough.’’ r 

Humphrey regarded his brother with a blazing glance of 
rage. Then his featxires relaxed and he smiled strangely 
at his own heart, but not at ‘^Nathan. • ^ 

“ I was forgetting',’^ he said. Then he relapsed into 
silence. ♦ 

Presently ho spoke again. 

‘‘ My Mark wasn’t much more than a picture hung on a 
wall to some i>eople. Perhaps he wasn’t touch more to 
me. But you miss the picture if ’tis taken down. I 
ifever thouglit of such a tiling happening. I didn’t know 
or guess all that was hidden bottled up in him. 1 thou^t 
he was getting over it ; but, lover-like, he couldn’t think 
she’d really gone. Then something— the woman herself, 
I suppose — rubbed it into him that there was no more hope ; 
and then he took himself off like^ this. For such a woithleijs 
rag — to think! And I suppose she’ll hear 4iis Aell next 
Sunday without turning a hair,” 

Don’t say that. She’s terribly cut up and distressed. 
And I’m sure none — ^none tiiU ever listen to liis bell like we 
used to. ’Twill always have a sad message for everybody 
that knew Mark,” 

Humbug gnd trash ! You’ll be the first to laugh and 
crack your jokes and all the rest of it, the day that girl 
marries. And the bell clashing overhead, and the ashes of 
him in the ground under, me choose the man — let 
me choose the man when she takes a husband ! ” 

Nathan perceived that his brother did not know the 
trnth. It was no momept to speak of Cora and Ned 
Baskerville, however. 

iVe just come from the inquest,” the said. ” Of 
course ’twas brought in ‘ unsound mind.’ ” 

” Of course^instead of seeing^d owmng that the only 
flash of sanitjr in many a life bathe resolve %nd deed to 
leave it. He sane enough. No BaskerviUe was ever 
otherwise, ’Tis only us old fools, that stop here fumbling 
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at the knot, that be mad. The big Kpirits can’t wait to be 
troubled for threescore years and! ten with a cargo of 

stinking flesh. They drop it overmard and *’ • 

His foot slipped and interruptedf the sentence. 

“Taljfi my arm,” said the innkeeper, “I’ve told 
GoUop tnat Mar^ will lie with his mother.” 

The other seemed suddenly moved by this new9. 

“ If I’ve misjudged you, Nathan, I’m sorry for it,” ho 
^said. •“ You know in your heart whether you’re as good 
as the folk think ; and as wise ; S.nd as worthy. But 
you catch me short of sleepito-day ; and when I’m short of 
sleep, I’m short of sense, perhaps. To lie with his mother — ► 
eh ? No new thing if he does. He lay many a night under 
her bosom afOre he was born, and many a night on it 
afterwards. She was wonderful wrapped up in him — 
the only thing she fretted to leave. How she would nuzsfe 
Ijjm, for pure animal love, when he was a babby — ^like a cat 
amd her kitten.” 

“ He promised hef when he was ten years old — the year 
she died — that he would be buried with her,” said Nathan. 
“ I happen to know that, Humplirey.” 

* “ Few J^eej^ their promises to the dead ; but he’s dead 
himself now. Burrow down — ^burrow down to her and put 
him there beside her — dust to dust, 1 take no stock 
in dust of any sort — not being a farmer. But his mother 
earned heaven, and if he didn’t, her tears may float him in. 
To have bred an immortal soul, mark you, is something,.* 
even if it gets itself danmed. The parent of a human 
creature be like God, for he’s had a handTin the making of 
an angel or a devil.” 

“ Shall we bring Mark bi^k to-night, or shall the funeral 
start from the church ? ” asked Nathan. 

They had now descended the hill and stood at Hum- 
phrey’s gate. ' ^ 

“ Don’t worry his bones. Let liim stop where he is till 
his bed’s ready« I’m not coming to the funeral,” 

Not coming ! ” • 

“ No. I di^’t go to my wife’s, did I ? ” 

“ Yes, injjleed you did, Humphrey.” 

“ You’re wrong there. A b&ck hat with a weeper on it,., 
and a coat^, and a mourning hanlmroher was th«re-^not me,. 
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Bury him, and toll hiaown bell for him, but for dk>d’s^ak 0 
don’t let any useful uerson catch th^ir death of cold for 
him. Me and his mid, her — we’ll mourn after our own 
fashion. Yes, her tool: there are spirits moving here for 
the minute. In his empty room she was the pight he 
finished ^t. Feeling about she was, as if #he’d lost a three- 
penny-piece in the bed- tick. I heard her. ‘ Let be ! * 
I shouted from my chamber. * The man’s not there : he’s 
dead — hanged hissel| for love in the belfry. G6 back, 
where you come from.’ Belike he’ll be there afore you, and, 
if not, they’ll tell you where to seek liim.’ ” 

He turned abruptly and went in ; then as his brother, 
dazed and bewildered, was about to hurry homeward, the 
elder again emerged and called to him. 

“ A word for your ear ajone,” he said as Nathan re- 
tWned. “ There’s not much love lost between us, and 
never can be ; but I thank you for coming to me to-d%?^. 
I know you meant to do a kindly^ tiling. My trouble 
hasn’t blinded me. Trouble han’t meant to do that. 
Tears have washed many eyes into clear seeing, as never 
saw straight afore they shed ’em. I’m obliged to yoy. 
You’ve come to me in trouble, though well you know I 
don’t like you. ’Twas a Christian thing and I shan’t forget 
it of you. If ever you fall into trouble yourself, come to me, 
innkeeper.’^ 

’Twas worth my pains to hear that. God support you 
always, brother.” 

But Humph^ev had departed. 

Nathan drifted back and turned instinctively to Under- 
shaugh rather than liis own house. Darkness and concern 
homed there also ; Cora had gone away to friends far from 
the Tillage, and the Lanterns all wore mourning for Mark. 

Priscilla met her landlord and he came into the kitchen 
and fiung his hat on the t%ble and sat down to warm him- 
self by the fire. 

God knows what’s going to happen,” he said. The 
man’s mind ift tottering. Never such sense and nonsense 
was jumbled in a breath.” ^ 
f After a pause he spoke again. « 

** And poor old Susan’s half mad too. An awful house 
of it. Nothing Humphrey may do will surprise jpe. But 
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oijei)less8d word he said, poor chato, though whether he 
knew what he was talking about I cajTt guess. He thanked 
me for coming to him in trouble — tlianked me even gratd*- 
fully and said he’d never forget it! That was a blessed 
thing foj me to hear, at such a time.” 

The cmotiona\^ man shed tears and Priscilla ^Lintern 
ministered to liim. 
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CHAPTER XVII 


.TTUMPHREY BASKERVILLE had sought for’ peaorf 
by many roads, and when^ the final large catastrophe 
of his life fell upon him, it found him trea^ng a familiar 
path. 

He had conceived, that only by limiting the ties of 
the fiesh and trampling love of man from liis heart, might 
#ne approximate to contentment, fearlessness, and rest. 
Ho had supposed that the fewer we love, the less life has 
power to torment us, and he had envied the passionl^S, 
sunless serenity of recorded philosophers and saints. 
He was glad that, at a time when nature has a large voice 
in tJie afiairs of the individual and sways him throug}> 
sense, he had not incurred the customary responsibilities.* 

Chance threw him but a single child ; and when the 
mother of the child was taken from him, he felt a sort of 
dreary satisfaction that fate could strike only one more 
vital blow. He had dwarfed his affections obstinately; 

> he had estimated the power of life to inflict further master 
sorrows, and imagined that by the death of one human 
creature alone* could added suffering come. So at least he 
believed before the event, And now that creature was 
actually dead. Out of the ranks of man, the bullet had 
found and slain his son. 

Yet, when Mark sank to the grave and the first storm 
his passkig was stilled in the father's heart, great new facts 
and information, until thbn denied, fell upon Humphrey 
BaskerviUe's darkness and showed him that even this 
stroke could not Sever his spirit from its kind. 

The looked-for deliverance did not descend upon him ; 
the universal indifference did net come. Instead his un- 
fest persisted and he found the fabric of his fdSrmer dream 
as baseless as all dreaming. Because the alleged saint and 
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th8 &etached phijosopher arc forinl; that mask reality ; 
they are poses only possible where! the soul suffers froit^ 
constitutional atrophy or incurred ij’ost-bite. 

They who stand by the wayside and watch, are freezing 
to deatJl instead of burning healthily away. Faulty 
sentience is not ^blime ; to be gelded of some* natural 
human instinct is not to stand upon the heights. Ho who 
lifts a Carrier between himsejf and life, shall be found no 
^ore than an unfinished thing. His <imbition for detach-^ 
ment is the craving of disease ; his content is the content 
of unconsciousness ; his peace is the peace of the mentally 
infirm. 

A complete <aan feels ; a complete man suffers with all 
his tingling senses ; a complete man smarts to see the 
world’s negligences, ignorances, brutalities ; he endure 
them as wrongs to liimself ; and, because he is a complete 
ttiSin, he too blunders and adds his errors to the sum of 
human tribulation, even while he fights with all his power 
for the increase of human happiness. 

The world’s welfare is his own ; its griefs are also his. 
lie errs and miakes atonement ; he achieves and helps 
others to^achieve ; he loathes the cloister and lores the 
hearth. He suffers when society is stricken ; he mourns 
wlicn the tide of evolution seems to rest from its eternal 
task ‘ of pure ablution round earth’s human shores ’ ; 
he is troubled when transitory victories fall to evil or 
ignorance; in fine, he lives. And liis watch-tower and 
beacon is not content, not peace, but truth. » 

He stands as high above the cowardly serenity of any 
anchorite or chambered thinker, as the star above glimmer- 
ing and rotten wood in a forest hidden ; and he knows that 
no great heart is ever passionless, or serene, or emparadised 
beyond the cry of little hearts, until it has begun to grow 
cold. To be holy to yourself alone is to be nought ; a piece 
of marble makes a better saint ; and he who quits the arena 
to look on, though he may be as wise as the watching gods, 
is also as useless. 

Dimly, out of the cloud of misery that fell upon him 
when his Bdh perished, Baskerville began to perceive an<f 
to feel these facts. He had consoled himself by thinking 
that the only two beings he loved in the whole world were 

>S5 



;iHE THREE BROTHERS 

• * ' . 

gone out of it, and ncfc^ waited together in eternity fer bis 
own arrival thither. \ ^ * 

Their battle was esded ; and since they were at rest, 
nothing further remained for him to trouble about. But 
the anticipated peace did not appear ; no anodyiio poured 
into his, soul ; and he discovered, that for his nature, the 
isolated mental standpoint did not exist. 

There could arise no healing epiphany of mental in- 
difference for liim. ^He might be estranged, but 6b exiles 
himself was impossible. He must always actively hate what 
he conceived to be evil ; he fhust always suspect human 
motives ; he must always feel the flow and ebb of the 
human tide. Though his own rocky heart might be lifted 
above them, the waves of that sea would tune its substance 
^ throb in sympathy, or fret it to beat with antagonism, 
so long as it pulsed at all. 

This discovery surprised the man ; for he had believed 
that a radical neutrahty to humai^ affairs belonged to 
lum. 

He attributed the sustained restlessness of his spirit 
to recent griefs and supposed that the stom would pi^- 
sently disappear ; and meantime he plunged int» a minor 
whirlwind by falling into the bitterest quarrel with his 
elder brother. 

Nathan indeed he had suffered to depart in peace; 
but aa soon as the bereaved father learned that Vivian’s 
son Ned was engaged to Cora, and perceived how it 
was tliis fact had finally killed hope in Mark and in- 
duced the unhappy weakling to destroy himself, his rage 
burst forth against the master of Cadworthy ; and when 
Vivian called upon the evening of the funeral to condole with 
Humphrey, an enduring strife sprang up between them. 

“ I’m come as the head of the family, Humphrey,” began 
the veteran, " and it banit seemly that this here terrible 
day should pass over your head without any of your kith 
and kin speaking to you and comforting^ you. We laid 
the poor youtg man ^ong with his mother in the second 
row of the Baskerville stones. My word ! as GoUop said 
after the funeral, * even in death the Baskorvilles be a 
pushing family ! ’ Our slates stretch pretty near from 
the church to the churchyard wall now.” 
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Thank you for being there,” ejnswered his brother. 
I couldn’t have gone, because of tie people. There was 
no maiming of the rite — eh ? ” J 

“ Not a word left out — all as it should be. Eight young 
men carried him, including a farmer or two, and my son 
Ned, and Heathiaan Lintern, and also my son I^ipert — 
though where he came from and where he went to after 
’twas ended, I don’t know, and don’t care. He’s left me — 
ito better himself — so he tliinlis, poor tool ! A nice way to^ 
treat a good father.” 

“ You’ve lost a son, too, thfen — lost him to find him again, 
doing man’s work. You’ll live to know that ho was right 
and you were wrong. But my son — my mind is turned 
rather rotten o? late. After dark I can’t get his dead face 
out of my eyes. Nought terrible, neither — just, in a worcL 
‘ dead.’ He broke his neck — he didn’t strangle himseli. 
H# knew what he was about. But there, I see it. Gone — 
and none knows wha^ he was to me. He never knew him- 
self ; and for that matter I never knew myself, neither — 
till he was gone.” 

We never .do know all other folk mean to us — not until 
they be snatched off. If anybody had told mo how my 
son Rupert’s going would have made such a difference. 
I’d not have believed it.” 

“ Then think of this house. You feel that — you with 
your store of children and Rupert, after all, but gone a few 
miles away to go on with his work and marry the proper 
wife you deny him. But me — nouglit ^pffc — nought but 
emptiness — no ‘ Good morning, father ’ no ‘ Good night, 
father ’ ; no ear to listen ; no voice to ask for my advice. 
And I’d plotted and planned for him, Vivian ; I’d made 
half a hundred little secret plans for him. I knew' well the 
gentle fashion of man he was — not likely ever to make a 
fighter — and so I’d cast his life m a mould where it could be 
easy. He’d have come to know in time. But he never did 
know. He went out of it in a hurry, and never hinted a 
whisper of what he was going to do* If he’d*but given me 
the ^ance to argue it out with him ! ” 

“ We’ve anted alike, me and you,” answered his brother } 
and it han’t for any man to dare to say that either of us 
was wrong* When the young fall into error, ’tis our 
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boundeti duty to spoa]^. and save ’em if weVe got the poWfer. 

I don’t hold with Rupert 

“ No need to drag Sn your affairs. That case is very 
different. I did not treat my son like a child ; I did not 
forbid him to marry and turn him out of doors.” 

“ Staj* ! ” cried Vivian, gi’owing red, “^ou mustn’t speak 
so to me.” 

“ What did you do if it wasn’t that ? No proi;[d man 
ran stay under the roof where he’s treated like a child. But^ 
Mark — did I forbid ? No.. \ only made it clear that I 
despised the woman he’d set his heart on. I only told him 
the bitter truth of her. If she’d clung to him through all, 
would I have turned him away or refused, him ? Never, 
’Twould have made no difference. ’Twas not me kept 
’^m apart — aS' you are trying to keep apart your son and 
Saul Luscombe’s niece — trying and failing. ’Twas tlie 
proud, empty, heartless female herself that left liim.” 

“ I’ll hear nought against her,” answered Vivian stoutly. 
She’s not proud and she’s not empty. She’s a very 
sensible woman, and this cruel piece of work has been, a 
sad trouble to her. She left Mark because, she felt tlifit 
you hated her ; and would torment her and ^nake her 
married life a scourge to her back. Any woman Tidth 
proper sense and self-respect would have done the like, 
’Twas you and only you choked her off your son, and ’tis 
vain — ’tis wicked to the girl — ^to say now that ’twas her 
fault. But I’ve not come to speak these things — only I 
won’t hear lies told.” 

** You’ve heard ’em already, it . seems. Who’s been 
telling you this trash ? Nathan Baskerville belike ? ” 

“ As a matter of fact ’tis my son Ned,” answered Vivian. 
You must smely know how things have fallen out ? It 
happened long aiore poor Mark died. Didn’t he tell 
you ? ” 

He told me nought. What should he teU me ? Ned 
he certainly wouldn’t name, for be knew df all your brood 
I like your eldest son least — a lasy, worthless man, as all 
the world well knows but you.’^ 

• “ You shan^t anger me, try aa you will, •Humphrey. 
I’m here, as your elder brother and the head of the family, 
to offer sympathy to you in your trouble; and I’ll ax 
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you to leaVe ray family alone. Young men will t)e ydung 
men, and as for Ned, if I be the orJy one that feels as I 
should feel to him, '’tis because I*in the only one that 
understands liis nature and his gifts. He’ll astonish you 
yet, an^ all of us. The bool^ he reads ! You wait. 
Soon ripe, soon rotten. He’s taking his time, and if he 
wants a wife, ’tis only in reason that the future hefid of the 
family should have a wife ; and why not ? He shan’t 
have t# work as I have worked,” 

* “A fool’s word ! What made you^U you are ? Worfc 
and the love of it. Yet y^u let him go to the devil in 
idleness.” 

“ If you’d but suffer me to finish my speech — I say that 
Ned won’t work as I have worked — ^with my limbs and 
muscles. He’s got a brain, and the time be coming when 
he’ll use it.” ' « 

Never.” 

Anyway a settled life is the first thing, and the mind 
free to follow its proper bent. And I don’t say ‘ no * to his 
marrying, because the case is different from Rupert’s, 
and ’tis fitting that he should do so.” 

But gupert must not. And you pass for a just and 
sensible man ! ” 

“ ’Tis strange — something in the Baskerville character 
that draws her — ^but so it is,” continued the master of Cad- 
worthy, ignoring his brother’s last remark. In a word, 
when he found she was free, my Ned took up with Cora 
lintem, and she’s going to marry him. But ’tis to be a full 
year from this sad Christmans — ^I bargained fdr that and will 
have it so.” 

” ‘ Going .to take him ’ ? Going to take your son ! 
cried the other. 

” She is ; and I sanction it ; for I found her a very 
different maiden to what you did.” 

“ Going to marry Ned ! Goihg from my Mark to your 
Ned I ” 

” ’Twas settfed some time ago. Mark Igiew it, for I 
myself let it out to him when I met him one day in North 
Wood. ’Twas but two days afore his last breath, poor 
fellow. Of course^ I thought that he knew all about 
and as it was understood that he had got over his loss very 
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bravely and was cheerful and happy as usual^ again, I made 
nothing of the mattek thinking that was the best way to 
take it,” \ 

Humphrey stared al him. 

“ Go on — ^you’re letting in the light,” he said. ^ 

“ That’s aU — all save this. When I tqjd Mark that Cora 
was goihg to wed his cousin, I saw by his face ’twas news 
for him. His colour faded away. Then I knew that he 
hadn’t heard about it. Accident had kept it from Kim tiH 
the matter was a week old.” 

“ And he said ? ” ' ^ 

“ He just said something stammering like. He was a 
bit of a kick-hammer in his speech sometimes — ^nothing to 
name ; but it would overtake liim now a^d again if he 
was very much excited. I didn’t catch just what the 
^ords were — something >fcbout one of the family having 
her, I think ’twas.” 

“Then he went and killed himself, and not till then. 
So ’twas your son after all as settled him — don’t roar me 
down, for I’ll be heard. Your son — all his work ! He 
plotted and planned it. And lazy I thought him ! Aqd 
I might have known there’s no such thing as kziness of 
mind and body both. Busj^' as a bee damning liimself — 
damning himself, I tell you I A shifty traitor, a man to 
stab other men in the back, a knave and the vilest thing 
that ever bore our name. And you know it — you know 
it as well as I do.” 

“ By God ! ^this is too much,” shouted out Vivian, 
rising to his feetf and towering over the crouching figure 
opposite him. “ What are you made of to say such vile 
things of an innocent man f You see life all awry ; you 

9 > 

“ 1 see a hard-hearted, blind old fool,” answered the 
other. “ You let your Matched son rob you of justice 
and reason and sense and everything. Get hence ! I’ll 
have no more of you. But your time will come ; you’ll 
suffer yet ; and this godless, useless brute — ^this murderer 
— will murder you yourself, maybe, or murder your love 

? f living at the least. Wait and watch him a Uttle longer. 
le’U bring your grey hairs with sorrow to the grave afore 
he’s done with you-'— take my word for that. And as for 
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mOi Bll curse Wm to lus dying day, and curse you for breed- 
ing him ! Wait and watch what f ouVe done and tho 
fashion of man you’ve let loose on th*i world ; and leUthem^ 
marry — the sooner the better — then his punishment’s 
brewed %nd there’s no escape from the drinking. Yes, 
let him eat and dryik of her, for man’s hate can’t wish him 
a worse meal than that,” * 

He ceased because ho was alone. Vivian had felt a 
jfcerribl#danger threatening him, and had fled from it. 

“ My anger heaved up like seven devils in me,” he told* 
his wife afterwards. “ If I’d bided a moment longer I 
must have struck the man. So I just turned tail and 
bolted afore the harm was done. Not but what harm 
enough be donf>. Mad — mad he was by the froth on his 
lip and the light in liis eye, and them awiul eyebrows 
twitcliing like an angry ape’s. ’Twas more a wild beast 
iryi tantrum than a human. ’Tis all over, and no fault of 
mine. I’ll never speak to thicky horrible creature no 
more so long as I li^e — never. And I’ll not %villingly so 
much as set eyes upon him again,” 

“ A very Pharaoh of a man, no doubt,” declared Mrs. 
Baskervilli!, “ The Lord has hardened his heart against 
us ; but He’ll soften it in His own good time. Though for 
that matter ’tis diflicult to see how he can be struck again. 
His all be took from him.” 

Vivian considered this saying, but it did not shake his 
intention. 

‘‘ He’s growed dangerous and desperate, and ’twill be 
wiser that I see him no more,” he answerSdf “ He’s flung 
my sympathy back in my face, and that’s a sort of blow 
leaves a bruise that a long life’s self can’t medicine.” 

“ ’TwiU come right. Time will heal it,” she told him. 

But he was doubtful. 

“ There may not be time,” Im said. “ The man won’t 
live long at the gait he’s going — ^burning away with misery, 
he is. And cal^ himself a Christian ! Little enough com- 
fort the poor soul sucks out of Christ.” • 

Within a^week of this ^incident Humphrey Baskerville 
was seeking his brother’s society again — thing of all 
others least likely to have happened. It fell out that he 
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was*' walking as usual on the waste above <»Ha^k 
when he saw his nep^w Rupert proceeding hastily along 
the distant road to ^adworthy Farm. The young man 
noted him, left his way and approached. 

“ ’Tis well I met you, uncle,” he said. “ Ymyig Hum- 
plirey’s just ridden over to you with a mqfisage from mother. 
Then ]i6 came on to me. There’s terrible trouble at home 
— father, I mea i. You know what he is for doing heavy 
work — work beyond his years, of course. He was chifting 
*grain from the loftj'^nd they found him fallen and insen- 
sible with a sack on top of him. I hope to God it han’t 
very bad. Mother sent off for me, for fear it might be a 
fatal tiling. And Humphrey says my name was on father’s 
lips when they laid him to bed after dcfetor had gone. 
He said, ‘ This be Rupert’s fault. I be driven to this 
heavy work along of him leaving me, and now he’s killed 
me.’ I’m sure 1 hope he’ll call that back, for ’tis a terrible 
thing for me to live under if he died.” * 

“ I’ll come along with you,” sidd Mr. Baskerville ; 
and as to what your father may have spoken in his anger 
at being stricken down, pay no heed to it. He’s like a 
silly boy over these feats of strength, and j>e’d haVe 
shifted the sacks just the same if you’d been there. The 
thing he said isn’t true, and there’s an end on it. He’ll be 
sorry he uttered the word when he’s better.” 

They hurried forward and presently stood at the door 
of Cadworthy. 

“ You’d best knock afore you enter,” said the elder. 
We’re both^ in disgrace here, and come as strangers. 
I had a difference with your father last time we met. Ned 
Baskerville is tokened to that woman that killed Mark. 
I could not hear and keep dumb. I cursed my brothei 
in my rage, and 1 owe him an apology.” 

Rupert knocked at the door, and Ms sister May answered 
it. Her eyelids were red wiCh tears and her manner agitated. 
” How’s your father ? ” asked Humphrpy. 

“ Very bad, uncle. ’Tis a great doubt if he’ll get better, 
doctor says.” ^ 

“ Then be sure he will. I’ve^ come to see Mm,” 

Mrs. Baskerville appeared beMnd May. She was verj 
pale, but appeared collected. 
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Tm sorry — ^teyrible sorry,” she said. “ I’ve told dear 
master that I*d sent*for Rupert ancl for you, Humphrey* 
but he won’t see neither of you. ’Tis no good arguing 
about it in his state ; but I pray God he’ll change his 
mind to-fnorrow,” 

Rupert kissed iSs mother. • 

“ Bear up,” ha said. “ With his strength and great 
couragti he’ll weather it, please God. You know where 
*I am — not five mile away. I’ll come running the moment, 
he’ll see me.” • 

“ And ask him to forgive his brother. I’m sorry I said 
the things I did,” declared Humphrey Baskerville. 

A pony cartidrove up at this moment and Eliza Gollop 
ah’ghted from it. 

She carried a large brown-paper parcel, and a corded bo« 
was lifted out after her. 

I’ve come,” she said. “ Doctor left a message for me 
as he went back-along, and I was ready as usual. How’s 
the poor man going on ? I’m afraid you must not be very 
hopeful — so doctor said on his way back ; but where 
tlffere’s life and me there’s always hope, as my brother 
Thomas will have it.” 

Humphrey and his nephew walked slowly away to- 
gether. At the confines of the farmyard Rupert turned 
out of the road a little and painted upwards to a window 
that faced the east. A white blind was drawn down over it. 

That’s father’s room,” he said. 
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J ACK HEAD entered the bar of ‘ The White Thorn,* 
and was glad to find Nathan Baskerville at home. 

“ I don’t want to drink, I want to talk,” he said. 

“ Then come into my room, Jack,” angwered the inn- 
keeper, and Mr, Head followed him into a little chamber 
jknown as ‘ Mr. Nathan’s office.’ 

” I’ve got together another five pounds,” explained tlie 
labourer, ” and I know you’ll do for me what you do Cor 
all — ^put it by with the rest. We coipe to you, Mr. Basker- 
ville, and we trust you with our savings, for why ? Be- 
cause you han’t a lawyer. You’re the poor man’s bank, 
as I always say, and I only hope you get your fair shares of 
good for all the money you put away to goody Kbr us.” 

“ That’s all right, Jack,” 

Mr, Nathan produced a ledger and turned over the pages. 

This makes twenty to you, and interest three-ten.” 
He wrote a receipt and handed it to the other. 

“ Wish I’d got your ’mazing head for figures ; and so 
I should if I’d lieen properly eggicated.” 

“ I shall have some pretty big money on my hands before 
long, I’m afraid,” said Nathan gloomily. ” Doctor called 
coming back from Cadworthy. ’Tis all over with my 
poor brother, I’m afraid.” 

“ My stars — that mighty man to drop amongst us ! 
Well, he’s had a good life and full share of fortune.” 

“ His own folly has finished him too — that’s the worst 
of it. Would be doing the young men’s f/ork, and did it 
once too oft&.” 


“ A fall, 90 they say* But none appear to know the 
rights seemingly.*’ • 

** Simiple enough* Viviaii canying oats, and 

slipped his foot on a frosty plack Down he came with 
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th« ftack on lUs back. He went insensible ; bat by the 

time young Humplgpey, who was along with him, had 
fetched help, Vivian had oome to again. He crept in the 
house and up to his bed. * ’Tis nought,’ he told ’em, 
‘ just a shake up ; I’ll be right in the morning.’ But he 
wasn’t. He coulin’t rise, and felt a lot of pain to the in- 
wards. Doctor won’t be sure what’s gone, but he reckons 
that the poor man’s ruptured spleen or liver. Anyway^ 
• he’s gSing. Fading out fast — ^and sijjOPering, too.” 

“ Such a mountain as him. I suppose they can’t reach 
the evil. And will all hil affairs come down on your 
shoulders ? ” 

“ That is so. Everything will have to be done by me. 
The boys know nought of business. He’s a rich man — 
I know that.” 

“ A great responsibility, but no doubt you’re up to itf’ 
Not that it will be so difficult either,” added Nathan, 
“ because all liis money was invested pretty much as I 
advised. His wife is joint executor with me ; but slie 
knows nothing. I could have ^vished he’d drawn my 
Iwother Humphrey in and made him responsible ; but 
he never ^as sure of Humphrey, I’m sorry to say ; and, 
as bad luck would have it, just before Vivian met with 
this trouble, he had a terrible quarrel with Humphrey — 
so terrible, in fact, that when Humphrey called, after the 
accident, farmer wouldn’t see him.” 

Nor his son neither. I took hope from that, for if 
a man’s well enough to keep up such a hatred against his 
own kin, it looks as if he was likely to ge? bettor.” 

“ I’m afraid not. I’m going over this afternoon to see 
him and hear about his will. Please God he’ll prove 
softer. ’Twould be a cruel thing if he clouded his gieat 
name for justice at the end by striking from the grave.” 

“ Where should he strike ? 

“ Rupert, I mean. He took Rupert’s going terrible 
to heart, and# when Rupert wrote very properly last 
Christmas and offered his father his respects, and said as 
he meant to marry Saul Luscombe’s niece next spring, 
Hester tells me tlmt my brother pretty well threw t]\e 
doors out of windows, i He went to Tavistock next day, 
and there’s an ugly fear in his wife’s mind that he had his 
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will out and tinkered it. I shall ax him thih evenings and 
try to get him to see sense.’* , 


Elsewhere Hester Baskerville spoke with her husband, 
and found, that he already knew what the do* tor had 
advised her to tell him. <• 

“ You can spare speech,” he said, “ I saw it in the man’s 
eyes ; and I knew it afore he came, for that matter. I’m 
not going to get better. I’m going to die.” * 

“ There’s hope still, but not enough to—” 

“ I’m going to die. Where’s Eliza Gollop ? ” 

“ I’ll call her.” 

“You’d best to hot up the milk he ordered. I’ll try 
to let it down if I can. And give Eliza' pen, ink, and 


paper. 

^ “ Don’t be writing. Lie still and let her read to 3^ou.” 
“You needn’t be afraid. My writing was done to Taip- 


stock afore I came to grief- You’re all right, and all that 
have treated me as a father should be treated are all right. 
There’s tons of money. Where’s Ned to ? ” 

“ He’s goihg to ride in to the surgery for the medicine Jo 
stop that cruel pain.” 

“ Let Humphrey get it. And send Nod to me instead 
of Eliza Gollop. ’Tis him I want-^not her.” 

She pressed his hand and kissed him, and went out. The 
huge form lay still, breathing slowly. A fly, wakened out 
of hibernation by the heat of the fire, buzzed about his 
face. He swofe^and his scarlet nightcap bobbed as he 
moved liainfully. 

Ned came in, little liking to be there. ‘He lacked the 
spirit and mental courage for such a time. 

“ Kill this blasted fly, vill ’e ? Then get pen and ink. 
’Tls a very old custom in our race, Ned, to write our own 
epitaphs when we can. I’ve put mine off and off, along 
of a silly fancy about doing it ; but the time be ripe, and 
my head’s clear.” 

“Don’t say things like that, father. You may get 
better yet. He’s going to fetch another doctor to-morrow.” 

< “Let him fetch twenty — they can do nought. ’Tie 
the last baok-hebl that none ever'^stand against. I don’t 
grumble. I’m only sorry that ’Vwas my own son has 
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etyi<ik hi# father. Death don’t matter, but ’tis a bitter 

death to know the fruit of your loins His work I was 

doing : let him know that — his work. An old man doin^ 
a young man’s work. If Rupert had been here, he’d have 
been slating they sacks. Let none deny it. ’Tis solemn 
truth.” ^ 

Ned knew the extreme falsity of this impressioif, but he 
made no effort to contradict his father. 

“ What I done to Tavistock a month agone, I might 
*have undone afore I went,” contiifued the sick man.* 
“ But not now — not when i remember ’twas his wicked- 
ness has hurried me into my grave. Where be my son 
Nathan’s sliip to now ? ” 

“ Don’t know, father.” 

“ You ought to know, then. Him that I would see I 
can’t see ; and him that would see me I won’t see.” • 

“ You might see him, father, for his peace.” 

‘ Peace ’ ! Damn his peace ! What peace shall he 
have that killed his* own father ? He don’t deserve to 
look upon me again, and he shan’t — ^living nor dead — 
mark that. Tell yqur mother that when I’m dead, Rupert 
bftn’t to sge me. Only the coffin Ud shall he see.” 

The old man snorted and groaned. Then he spoke again. 

“ Have you got pen and ink ready ? ” 

“ Yes, father.” 

“ Turn to the first leaf of the Bible, then, and see my 
date.” • 

Ned opened the family register and read the time of his 
f«,ther’s birth, • • 

“ Born June, died January — and just over the allotted 
span. Let me see, how shall the stone read ? There’s 
good things on the Baskerville stones. ‘Sacred to the 
memory of Vivian Baskerville, of Cad worthy Farm, in 
this parish, yeoman.’ , You can begin like that.” 

Shall you say anything ab#ut being champion of the 
west couiitry at wrestling ? asked Ned. 

“ No, That^^an*t a thing for the grave-^t least, per- 
haps it might be. Your uncle, the great musicker, h^ a 
fiddle cut ’pon bis stonJ^very clever. If ’twas thought 
that the sifveT belt co^ be copied upon my slate— 
But no. let that pass, but a small matter^” 
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Better leave it to us to think about. Uncle Nathan 
will know best.” 

^ ‘ “So he will, then. And we must work in a rhyme, for 
certain ; but first, IVe got a fine thought to put down.” 

Ned waited, pen in hand ; then his father continued to 
dictate : ^ 

“ ‘What it pleased the great I AAI’ — capital letters for 
I AM — ‘ what it pleased the great I AM to give me in shape 
of a body in eighteen hundred and eighteen, it likewise 
Jileased Him to call home again in eighteen hundred and 
eighty-nine.’ How does .that^ound ? ” 

“ Splendid, father.” 

“ Now there’s the rhyme to follow. I want to work in 
* breath ’ and ‘ death ’ if it can be done. ‘ You ought to 
be able to do it, seeing ail the learning you’ve had and 
\Miat it cost.” 

Ned frowned and puzzled. Then, while Vivian groanc^, 
he had an inspiration, and wrote rapidly. 

” How’s this, father ? ” he asked. ^ “ It just flashed in 
my mind.” Then he read : 

Three score yei^rs and ten I kept my breath ; 
bo long I felt no fear of Death, ^ * 

“ It goes very well, but I haven’t got no more fear of 
death now than ever I had. You must alter^that.” 

Silence fell again and Ned mended his rhyme. 

” How would this answer ? ” he asked : 

“ Tliree score years and ten I kept my breath 
And st(vd up like a man and feared not Death.*’ 

** Yes, that’s very good indeed. Now us must make 
two more lines to finish — that is, if we can be clever enough 
to think of ’em.” 

Ned’s pen squeaked and stopped, squeaked and stopped 
again. He scratched put and wrote for several minutes. 

Listen to this, father,*' he said at length, ’tis better 
^ven than the first.” He read once more : 

Yetmow I’m gone, my thread is spun, 

And I know my God will say, ^ Well done * ' " 

, “ The cleverness of it ! And Ijidn’t I alw%ys say you 
were crammed up with olevem^ ? But the last line 
won’t do.” V 
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’Tis the best pf aU, father?* 

“ Won’t do, I tell 5''ou. Who be I to know my God will 
pat me on the back ? Little enough to be pleased witl# 
— little enough. Put, ‘ I hope my God will say, “ Well 
done I ” * ” ^ 

“ You may only hope, but all else know that He will,” 
declared Ned stoutly. 

As lie finished writing Nathan Baskerville entered with 
' the wife of the sufferer. Hester brought a cup of hot milk*, 
but Vivian in his excitement would not taste until the 
epitaph had been rehearsed. 

Ned’s thought,” he said. ‘‘ And I helped him. And 
I shall be premd to lie under it — any man might. Give 
me the paper.” 

His son handed it to him, and he read the rhyme aloud 
i^ith great satisfaction. 

‘ Three ^core years and ten I kept my breath, 

And stood like a man and feared not Death ; 

Yet now l*m gone, my threiid is spun, 

And 1 hope my God will say, ell done ! ’’ ’ 

Ifow’s tlyj/t, Nat ? So good as the musicker’s own in my 
judgment.” 

“ Splendid*! Splendid ! ” declared Nathan. He was 
much moved. He blew his nose and went to the window 
awhile. Then, Vivian being relieved and fed, the inn- 
keeper returned to liim and sat beside liim. Hester 
Baskerville and her son went out and left the brothers 
together. • • 

‘‘ Us’ll talk business, Nat,” said the sick man presently. 

“ And first I want you to know that you’ll have more 
than your trouble for your pains. *Tis a common thing 
with dying people to leave a lot of work behind ’em for 
somebody to do, and never a penny^piece of payment for 
doing it. But not me. There^s fifty pound for you, Nat. 
I’ve scrimped in reason all my life. I’ve ” 

He was stopped by pain. . 

“ Ban’t far off, I rwkon. Can’t talk much more. 
You’ll dp all right andrproper. I trust my widow and 
childer to Vou. My bw Ned be no good at figures, $o i 
look to you,” f 

“ To the very best my power I’ll do by them all. 
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Leave that now. You’re the sort whq isn’t taken un- 
prepared. I want to say a w’ord abbut Rupert, if you’ll 
let mo.” 

Not a word — not a breath ! That book is closed, not 
to be opened no more. You don’t want to add another 
pang to 'my end, do you? Let me forget him, I’ve 
forgiven him — that’s enough.” 

“ ’Tisn’t to iorgive him, my dear Vivian, if you have 
cut liim off with noifght.” 

“ rU hear no more ! ” criedtthe other. “ I’ll think no 
more of him, nor yet of Humphrey. ’Tis they have cruelly 
and wickedly wronged me. ’Tis Rupert have brought mo 
here, and hastened me into my grave ten years afore the 
time, and he’ll have to answer to his God for it.” 

« “ Leave it then — ^leave it and talk of other things. 
You’ll like Ned to take Cora Lintern ? You’ll like that ? 
And I shall do sometliing for Cora. I’m very fond of herf ’ 

They talked for half an hour. Then Vivian cried out 
for his wife and Nathan left him. 

That evening Dennis Masterman came to see the farmer, 
and on the following day he called again. Npne knefiv 
what passed between them, but it seemed that by some 
happy inspiration the clergyman achieved what Vivian 
BaskerviUe’s wife and brother had failed to do. Dennis 
had heard, from the master of ‘ The White Thorn,’ that 
the sick man was passing at enmity with his brother and 
with his son ; but he strove successfully against this deter- 
mination and, before he left Cadworthy, Vivian agreed to 
see his relations. The day was already waning when Ned 
Baskerville himself rode to fetch Rupert, and the lad 
Humphrey hastened to Hawk House. 

Eliza Gollop told the sequel to her brother afterwards. 

” It got to be a race towards the end, for the poor man 
fell away all of a sudden affer three o’clock. Nature gived 
out, as it will sometimes, like a douted car^e. He’d for- 
got all about jevery thing afore he died. Only bis grave 
stuck in bis mind, and I read otct the epitaph till 1 was 
weary of it. Then he went frimtened all of a sudden. 
‘To think o* me lying there alcLe among d&id folk of 
evenings, wi’ nought tout the lolther-birds ♦ squeaking 
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over the graves,’ he said. ‘ You wdh’t bethereimy jjeaf,* 
I*t<Sld him. * ‘ You’ll be up where there’s no sun nor yet 
moon, bathing Wr emrermore in the light of righteousness.* 
Then he flickered and he flickered, and wandered in Ms 
speech, and the last words I could catch was, ‘ What’s all 
this puRker about ? I shall be my own man again in a 
day or two.’ was hollow-eyed a^d his nose growed so 
sharp as a cobbler’s awl, poor dear, and I knowed he’d soon 
be oi^ of liis misery. His wife was along with him when • 
he died, her and the two daughtensw; and poor Hester — 
Hester I call her, for she^let me use the Christian name 
without a murmur — she was cut in half listening to liis 
death-rattle o’ one side and hoping to hear her son Rupert 
gallop up ’pop the other. ’Twas a race, as I say ; but 
Rupert had been long ways off to work, and Ned had to 
find him, and w^hat with one thing and another, his father 
had been out of the world twenty good minutes afore lie 
^ame. He runned up the stairs white from the clay-works. 
But there was only^more clay on the bed to welcome him. 

I left ’em at that sacred moment, as my custom is, and 
w^ent dowm house, and was just in time to see Humphrey 
fiaskerville ride up in hot haste on his one-eyed pony. 

‘ How i? it with him ? ’ he said, getting off very spry. 

‘ I hope, as he could send for me, that he finds liisself 
better.’ ‘ Not at all,’ I answered him. ‘ The poor man 
sent because he was worse, and felt himself slipping away.’ 

‘ Then I’d best be quick,’ he replied to me ; and I broke 
it to him that ’twas too late. * He’s gone, sir,’ I said. 

• lake the dew upon the fleece he be ggiTp. Half an hour 
ago he died, and suffered very little at the end, so far as a 
mortal but experienced woman can tell you.’ He stared 
slap through me, in that awful way he has, then he turned 
his back and got up on his beast and rode off without 
a word or a sign. . liord, He knows ^what that old pony 
must have thought of it alL •’Twas sweating and stagger- 
ing, and, no doubt, full of wonder and rage at being pushed 
along so fastf ’ 



. BOOK II 

CHAPTER I 

1 

TTPON the highway between VJadworthy and the border 
^ village of Comwood there stands an ancient granite 
cross. For many years the broken head reposed in the 
heather ; then it was lifted upon the pedestal again and 
the vanished shaft restored. To north and south the white 
rdkd sweeps by it ; easterly tower Penshiel and Pen 
Beacon, and westerly rolls Shaugh Moor. 

Here, upon a day one year after the death of Vivian 
Baskerville, there met two of his sons, and the conversation 
that took place between them served roughly to record the 
development of their affairs, together with the presei\j> 
situation and future interests of the family. « 

Ned Baskerville was riding home from Cornwood, and his 
brother Rupert, knowing that he must come tliis way, 
sat by St. Rumon’s Cross, smoked his pipe and waited. 
I'he younger bad found liimself forgotten when his father’s 
will came to be read. It was a pious fiction with Hester 
Baskerville that her husband had striven, when too late, 
against his ovm hasty deed. She behoved that near his 
end the dying man attempted to repair this wrong. She 
declared that his eyes and his mutterings both spoke to 
that effect. 

But the fact of disinheritance was all that remained for 
Rupert to face, and in his bitterness he had turned from his 
family and continued to toil at the china-clay works, 
despite his mother’s entreaties and Ned’s handsome 
propositions. ♦ 

Now, however, the case was alteated. After nine months 
of this unwisdom, Milly prevailed rith Bup^ to go back 
to* Cadworthy and take her with ^im. His mother was 
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th£g;il5ful to welcome him home, and Ned did what ^e might 
to further the proepec^t. 

• Rupert stood within sight of marriage, and he and* 
his wife were presently to dwell at Cadworthy. Then 
control oi the farm would be made over by Ned Basker- 
ville to his brother.* 

Now Rupert, in working clothes, sat by the cross. 
Opportunity to see Ned was not always easy, for the elder 
Jived a*life of pure pleasure and oc^pied much of his^ 
time from home. He was only concerned to spend money, * 
but showed no interest in me sciences of administering 
and making it. 

• He rode up presently, stopped, and, bending over, shook 
hands with his brother, but did not dismount. 

“ Hullo ! Don’t often see you smoking and taking your 
ease. Look at my hew mare. Isn’t she a beauty ^ 
Lord knows what Uncle Nathan will say when I come 
down upon him for the cash. And I’ve got another 
unpleasant surprise in* store for him. I’ve bought a horse 
for Cora. It’ll be my wedding-present to her, but she may 
as well have it now.” 

‘^Pity vie couldn’t have all been married together; 
then one fuss and flare-up and expense would have done 
for the lot of us.” 

I shouldn’t have minded ; but she didn’t take to the 
idea at all. Wants to have a fir^-prize wedding all to 
herself. And about time too. I’m sick of waiting.” 

As a matter of fact Ned had found no di^culty in sus- 
pense. With possession of money, life’s boundaries 
considerably enlarged for him, and he became a person of 
increased importance, 

Cora was not jealous, and finding Ned extremely generous, 
she continued content with the engagement. The present 
year was to see her married, however ; but when Natlian 
Baskerville suggested a triple wedding, Cora objected very 
strongly. She intended that her nuptials should be in a 
style considerably grander than those of Milly Lusoombe, 
or Polly Baskerville ; but finally promised Ned to marry 
him, during following jLutumn. - ^ 

“ A nice marc,” admit^ Rupert ; ** she’s got a temper, 
though — ^won’t carry be^. I ^ow the man who used to 
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hei*. She Very near broke his neck for hiin the night 
after Cornwood revel.** ^ 

' ‘‘The horse isn*t foaled that will ever throw me, I 
believe.** 

“ I reckon not. Well, I*m here to meet you , Ned. I 
want to run over the ground. You hate business so bad 
that ’tis difiScult to talk about it with you ; but, all the 
same, as a man with money you must think a bit.” 

“ Uncle Nathan thinks for me. He was paid to.* Didn’;f^ 

* father leave him fifty pounds to be trustee, or whatever 
*tis ? ” - ^ 

“ But you never will look ahead. Uncle Nathan, since 
that bout of bad health last winter, isn’t what he was.* 
Clever enough, I grant ; but he has gof' his own affairs, 
and his own worries too, for that matter. Everything be 
•'safe and proper in his hands ; but suppose he fell ill ? 
Suppose he was to die ? ” ^ 

“ You’re such a beggar for supposing. Never meet 
troubles half-way — that’s my rule, and I’ve found it work 
very well too. I trust Uncle Nathan like the rest of the 
world trusts him. I sign his blessed papers and I get^my 
quarter’s allowance very regular, with a bit ofrmoney over 
and above when I want it, though he grumbles. I ask 
for no more but to be allowed to enjoy life as long as I 
can.” 

“ I’m going to do %his anyway,” said Rupert. ” I’ll 
tell you my hopes and plans. ’Tis right and wise to make 
plans and look ahead and set yourself a task. And my 
task bo to get* Cadworthy Farm away from you for my 
own in twenty years from the time I go there.” 

“I shan’t object — ^be sure of that. ’Tisn’t likely I’d 
make hard terms with my own brother. You go in as my 
tenant at just what rent you please to pay in reason ; 
and you pay me as muchpver aha above the rent as you can 
affoM till the price of the farm is polished off. And 
mother stops with you, and May stops vgth you. Mother 
has her allowance and May has hers, so they’ll be no charge 
on you. And I stop top-^ill Hkn married.’* 

“ That’s all clear, then.” V 

“ Yes ; and wfeat I*m going tadp is this. It seems there 
are things called ideepin^ partKerships— jolly convenient 

m 



THE THREE BRQTHERS 

too. All you do is to find a good, safe, es^ 

, business that wants a«bit of cash. And you put your cash 
in, and just go to the business once in a blue moon and sign 
your name in a book or two and draw your fees, and there 
you are !* Uncle Nathan’s on the look-out for some such a 
thing for a bit of Tny money. And I hope it will be in 
Plymouth for choice, because CJora’s frightfully keen to bo 
near P^jymouth. She wants to make some decent woman 
•pals, naturally. It’s ridiculous such 9 girl messing about, 
in a hole like Shaugh. She^inted at a shop, but 1 won’t 
have that for a moment.” 


“ All the same, I don’t see why you shouldn’t try and 
look out for soinething that w'ould give you a bit of work. 
Work won’t hurt her or you. You must be pretty well 
sick of doing nothing by this time, I should think.” ^ 
Far from it,” declared Ned, “ I find myself quite 
cdlitented. I shall turn my hand to work presently. No 
hurry that I can see.» I’m learning a lot, remember that. 
A great learner I am. The first use of money is to learn the 
world, Rupert. That’s where that old fool at Hawk 
H#use has messed up his life. No better than a miser, 
that man* A spendthrift may be a fool, but a miser 
always is. And so it comes back to the fact that Uncle 
Humphrey’s a fool, as I always said he was — ^a fool and a 
beast both.” 

“ He’s different enough from Uncle Nathan, I grant 
you— can’t be soft or gentle ; but he’s no fool, and though 
he pretends he’s not interested in people, ^he is. Things 
shp out. Look how he reads the newspapers.” 

” Yet now, for very hatred of all human beings — ^it can’t 
be for anylihing else — ’tis rumoured he’ll leave Hawk 
House and g ^t away from the sight of roads even. Susan 
Hacker told mother, not a week agone, that he was getting 
restless to go farther off. Pit/ he don’t go and stick his 
head in Cranmere, and choke himself, and leave you and 
me and a few bther dashing blades to spend his money. 
We ought to be his heirs — all of us, But we*shan’t see the 
colour of his cash, marl*me/* 

" You won’t. He hatp your way of life. But tie’s got 
no quarrel with the re^ of us. You never know with a 
man like him. I’m going over to hiM now ; und I’ve got 
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a tale of' a chap that’s broke liis legs. He may gi^e 'me 

five shillings for the man’s wife. He’s 'done it before to- 
day. ’Tis in him to do kind things, only there’s no easy 
outlet for ’em. Keeps his goodness bottl^ up, as if he was 
afraid of it.” ^ 

“ You’ve got his blind eye, I reckon,^’ said Ned. “ It’s 
all up with me anyway. I look t’other way when I pass 
him. He’ll ne ver forgive me for marrying Cora.” ^ 

^ “ Well, you’d beat to go on and not keep your horse^ 

dancing about no longer.” 

Ned galloped off, and 'his brother, having sat a little 
longer by St. Rumon’s Cross, rose and struck over Shaugh 
Moor in the direction of Humphrey Baske^ville’s dwelling. 

The old man was expecting his nephew and came upon 
the waste to meet him. They had not spoken together for 
Jhany days and Rupert was glad to see the elder again. 

A year had stamped its record upon Humphily 
BaskerviUe, and the significance of ^is son’s death might 
now bo perceived. Mark’s passing left a permanent scar, 
but the expected callosity of spirit by no means overtook 
the sufferer. « 

Man, if he did not delight lum, bulked upoif his mind 
as the supreme experience. It was an added tribula- 
tion that, upon his brother’s estrangement and death, 
one of the few living beings with whom he enjoyed the 
least measure of intimacy had dropped out of his life. 

And now he became increasingly sensitive to the opinion 
of the people qn[i developed a morbidity that was new, 

Mrs. Hacker was his frank intelligencer, and more than 
once he smarted to hear her tell how sensible men had 
spoken ill of him. 

Now he fell into talk with Rupert and uttered the things 
uppermost in his mind. 

“ Well enough in body,*' but sometimes I doubt if my 
brain’s all it used to be. Mayhap in the head is where I’ll 
go first.” • 

Rupert laughed. Not much fear of that, uncle.” 

“You must know*,” answere(S^the other, “that every 
man in^his life to suffer a cefeain amount of injustice. 
tVom the king on his throne to me tinker in his garret, 
there are thorns stuffed in all j^ows. Human nature 
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iftiAinderstands itself at every turn, and the closest, 
life-long friends* often catch their secret hearts full pf 
wonder and surprise at each other. But I — I’ve had 
more than my share of that. The injustice that’s heaped 
upon rae is insufferable at times. And why ? Because 1 
don’t carry my llbart on my sleeve, and won’t jHilter witli 
truth at the world’s bidding.” 

“ ’"Jis only fools laugh at you or grumble at you.” 

You’re wrong there,” answered Humphrey. “ The 
scorn of fools and the snarj of evil lips are a healthy sign. 
There are some men and some dogs that I would rather bark 
at mo than not. But how is it that wise men and under- 


standing menu hold aloof and say hard tilings and look 
t’otiier way when I pass by ? ” 

“ Lord knows,” answered Rupert. “ They’m too bq|iy 
to think for themselves, I suppose, and take the general 
opinion that you’re rather — rather unsociable. You do 
many and many a kind thing, but they ban’t known.” 

“ No, I don’t. I can’t — ’tisn’t my nature. Kind things 
are often terrible silly things. Leave your uncle Nathan 
he do the kind things. He did a kind tiling when my son 
died ; affd I felt it. For warmth of heart there never 
was such another. The trouble that man takes for people 
is very fine to see. I’m not saying he’s wise. In fact, 
I don’t tliink he is wise. To do other folk’s work for ’em 


and shelter ’em from the results of their own folly is to 
think you know better than God Almighty.” 

“ He’s wonderful good, I’m sure. A •godsend to my 
mother. Taken all the business over for her. When 


father died ” 


“ Leave that. Keep on about his character,” said 
Humphrey. “ There’s nought so interesting to a man 
like me as burrowing into human nature and trying the 
works. Now, in your uncle Nathan you see one that has 
the cleverness to make nearly every human being like 
liim and trustfhim. But how does he get Jiis hold on the 
heart ? Is it by shutting his eyes to what people really are, 
like 1 shut my ears to Jack Head’s arguments against the 
Bible ; or«is it by she^, stupid, obstinate goodffbBs, that 
can’t see the weaknes^nd foUy and wickedness and craft 
oL human beings ? ” f 
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He puts a large trust in his fellow-creatures,” answcSced 
Bjipert. ” He believes everybody is good till he’s proved 
’em bad. 

Humphrey nodded. 

' “ True enough, and I’ll tell you what that mlans in 

Nathan. -The real secret of sympathy ift this world is to 
^be a sinner yourself. There’s no end to the toleration and 
^forgiveness and large-mindedness of people, if they^know 
in their own hearts tl^Lt they be just as bad. A wise man 
hedges, and never will be shqpked at an3rthing — why ? 
Because he says, ‘ I may be found out too, some day.’ ” 
Ho broke off and his nephew spoke. 

“ I know you’re just as Mnd, really. By tbe same token 
I’ve come begging to-day. A poor Cornwood chap has had 
a fead accident. Market merry he was and got throwed off 
his pony. He’s in hospital with both legs broke and may 

not recover, and his wife and four cliildren ” 

“ What about his club ? ” t ^ ^ 

” He wasn’t a member of a club.” 

** What’s liis name ? ” ' 

” Coombes.” 

” Drunk too ? And you ask me to take m^^ money 
and help that sort of man ? But I won’t.” 

**' Perhaps, in strict justice, he don’t deserve it ; but ” 

“ Did you ask your uncle Nathan for him ? ” 

” Yes. It shows the difference between you, I suppose.” 
” He gave ? ” 

“ He gave mo *ton sliillings. Tliere’s a nice point to 
argify about. Which of you w^as right, Uncle Humphrey — 
you or Uncle Nat ? You can’t both be right.” 

** We can both be right and both be wrong,” answered 
the old man. 

” Uncle Nat was preaching at the chapel a bit ago, afore 
he had his illness; and &e and Hilly went to hear 
him.” 

He preaebgs, does he ? ” ♦ 

” Now and again — to work off his energy, he says. But 
never no mote will he. His voicl^vron’t stand it, he says. 
Eb chos§*for his text a question, and he said ’twas a simple 
and easy thing, afore we took any vtep Jn life, to ax our* 
selves and say, what would the Lorofdo 1 ” 
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• 

, V Siml)le enough to ask— not so simple to afcwe/.’’ 

He seemed to think ’twas as simple to answer as to ask/’ 
His brain isn’t tuilt to see the ifficulties. Jack Head 
laughs at all these here Tory Christians. Ho says that a 
man cfn no more be a Tory and a Christian than he can 
walk on water, »He says, flat out, that Christ was wrong* 
here and there — right-down ^ wrong. Mind, I don’t say 
so ; but Head will argue for it very strong if you’ll lej, 
him.^ 

“ Uncle Nat wouldn’t hear of that.” ' 

“ Nor would I. I’ve gf>t as much faith as my brother. 
And as to what Christ would do or would not do in any 
given case, ’tis a matter for very close reasoning, because 
we act only Seeing the outside of a puzzle ; He would act 
seeing the inside. To say that we always know what the 
Lord would do, is to say we’re as wise as Him, To to 
^the Bible for an answer to trouble is right enough though. 
’Tis like a story I read in a wise book a few nights agone ; 
for FVfc taken to rSading a terrible lot of books lately. It 
told how two follows fell out and fought like a pair of 
marten-cats over a bit of ground. Each said *twas his, 
and presently they carried their trouble to a. wise king, 
as reigned over a near nation, and was always happy 
to talk sense to anybody who had the time to listen. 
So to the neighbour kingdom they went, and yet never got 
to the king at all. And why not ? Because, so soon as 
they were in his land, they found the spirit and wisdom 
of him working like barm in dough throughout the length 
and breadth of the place. They saw ^ace alive. They 
saw the people living in brotherly love and unity and under- 
standing. '^ey saw the religion of give and take at work. 
They saw travellers 3delding the path to each other; 
they saw kindness and goodness and patience the rule from 
the cradle to the grave ; and^they felt so terrible ashamed 
of their own little pitiful quarrel that they dursn’t for 
decency taka it afore the throne, but made friends there 
and then and shared the strip of earth betiveen ’em. And 
so ’tis with the Bible^Bupert : you bring a trouble into 
the Lord’s kingdom Ind you’ll find, in the g}ear light 
shining tnere, that it ^ckly takes a shape to shame you.” 
’Tis pretty muc^hat Uncle Nat said in other words. 
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But didn’t^ it ought to make you give me ten shillings iof 
Coombes ? ” 

• ‘ ’Tisn’t for us to stand between* the State and its 
work.” 

“ But his wife and children ? ” \ 

“The sins of the fathers are visited^on the cliildren. 
Who are we to come between God Almighty and His 
Jaws ? ” 

Rupert shrugged his shoulders. ^ 

' “ Christ Almighty would have done — what ? ” asked 
Mr. Baskerville. * 

Rupert reflected. 

“He’d have done something, for certain. Why, of 
course ! He’d have healed the man’s broken' legs first ! ” 

“ And that’s what mankind is doing as best it can.” 

And if the man dies ? ” 

“ Then the State will look after Ms leavings.” < 

“ You’re justice itself,” said Rupert ; “ but man’s justice 
be frosty work,” * 

“ That’s right enough. Justice and mercy is the differ- 
ence between God and Christ. The one’s a terrible light 
to show the way and mark the rock and point th% channel 
through the storm ; but ’twill dazzle your eyes if you see 
it too close, remember. And t’other’s to the cold heart 
what a glowing fire be to the cold body.” 

“ And I say that Uncle Nathan’s just that — a glowing, 
Christlike sort of man,” declared the younger fervently, 
“Say so and think so,” answered his uncle. “He 
stands for mere/ ; *and I’ll never say again that he stands 
for mercy because he know^s he’ll stand in need of mercy. 
I’ll never say that again. And I stand for justice, and 
hope I’ll reap as I have sowed^ — neither bettor nor worse. 
But between ray way and Nathan’s way is yet another 
way ; and if I could find it*, then I should find the thing 
I’m seeking,” 

“ The way of justice and mercy together, J suppose you 
mean ? ” c 


“ I suppose I do. But I’ve nevep.known how to mix ’em 
and kees^at peace with my own^onscienoe.. justice is 
fir«n ground ; mercy is not. Manmnows that very well. 
We may please our fellow-ereaturell^with it ; but for my 
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part, 60 fai* as I have got till now, I’m prone to t%ink that 
mer^ be God’s work only — same as vengeance is. For us 
’tis enough that we try to be just, and leave all else m 
higher hands. Life han’t a pretty thing, and you can’t 
hide its ugliness by decorating it with doubtful mercies, 
that may look beautiful to the eye but won’t stand the 
stark light of right.^ 

“ Justice makes goodness a bit hard at the edges, how- 
ever,” answered liis nephew. “ And when all’s said, if 
^ mercy be such treacherous ground, \fho can deny that* 
justice may give way under ais too now and again ? ” 

They now stood at the door of Hawk House. ' 

“ Enter in,” said Mr. Baskerville. “ You argue well, 
and there’s a lot in what you say. And words come all to 
this, as the rivers come all to the sea, that we know nothing, 
outside Revelation. And now let’s talk about your affairs* 
When is your marriage going to be ? Has Milly Luscombe 
sf#d she Wyants me to come to it ? Answer the truth,” 



CHAPTER II 

'TlENNIS MASTtRMAN took the opportunity that* 
^ offered after a service to meet his parish clerk and 
perambulate the churchyard. For the vicar’s sister had 
pointed out that the burying-ground of St. Edward’s was 
ill-kept and choked with weeds, 

Overliead the bells made mighty riot. Two weddings 
<iad just been celebrated, and the ringers were doing their 
best. 

** With spring here again, this place will be a scandrfi,” 
said Dennis. “ You must set to werk in earnest, Gollop, 
and if it’s more than you can do single-handed, you’d 
better get help.” 

“ Hay is hay,” answered the other ; “ and the Revewnd 
Valletort was above any fidgets like what £>me people 
suffer from nowadays. He h^ the churchyard hay as his 
right in his opinion, and, given a good year, us made a 
tidy little rick for him. * flesh is grass,’ he used to say 
in his wise fashion, ‘ and grass is not the less grass because 
it comes off a man’s grave,’ ” 

I think differently. To make hay in a churchyard, 
Thomas, is very bad form, and shows a lack of proper 
and delicate feeling. Anyway, there’s to be a thorough 
clean up. We’ve got a lot of very interesting graves here, 
and when people come and ask to see the churchyard I 
don’t like wading through a foot of weeds. Where’s the 
fainous tomb with the music book and bass viol on it ? 

I wanted to show it to a man only last week, and couldn’t 
find it” c. 

Mr. Gollop led the way and^ indicated a slate amid the 
Basterville monuments. | 
f *'Tbere ’tis. A fiddle and anibpen book ; V^nd the book 
actually had a Int tA the Old Hundredth— the music, I 
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rndb^n — scratched on it when first ’twas set up. But time 
have eaten that oA, I^elieve. He was a fine fiddler in thc^ 
days afore the organs was put in the church, and then he 
had to ; and he soon died after the joy of playing on 
Sundays was taken from him. He made up his verse 
himself.” 

Mr. Gollop drew back the herbage from this slate and 

read out the rhyme half hidden beneath. 

* » 

** * Praises on tombs are to no purpose spent^ 

A man’s good na.xn% is his own monument.’ 

But a good name don’t last as long as a good slate, w'hen 
all’s said. There’s Vivian Baskerville’s stone, yoU see. 
’Tis a great addition to the row, and cost seven pounds odd. 
And there lieth the suicide, as should be yonder if justice 
h^ been done. But Humphrey Baskerville don’t mean 
to take his place in the family row. Like him, that is. 
Won’t even neighboi* with his fellow dust.” 

“ You oughtn’t to repeat such nonsense, Gollop.” 

“ Nonsense or no nonsense, ’tis the truth. Here’s the 
pl^ he’s chosen, and bought it, too, right up in this corner, 
away from everybody ; and his gravestone is to turn its 
back upon t’other dead folk — ^like he’s always turned his 
back upon the living.” 

Mr. Gollop indicated a lonely comer of the church- 
yard, 

“ That’s where he’s going to await the trump,” 

“Well, that’s his business, poor man.* He’s a good 
Christian, anyway.” 

“ If coming to church makes him so, he may be ; but 
Christian is as Christian does in my opinion. Show me 
a man or beast as be the better for Humphrey Baskerville, 
and I’ll weigh up what sort of Christian he may be.” 

“ Judge nobody ; but get tliis place respectable and 
tidy. No half-measures, Gollop. And you’ll have to 
w^ork out all thSse unknown mounds with a pair of shears. 
They are running togethejr, and will disappear in a year 
or two. And that pde broken slates in the comer had 
better be dlurted away Iltogether* You ought ttT kno\| 
the graves they belong^, but of course you don’t.” 

“ No, I don’t, and m|^re don’t any other living man. I 
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ban’t God Almighty, I believe. *Tis Miss Masterulan 
have put you on to harrying me oift of my seven senses 
this way, and I wish she’d mind her own business and 
let me mind mine.” ^ 

“ No need to be insolent. I only ask you to mind your 
own business. If you’d do that we should never have a 
W'ord.” 

Mr, Gollop grunted rudely. Wlien conquered ir. argu- 
‘inent he always rcServed to himself, not the riglit of final 
speech, but the licence of final sound. On these occasions 
he uttered a defiant, raucous explosion, pregnant with 
contempt and scorn, then he hurried away. At times, 
under* exceptional stress, he would also permit himself an 
offensive gesture before departing. This consisted in 
lifting his coat-tail and striking the part of his person that 
occurred beneath it. But such an insult was reserved 
for his acquaintance ; obviously it might not be exploit^id 
against the vicar of the parish. e « 

Now Gollop marched off to ^The White Thorn,’ and 
Masterman, turning, found that the man of whom they 
had recently spoken walked alone not far off. Weniiis 
instantly approached him. It was his wash to know this 
member of his congregation better, but opportunity to 
do so had been denied. Now there was no escape for 
Humphrey Baskerville, because the minister extended 
his hand and saluted him. 

“ How do you do, Mr, Baskerville ? Glad to see you. 
A pretty pairH)# weddings, and tw^o very popular young 
couples, I fancy.” t 

Humphrey admitted it. 

“ There’s no better or harder-working man about here 
than my nephew Rupert Baskerville,” he said. 

‘‘ So I understand. Not much of a church-goer, though, 
I’m afraid. However, perhaps he’ll come oftener now. 
The bells make the tower shake, I do believe. We’ve 
never had th^ tenor bell rung like your &n rang it, Mr. 
Baskerville.” 

The old man shrugged his 8hoil|ders. 
r “ I alVa 3 ^ fancy so ; but thentel’ ve a right *150 fancy so. 
X was his father. No doubt ’tis ftlly. One pair of hands 
can pull a rope as well as auot£(]r. But *as the heart 
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thin|feth, %o the bell olinketh/ though the hear\ of Inan 
is *generally wroi^. My son would have done his best 
to-day, no doubt, thbugh such was his nature that he’d 
sooner toll alone than peal in company.” 

“ Are you going to the wedding breakfast ? ” 

“ Yes ; not thq^ they really want me, ’Twas only 
because the boys and girls wouldn’t take *no* for an 
answer that I go. I doubt whether they’re in earnest. 
But TiSk glad to be there too.” 

“ Who was the fine young brown fSlow in the Baskcr*'" 
ville pew beside Mrs. Basket ville ? ” 

“ Nathan Baskerville the younger. Called after my 
brother the innkeei)er. He’s just off the sea for a bit,” 

“ A handflonfie man.” 

“ He is for certain.” 

“ Well, I’m very glad to meet you. I was telling Gollop 
that our graves are not worthy of us. Wo must make 
tne churchyard tidier.” 

They •had reached the lich-gate and Dennis held Mr. 
Baskerville’s pony while he mounted it, 

“ Tliank you,” said the elder. 

By th^way, I’ve never called at Hawk House, because 
I’ve been told you wouldn’t care about it.” 

“ As to that, ’tisn’t whether I’d care or not, ’tis whether 
you ought to call or not.” 

“ You’re right. Then come I shall. How about next 
Friday ? ” 

“ I shall be there.” 

” I hear you’re a great reader. Mi! *Baskerville. I 
might lend you some of my books — and gladly would do 
so, if you’d care to have them.” 

“ Thank you, I’m sure. A kindly thought in you. ’Tis 
no great art to think kindly ; but let the thought blossom 
out into a deed and it grows al|ve. Yes, I res^ a lot now 
since my son died. Jack Head is a reading man, likewise ; 
but he reads tj^rrible dangerous books. He lent me one 
and I burnt it. Yes, I burnt it, and told him so.” 

“ Probably you were Mht.” 

No, I wasn’t. He ^owed me very clearly thaji I was 
wrong. Yhn can’t burj[ a book. A bad book £noe ot^ 
in the world is like a stone once flung — ^it belongs to tne 
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devil. but what Jack Head says many tilings, that 
can’t be answered — worse luck.” , ^ 

t “ I wish he’d bring his difficulties Co me.” 

‘‘You needn’t wish that. He^s got no difficulties. 
He^a going w'ith the wind and tide. ’Tis you, nc't him — 
’tis you and me, and the likes of us — ^at will be in diffi- 
culties afore long, I see that plain enough. ’Tis idle to 
be blind. I sh'dl die a Christian, and so will you, and so 
belike will your childer, if ever you get any ; buWll’s in 
'U welter of change now, and very like your grandchilder 
will think ’twas terrible funny to have a parson for a 
grandfather. Jack Head says they’ll put stuffed curates 
in the British Museum afore three generations.” 

“ A free- thought w^ave,” said Dennis. Be under no 
concern, Mr. Baskerville. Christianity is quite unassail- 
*ble. Remember the Rock it’s founded on.” 

“ ’Tis the rock it will split on be the thing to considy. 
However, if you’ve got any books that stand for our side, 
I shall thank you to lend ’em to mt\ Jack’s had it all 
his own way of late.” 

“ I’ll bring some,” declared Masterman. 

They parted, and Humphrey trotted off on Ws pony.** 

Meantime at ‘ The Wliite Thorn ’ a considerabie gather- 
ing had met to discuss the w^eddings, and Nathan Basker- 
viUe, his namesake the sailor, Heathman Lintern, Joe 
Voysey, and otliers enjoyed a morning drink. For some 
the entertainment was now ended, but not a few had been 
bidden to the feast at Cadworthy, where a double banquet 
was planned, aSifi many would soon set out on foot or in 
market-carts for the farm. 

“ One may hope for nought but good of these here 
weddings,” said Voysey- “There’s only one danger in 
my judgment, and that is for two of the young people to 
set up living with the bridegroom’s mother ; but Rupert 
han’t Hester Baskerville’s favourite son, I believe. If he 
was it certainly wouldn’t w^ork. The poor chap would 
be pulled in pieces between mother and wife. How- 
ever, if the mother han’t jealoufv, of him, it may do pretty 
well.” I 

. “ Wfite Master Ned marries, have go a bit 
mrther off/* said the innkeeper. 
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*• How is it brother Ned han’t married already > ” asked 
the younger Nathan* • “ Why, *tis more than a year agone 
since I heard from my sister that he was going to marry 
Heathma^’s sister, and yet nothing done. I’d make her 
name the day jolly quick if ’twas me.” Heathman 
laughed and shook ^is head. 

“ No, you wouldn’t, Nat. You don’t know Cora, 
None T^ll hurry her if she’s not minded to hurry. Ned 
^ has done what he could, and so havol — and so has my 
mother. But she’s in no hajte. Likes being engaged and 
making plans, getting presents, and having a good time 
and being important.” 

“ The autumq will see them married, however,” declared 
Mr. Baskerville. “ I’ve told Master Ned that he’ll have to 
draw in his horns a bit, for he’s not made of money, though 
he seems to think so. ’Twill be his best economy to marrjf 
pf%tty quick and settle down. Never was a man with 
wilder i^eas about iponey ; but Cora’s different. She’s 
a woman with brains. He’ll do well to hand her over the 
purse.” 

V She wants to start a shop at Plymouth,” said Heath- 
man. ” A^hop for hats and women’s things. But Ned’s 
against it. He says she shan’t work — ^not while ho can 
help it ; and as he certainly won’t work himself while he 
can help it, we must hope they’ve got tons of money. 

” Which they have not,” answered Nathan Baskerville. 

And the sooner Ned understands that and gives ear to 
me, the better for his peace of mind.” ^ 

Mr. Gollop entered at this moment. He was ruffled 
and annoyed, 

“ That man ! ” he moaned, “ that headstrong, rash man 
will be the death of me yet. Of course, I mean Masterman. 
Won’t let the dead rept in their graves now. Wants the 
churchyard turned into a picture-ground seemingly. 
Must be mowing and hacking and tacking and trimming ; 
and no more hay ; and even they old holy slates in the 
comer to be cartd off as if they was commdh stones.” 

” Lie low and do nouAt,” advised Joe Voysey. ” ’Tis 
a sort of fewer that tak^ the gentleman off and 92^ He 
catches the fit from his sister. She’ll be down on me some# 
times, with all her feathers up and everything wrong. 
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I must $et to that instant moment and tidy the garden 
for my dear life, till not a blade be cut Of place. lakes to 
see the grass plot so sleek as a boy’s he^ aiter Sunday 
pomatum. But the way is to listen with all^due and 
proper attention, as becomes us afore our bet^rs, and 
then — forget it. The true kindness alfd charity be to let 
’em have their talk out, and even meet ’em in little things 
here and there — if it can be done without loss of gjur self- 
respect. But we understand best. Don’t you never • 
forget that, Thomas. Where^the yard and the garden be 
concerned, you and me must be first in the land. They 
be children to us, and should be treated according. We’vo 
forgot more than they ever knowed about,such things.” 

Others came and went ; Joe and Thomas matured 
^leir Fabian tactics ; Nathan Baskerville, with his nephew 
and young Lintern, set off in a pony trap for Cadworthy. 
The bells still rioted and rang their ceaseless music ; Air 
these new-made wives and husbands^ were being honoured 
with the long-drawm, melodious thunder of a full six-bell 
‘ peal * 
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CHAPTER III 

C ORA IINTERN waited, for Ned Baskerville at the 
fork of the road above Shaugh. Here, in the vicarage 
wall, the stump of a village cross had been planted. Round 
about stitchwort flashed its spring stars, and foxgloves 
made ready, wliile to the shattered symbol clung ivy 
tighter than ever lost sinner seeking sanctuary. ^ 

Upon a stone beneath sat the woman in Sunday finery, 
a®id she was beautiful despite her garments. Ihey spoke 
of untutored taste ^nd a mind ignorantly attracted by 
the garish and the crude. But her face was fair until 
examined at near range. Then upon the obvious beauty, 
like beginning of rust in the leaf, there appeared delicate 
signs of tL*e spirit within. Her eyes spoke unrest and her 
mouth asperity. The shadow of a permanent line con- 
nected her eyebrows and promised a network too soon 
to stretch its web, woven by the spiders of discontent, 
ujwn her forehead. 

Cora built always upon to-morrow, and she suffered 
the fate of those that do so. She wa§ ^ambitious and 
vain, and she harboured a false perspective in every 
matter touching her own welfare, her own desert, and 
her own position in the world. She largely overrated 
her beauty and her talents. She was satisfied with Ned 
Baskerville, but had ceased to be enthusiastic about him. 
A year of his society revealed definite limitations, and she 
understood that though her husband was well-to-do, he 
would never b« capable. The power to earn money did 
not belong to him, and she rated his windy optimisms 
and promises at their jus{ value. She perceived that the 
will and ictellect werejhers, and she knew thfit, once, 
married, he would follow and . not lead. The advanta^ 
of this position outweighed the disadvanta^. She 
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desired fo live in a town, and rather favoured the idfeap of 
petting up a shop, to be patronised by the local leaders of 
. rank and fashion. She loved dress, and believed herself 
possessed of much natural genius in matters sartorial. 

At present Ned absolutely refused any suggestion of a 
shop ; but she doubted not that po^er rested with her 
presently to insist, if she pleased to do so. Ho was a 
generous and fairly devout lover. He more than gatisfied 
vher requirements in^that direction. She had, indeed, cooled 
his ardour a little, and she supposed that her common sense 
was gradually modifying his amorous disposition. But 
another's common sense is a weak weapon against lust, and 
Ned’s sensual energies, dammed by Cora, f(»und secret out- 
let elsewhere. 

So it came about that he endured the ordeal of the 
lengthy engagement without difficulty, and the girl wore 
his fancied sobriety and self-control as a feather in her caf,. 
When she related her achievement io explained 

to him how much his character already owed to her chasten- 
ing influence, he admitted it without a blush, and solemnly 
assured her that she had changed his whole attitude* to 
the sex. ^ 

Now the man arrived, and they walked together by 
Beatland Comer, southerly of Shaugh, upon the moor- 
edge. 

llieir talk was of the autumn wedding and the necessity 
for some active efforts to decide their domicile. Cora 
was for a subqr];» of Pl3rmouth, but Ned wanted to live 
in the country outside. The shop she did not mention 
after his recent strong expressions of aversion from it ; but 
she desired the first step to be such that transition to 
town might easily follow, when marriage was accom- 
plished and her power became paramount. 

They decided, at lengtH, to visit certain places that 
stood between town and country above Plymouth. There 
were Stoke and Haimamead to see. A ^lla was Corals 
ambition — a ^Ua and two servants. Ned^s instincts, on 
the other hand, led to a small 'house and a large stable. 
He owned some horses and took great part of Ms pleasure 
ilpon them. Since possession of her own steed, however, 
< 3 ora’s regard for rimng had dimixi^hed. It was her way 
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to bQ quidkly satisfied with a new toy. Now she s^oki 
of a * victoria,* so, that when she was married she migh 
drive daily upon her shopping and her visiting. 

“ The thing is to begin well,” she said. “ People cal 
according^ to your house, and often the difference betweci 
nice blinds and con^^non blinds will decide women whethe; 
they’ll visit a newcomer or not. With my taste you cai 
trust the outside of your home to look all right, Ned. Ai 
MannaiSlead I saw the very sort of hoi^e I’d like for us tc 
have. Such a style, and I couldn’t think what ’twai 
about it till I saw the short blinds was all hung in brighi 
shining brass rods across the windows, and the window 
boxes was all painted peacock-blue. ‘ I’ll have my house 
just like that ! ’^I thought.” 

“ So you shall — or any colour you please. And I’ll hav< 
my stable smart too, I promise you. White tiles al 
tlyough. I shall have to do a bit m3rself, you know- 
looking after the horses, I mean — but nobody will kno\i 
it.” 

“ You’ll keep a man, of course ? ” 

“ A cheap one. Uncle Nathan went into figures with me 
Iasi week. .^He was a bit vague, and I was a bit impatieni 
and soon had enough of it. ‘ All I want to know,’ I tolc 
him, * is just exactly what income I can count ui)on,’ anc 
he said five hundred a year was the outside figure. Then 
against that, you must set that he’s getting a bit old and 
of course, being another person’s money, he’s extra cautious 
He admitted that if I sold out some shares and boughi 
others, I could get pretty near another one hundred a yeai 
by it. But, of course, we*ve got to take a bite out of the 
money for furnishing and all the rest of it. My idea, as yoi 
know, is to invest a bit in a sleeping partnership, but he 
hasn’t found anything of the sort yet, apparently. He’f 
not the man he was at' finding a|>argain.” 

Here opened a good opportunity for her ambitions, anc 
C5ora ventured Jp take it. 

“ I wish you’d thin]^ twice about letting xn^ start a little 
business. It’s quite a ladgrlike thing, or I wouldn’t offei 
it, but with my natural olevem^ about clothes anj^ witl 
all the timl^ I’ve given to the fashions and that--: 
especially with the hats I can make — ^it seems a pity notftc 
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let Ine ck) it. You don’t want much money to^tart ^v[th, 
and I should soon drav/ the custom.” 

♦ “ No,” he said. “ Time enough if ever we get hard up. 

I’m not going to have you making money. ’Tis youi 
business to spend it. You’ll be a lady, with your oum 
servants and all the rest of it. You’ll «alk about, and pick 
the flowers in your garden, and pay visits ; and if you do 
have a little trap, you can drive out to the meets sometimes 
when I go hunting, ^ Why, damn it all, Cora, I shoffld have , 
" thought you was the last girl who would ever want to do 
such a thing ! ” ' 

“ That’s all you know,” she said. “ People who keep 
hat shops often get in with much bigger swells than ever 
we’re likely to know at Mannamead, <Tr Stoke either. 
They come into the shop and they see, of course, I’m a lady, 
^nd I explain that I only keep the shop for fun, and then I 
get to know them. I’d make more swell friends in my hstt 
shop than ever you do on your horse out fox-hunting.” 

“ I know a lot of swells, for that miitter.” * 

Ask ’em to come to tea and then you’ll see if you know 
’em,” she said. “ ’Tis no use for us to be silly. We’re 
poor people, compared to rich ones, and we ^Iways shall 
be, so far as I can see. We must be content with getting 
up the ladder a bit — and that’s all I ask or expect.” 

I know my place aU right, if that’s what you mean,” 
answered Ned. “ I’m not anxious to got in with my 
betters, for they’re not much use to me. I’m easily satis- 
fied. I want for you to have a good time, and I moan for 
myself to hav6 S. good time. You can only live your life 
once, and a man’s a fool to let worry come into his life if 
he can escai^e from it. The great tiling in the world is to 
find people who think as you do yourself. That’s worth 
a bit of trouble ; and when you’ve found them, stick to 
them, A jolly good mottp too.” 

They spilt words to feeble purpose for another half-hour, 
and then there came an acquaintance, ^mothy Waite 
appeared on his way from Coldstoi^p Farm. He overtook 
them and walked beside them* 

“I ^suppose you don’t want company,” he^said, “but 
J’U lea^e you half a mile further on.” 

**We do want company, and always shall/’ declared 
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Cora* • “ And yours most of all, I’m sure. We’re past the 
silly spooning stage.* Im fact, we never got into it, did we, 
*li]dward ? ” 

“ You di^i’t,” said her betrothed, “ and as you didn’t, 

I couldn’t. Spooning takes two.” 

Air. Waite remainea a bachelor and no woman had ever 
been mentioned in connection with him. He was highly 
eligible indeed, a husband much to be de^sired. He 
«’%n joyed prosperity, good looks, and a refutation for sense 
and industry. , 

% Cora he had always admired, and still did so. At heart 
he wondered why she had chosen Ned Baskerville, and 
-^sometimes, since tjic marriage hung fire, he suspected that 
she was not entirely satisfied of her bargain and might yet 
change her mind. 

He would have married her willingly, for there was that 
in hir practical and unsentimental character which appealed 
to him. He had indeed contemplated proposing when the 
announcement of young Baskerville’s engagement reached 
him. He met Cora sometimes and always admired her 
outlook on life, lie did so now, yet knowing Ned too, 
doubted at iieart whetiier the woman had arrested his 
propensities as completely as she asserted. 

“ The question on our bps when you came along was 
where we should set up shop,” said Ned. 

‘‘ A shop is what I really and truly want to set up,” 
declared Cora ; but Edward won’t hear of it — more fool 
him, I say. He can’t earn money, but thatjs no reason 
^ why I shouldn’t try to.” 

Mr. Waite entirely agreed with her, 

“ No reason why you shouldn’t. If Cadworthy’s to be 
handed over to Rupert and you’re going to live in Plymouth, 
as I hear,” he said, “ then why not business ? There’s 
nothing against it that I know, anti there’s nothing like it. 
If I wasn’t a farmer, I’d keep a shop. Per that matter a 
farmer does keep ^shop. Oidy difference that I can see is 
that he has fields instead of cupbo£gxls and^oses good 
money through the middleWn between him and his 
customers. I«m going to take another stall in Plyi|icfuth 
market after Midsummer, There’s nought like markets 
work for saving cash.” 
u 
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” iSid as nearly half our money will come ifrom rent^ 
that Rupert pays for Cadworthy,, we^ shall be living by a 
shop in a sense whether you pretend to or not/* added 
Cora. 

But Ned denied this. He aired his views *on political 
economy, while Waite, who valutM money, yet valued 
making it still more, reduced the other’s opinions to their 
proper fatuity and laughed at him into the bargain. 

Timothy’s coiXiempt for Baskcrville was not concealed 
He even permitted himsqlf a sly jest or two at the expense 
of the otlier’s mental endowments ; and these thrusts,, 
while unfelt by the victim, stabbed Cora’s breast somewhat 
keenly. Even Timothy’s laughter, she, told herself, waiR 
more sane and manly than Ned’s. 

She fell into her old vice of contrasting the thing she 
liad with the thing she had not, to the detriment of the 
former. It was an instinct with her to undervalul^ her 
own possessions ; but the instinc^ stopped at herself — ah 
unusual circumstance. 

With herself and her attributes of mind and body, she 
never quarrelled ; it was only her environment that by 
no possibility compared favourably withdthat of other 
people. Her mother, her sister, her brother, her betrothed, 
and her prospects — ^none but seemed really unworthy of 
Cora when dispassionately judged by heiself , 

Now she weighed Timothy’s decision against Ned’s 
doubt, his knowledge against Ned’s ignorance, his sense 
against Ne^’g nonsense. She felt the farmer’s allusions, 
and she throbbed with discomfort because Ned did not also 
feel them and retort upon Mx, Waite in like manner. She* 
told herself that the difference between them was the 
radical difference between a wise man and a fool. Then she 
fell back in self-defence of her own judgment, and assured 
herself that, physically^ there could be no comparison, and 
that Ned had a better heart and would make a gentler 
husband. • 

Timoth^ had admired her — she remembered that ; but 
he was caution personified &nd, while he had considered, 
Nddfhad plunged. She strove to see this^as a virtue in 
^Ked, Yet Timothy’s old attitude to her forbade any 
slighting of him. remembered very well how, when he 
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cozigry^tulat^d her on her engagement, he had pointedly 
prafted Ned for one Jbhing alone : his precipitation, A fault 

* at other seasons may b5 a virtue in the love season, 

“ I thought him not very clever,’* said Timothy on that 
occasion ; •“ but now I see he was cleverer than any of us. 
Because he was too iplever to waste a moment in getting 
what every other chap wanted? We learn these things too 
late.” 

He said that and said it with grea{ significance. It 

* comforted Cora now to remember the circumstance. What- 
ever else Ned might not knoit , he knew a good deal about 
women ; and that would surely make him by so much a 
better husband. Then her wits told her the opposite 
might be argued from this premise. She was not enjoying 
herself, and she felt glad when Waite left them. Anon 
Ned rallied her for lengthened taciturnity and even hinted, < 
as jest, that he believed she was regretting her choice. 

They turned presently and went back over Shaugh 
Moor to «drink tea at the man’s home. But upon the 
threshold Cora changed her mind. She pleaded headache 
and some anxiety about her health. 

“ I’ve got a cold coming — else I wouldn’t be so low- 
spirited,” stife said. I’ll get back through North Wood 
and go to bed early.” 

He instantly expressed utmost solicitation and concern. 

”I’ll come back with you, then. If you like. I’ll put in 
the pony and drive you,” he said. But she would neither 
of these things. 

“ I shall be all right. You go in and haw*your tea, and 
don’t trouble. I’U get back by the wood path, and you’ll 
find I shall be better to-morrow.” 

“ ’Tis that flimsy dress that lets the wind through like a 
net,” he said. “ The weather’s not right for such clothes 
as you will wear.” 

But she laughed and told him to mind his own business. 
Then she kissed him on the cheek and went away. 

He stood doulTtful, First he felt moved t^ follow her, 
and then he changed his mu)d. He knew Cora better than 
she thought he did, and he was aware that at the present 
moment she felt perfectly well but desired to be alone.* 

He had not missed the significance of Mir. Waite’s viewer 
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on ids sweetheart’s mind, tliough he had failed to aj>pre- 
date Timothy’s sly humour at his o^vn ^expense. 

* Now, therefore, he let Cora hav'e her will and made 
no furt.her effort to overtake her. He waited only until she 
looked bank, as he knew she would ; then he kissed his 
hand, turned, and departed. q 

She passed along through the forest homeward, and, 
when hidden in \ silent place, dusted a stone and sat down 
to think. , ( 

A wild apple tree "rose above her, half smothered in a great ' 
ivy- tod. But through the darkness of the parasite, i^ant 
sprays of bright young foliage sprang anik splashed the 
gloomy evergreen with verdure. 

Aloft, crowning this gnarled and elbowed crab, burst out 
a triumphant wreath of pale pink blossom — dainty, 
’^diaphanous, and curled. Full of light and pearly purity it 
feathered on the bough, and its tender brightness y^as 
splashed with crimson beads of the flower-buds that waited 
their time and turn to open. ' 

Higher still, dominatitig the tree, thrust forth a crooked, 
naked bough or two. They towered, black, dead, and grim 
above the loveliness of the living thing beneath. 

From reflections not agreeable, this good sight attracted 
CJora and turned the tide of her thoughts. Even here the 
instinct of business dominated any sentiment that might 
have wakened in another spirit before such beauty. She 
gazed at it, then rose and plucked a few sprays of the apple 
blossom. Next she took off her hat and began to try 
the effect of^^ the natural flowers therein. Her efforts 
pleased her not a little. 

“ Lord ! What a hand I have for it ! ” she said aloud. 
Then, refreshened by this evidence of her skill, she rose 
and proceeded to Shaugh. know one thing,” she 
thought, and that is, man or no man, I shall always be 
able to make my living single-handed in a town. ’Tisn’t 
for that I want a husband. And be if^ as ’twill, when 
master Nedefinds a lot more money coming in, he’d very 
soon give over crying out at a*, shop.” 
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CHAPTER IV 


H umphrey baskervu^le buii sought to deter- 

mine his need, and sometimes supposed that he had 
done so. More than once he had contemplated the 
possibility of peace by flight ; then there happened inci- 
d(ints to change fiis mind. 

Of late the idea of a home further from distracting in- 
fluences had again seemed good to liim. More than once 
he Considered the advantages of isolation ; more than once 
he rode upon the Moor and distracted his gloom with 
visions of*imaginary dwellings in regions remote. 

The folly of these thoughts often thrust him with a re- 
bound into the life of his fellow-beings, and those who knew 
him best observed a rhj^thmic alternation in Humphrey. 

After periods of abstention and loneliness would follow 
some return to a more sociable style of living. Prom a 
fierce hectic of mind that sent him sore and savage into the 
heart of the wilderness, he cooled and grew temperate again 
as the intermittent fever passed. 

And then, when the effort towards his kind had failed 
by his own ineptitude and the world’s mS^rust, he re- 
treated once more to suffer, and banished himself behind 
the clouds of his own restless soul. 

Humanity has no leisure to decipher these difficult 
spirits ; the pathos of their attempts must demand a 
philosophic eye to perceive it; find unless kind chance 
offers the key, unless opportunity affords an explanation, 
the lonely but hungry heart passes away unfathomed, 
sinks to the grave unread and unreconciled. • 

Inner darkness turned Bdskerville to the Moor again, 
and he rode^where often he had already ridden :• to 
inspect the ruin of an old dwelling upon the side of a* gre^ 
hill above the waters of Plym. 
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Brilliant summer smiled upon tills pilgrim4.ge, suud as ' 
he went, he fell in with a friend, wh§re Jack He£^ tramped 
the high road upon his way to Trowlesworthy. Jack now * 
dwelt at Shaugh, but was head man of Saul Luscombe’s 
farm and rabbit warren. 

“ A fine day,” said Humphrey as ha. slowed his pony. 

** Yes, and a finer coming,” answered the other. Mr. 
Baskerville was quick to note the militant tone. 

“ Been at youixsilly books again, I warrant,”^ he said. , 

“ There’s one book I could wish you’d read along with 
t’others, Jack. ’Tis the salt 'to all other books, for aU you ^ 
scorn it.” 

Bible’s a broken reed, master, as you’ll live to find out , 
yet.” 

“ No, Jack. ’Tis what makes all other writing but a 
‘^"broken reed. A fountain that never runs dry, I promise 
you. No man will ever get the whole truth out of <he 
Bible.” 

” No, by Gor ! Because it han’t there,” said the other. 

” It’s there all right — hidden for the little children to 
find it. You bandage your eyes and then you say you can’t 
see — a fool’s trick that,” ^ 

“I can see so far as you, ’Tis you put coloured 
spectacles on your nose to make things look as you’d 
have ’em. Your book be played out, master. Let the 
childer read it, if you like, along 'mth the other fairy 
tales ; but don’t think grown men be going to waste 
their time with it. The whole truth is that the book be 
built on a lie. * There never was no Jehovah and never will 
be. Moses invented Him to frighten the folk from their 
naughtiness, same as you invent a scarecrow to frighten 
the birds from the seed. And the scarecrow works better 
than Jehovah did, by all accounts*’* 

” You talk out of your •narrow, bitter books, Jack.” 

“No need to call my books names. That’s all your 
side can do. Why don’t they try to answer ’em instead of 
blackguarding ’em ? ” 

“ ’Tis a great danger to the ptoor that they begin to think 
so much,” ^ 

‘‘ Dcfa’t you say that* Knowledge be the*^ weapon the 
]^or have hem waituc® for aJl these years and years* ’Tis 
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weapon for a poor man. And what wilf it soon 
show ’em ? It’ll show**em that the most powerful thing on 
’ this earth be the poor. They are just going to find it out ; 
then you rich people will hear of something that will 
terrible astonish you.” 

“ You’re a rank Socialist, Jack. I’ve no patience with 
you.” 

“ The:jp you are : ‘ no patience ’ ! But that’s another 
» tiling we men of the soil be going to te^ch you chaps who 
own the soil. * Patience,’ yo^ say. There’s a time coming 
when the rich people will have to be mighty patient, I 
warn you! And if you’re impatient — why, ’tis all one 
to us, for never \^as heard that any impatient man could 
stop the tide flowing.” 

” I believe that,” said Baskerville grimly. “ You’ll pay« 
us presently for teaching you, and clotliing you, and help- 
ing to enlarge your minds. When you’re learned enough, 
you’ll tuyn round, likf the snake, and bite the hand that 
fed you. Gratitude the common soul never knows and 
never will, w^hatever else it may learn. Knowledge is 
poison to low natures, and we ought to have kept you 
ignorant auA harmless.” 

Jack Head stared. 

” That’s a pretty speech 1 ” he said. ” That’s a good 
healthy bit of Christian charity — eh ? Why for should 
you ax so much credit for your side ? Take me. What’s 
the rich man done for me ? A workhouse boy I was.” 

“ And look at you now — ^a prosperous m^n and saving 
money. Who fed you and taught you and brought you 
up 1 The State. Society saved you ; society played 
mother to you ; and now you want to kick her. That’s 
how you’d pay your debts. You take a base and a narrow 
view — dishonest too. The State have got to look after 
the rich as well as the poor. * Why not ? The poor 
aren’t everybody. You’re the sort that think no man 
can be a decenif member of society unless he was born 
in a gutter. Glass prejudices ’tis called, and some of the 
chaps who think tkey’re the salt of the earth, stink 
of it.” . a" 

Class be damned,” said Mr. Head. Oass is all 
and nonsense* There ap only two classes — ^good xben 
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and bad ones. The difference between a duke afad. ine 
bo difference between a pig with -a ring in his nose and^ 
another without one. We’m built the same to the last 
bone in our bodies, and I’ve got more sense tlyin half the 
dukes in the kingdom.” ^ 

“And t’other half have got more sense than you,” 
returned the rider. “ It’s summed up in a word. Class 
there will be, because class there must be. /The poor 
we have always Vith us — you know that well enough;’ 
Your books, though they deny most things, can’t deny 
that.” t 

“ Another of your silly Christian sayings. We have got 
the poor with us — but it won’t be always. So long as we 
‘have the rich with us, we shall have the poor, and no longer. 
No longer, master ! Finish off the one and you’ll finish 
off t’other. That’s a bit of home-grown wisdom, that is 
got from no book at all.” ^ 

“ Wisdom, you call it I And what power is going to root 
out the rich ? How are you clever folk going to alter 
human nature, and say to this man ‘ You shan’t save your 
money,’ and to this man ‘ You shall save yours ’ ? While 
some men and women are born to thrift afid sense, and 
some to folly and squandering, there must be rich and 
poor ; and while men are born to hunger for power, there 
must be war. These things can’t be changed. And you 
can’t say where any man can reach to ; you can’t put up 
a mark and tell your fellow man, ‘You shan’t go higher 
than that.’ ^ 

“ Granted. You can’t say where they shall reach to ; but ^ 
you can say where they shall start from. Half the world’s 
handicapp^ at the starting-post. I only ax for the race 
to be a fair one. I only ax for my son to start fair with 
yours. If yours be the J>etter man, then let him win ; but 
don’t let him win because he’s got too long a start. That’s 
not justice but tyranny. Give every man his chance and 
make everj; man work — that’s all I ask? If a man’s only 
got the wits to break stones, |;hett see that he breaks ’em ; 
and let them who can do better and earn better money not 
grudge the stonebreaker a little over and above what his 
^or wits earn in the market.” 

‘‘ I grant that’s good,” admitted Baskerville. ** Let the 
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help the weak. ’Tvvas Christ found that eiit/not 
you^Socialists.” • * 

“ ’Tis found out anyway,” said Jack Head. “ And ’tis 
true ; an^ therefore it will happen and we can’t go back 
on it. And it follows from that law of strong helping weak 
that nobody ought t6 be too rich, any more than they ought 
to be too poor. Let the State be a millionaire a million 
times over, if you hke — and only the State. So long as the 
hive be rich, no bee is poor.” ^ 

Humphrey did not immediately reply. He was following 
Head’s argument to a still larger conclusion. 

“ And you’d argue that as the strong man can help the 
weak one, so in ^jme the strong State might help the weak 
one instead of hindering it, and the X)Owerful of the earth 
give of their abundance to strengthen the humble and 
feeble ? ” 

Why not ? Instead of that, the great Powers be 
bristling. with fighting men, and all the sinews of the world 
be wasted on war. And it shows the uselessness of the 
Book, anyway, that the Christian nations — ^so called — 
keep the biggest armies and the largest number of men 
idle, rotting^ their bodies and souls away in barracks and 
battleships.” 

Baskerville nodded. 

“ There’s sense of a lop-sided sort in much that you say, 
Jack. But ’tisn’t the Book that’s to blame — ’tis the world 
that misunderstands the Book and daren’t go by the Book — 
because of the nations around that don’t gp by it.” 

“ Then why do they pretend they’m Chrfstians ? They 
know if they went by the Book they’d go down ; yet 
they want to drive it into the heads of the next generation. 
The child hears his father damning the Government 
because they han’t bnilding enough men-of-war, and next 
day when the boy comes hozfle with a black eye, his 
father turns round and tells him to mind his Bible and 
remember that^he peacemakers be blessed.” 

** I could wish a Government would give Christianity a 
chance,” confessed Mr. Baskerville ; “ but I suppose ’tis 
much the 8g;me thing as Free Trade — fine thing S every- 
body played the game, but a wot thing for one 
t’others are all for Protection. 
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*^Th»t’s a lie,’* answered Mr. Head. “We’ve 
Free Trade is a fine thing--*Bingle-hfinded we’ve show'ri it, 
and why ? Because Free Trade’s a strong sword ; but 
Christianity’s rusty and won’t stand the strain no longer. 
We’ve passed that stage ; and if we was to s&rt Chris- 
tianity now and offer the cheek to tke smiter — ^well, he’d 
damn soon smite, and then where are we ? ” 

^ They chatte ’ed on and set the world right according to 
^ their outlook, iii&tinct, and understanding. Then the 
conversation turned into personal channels, and Mr. 
Baskerville, while admitting the justice of much that 
Jack asserted, yet blamed him for a certain impatience 
and bitterness. 

“ K evolution is going to set all right*^and the unborn 
will come into a better world, why get so hot ? ” he 
^*lisked. 

“ Because I’m a thinking, feeling man,” answered tiie 
other. “ Because I hate to see wron|^ done in the name of 
right. And you’re the same — only you haven’t got as 
much sense as me seemingly. I’m useful — you only want 
to bo useful and don’t see how.” 

“ I want to do my part in the world ; but jjjst the right 
way is difficult to choose out among the many roads that 
offer, Jack. You are positive, and that saves a deal of 
trouble, no doubt. The positive people go the furthest— for 
good or evil. But I’m not so certain. I see deeper than 
you because I’ve been better educated, though I’m not 
so clever by nature. Then there’s another thing — sym- 
pathy. Peoplf? *don’t like me, and to be disliked Umits 
a man’s usefulness a lot.” 

** That’s stuff,” answered Jack; “no more than a 
maggot got in your head. If they don’t like you, there’s 
a reason. They’m feared of your sharp tongue, and think 
*tis the key to a hard heart. Then ’tis for you to show 
what they can’t see. I’ll tell you what you are : you’m 
a man sitting hungry in a wheat-field, bemuse you don’t 
know aUd won’t lam how to turn com into bread. That’s 
you in a word.” • 

Trowl^worthy reached and Jack went his way. 

“ Yofi might cotne and drink a dish of tea soxne Sunday,” 
s^^Mr. Baskerville, and the other promised to do so. 
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*«40ieja Huftiphrey proceeded beside the river, and presently 
ascended a rough slope to his destination. The ruin that 
alternately drew and repelled him lay below ; but fo7 
the moment ho did not seek it. He cUmbed to the high 
ground, Wsmounted, turned his pony loose, and took his 
pipe out of his pocket. 

The great cone of granite known as Hen Tor lies high upot 
the eastern bank of Plym, between that streamlet and the 
bog-folndered tableland of Shavercoq;>be beyond, Proilf 
its crown the visitor marked CornwaU’s coastline far- 
spreading into the west, •and Whitsand Bay reflecting 
silver morning light along the darker boundaries of 
earth. 

Spaces of gifttss and fern extended about the tor, and 
far below a midget that was a man moved along the 
edge of the ripe bracken and mowed it down with«^ 
Jteythe. 

Half a dozen carrion crows took wing and flapped with 
loud cfoaking away^as Humphrey ascended the tor and sat 
upon its summit. Again he traversed the familiar scene 
in his mind, again perceived the difSculties of transit to 
this place^ Occasionally, before these problems,, he had set 
to work (mstinately and sought solutions. 

Once he had determined to rebuild the ruin in the valley, 
so that he might turn bis back on man and make trial of 
the anchorite’s isolation and hermit’s bastard peace ; but 
to-day he was in no mood for such experiments; his 
misanthropio fit passed upon the west wind, and his 
thoughts took to themselves a brighter colour. 

Where he sat two roof-trees were visible, separated by 
the distant height of Legis Tor, Trowlesworthy and Dits- 
worthy alone appeared, and for the rest the river roamed 
between them, and flocks and herds wandered upon the 
hills around. The inan still n^ved below, and long ribbons 
of fallen fern spread reg^rly behind him. 

A foul smell struck on Baskerville’s nostrils, and he saw 
death not far distant, where the crows had Jbeen frightened 
from their meal. He dimbed away from the main pile 
of the tor and sat in a natural chair hollowed from the 
side of ali immense block of granite that stands Kard by, 
He smoked, and his pony gn^ed. 
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A jStorm of rain fell and passed. The sun liucoe^ed 
upon it/Wd for a little wldle the Moor glittered 
«noisture. Then the wind dried all again. The old man 
was now entirely out of tmie with any thought of a dwell- 
ing here. He did not even descend the hill and inspect 
the ruin beneath. But he had come^to spend the day 
alone, and was contented to do so. His mind busied 
itself with the last thing that a fellow-man had saic^ to 
<iim. He repeated^Jack Head^s word over and ^ver to 
himself. Presently ne ate the food that he had brought 
with him, drank at a springs and walked about to warm his 
body. The carrion crows cried in air, soared hither and 
thither, settled again on the rocks at hand and waited, 
with the perfect patience of unconscious nature, for him 
to depart. But he remained until the end of the day. 
S^Then occurred a magnificent spectacle. After gold of 
evening had scattered the Moor and made dark peat an|^ 
grey rock burn, there rolled up from the south an immense 
fog, that spread its nacreous sea under the sunset.* Born 
of far-off fierce heat upon the ocean, it advanced and 
enveloped earth, valley by valley, and ridge by ridge. 
Only the highest peaks evaded this flood of vapours, and 
upon them presently sank the sun. His light Cescending 
touched many points and uplifted sprays of mist ; where- 
on, like magic, a thousand galleons rode over the pearl 
and advanced in a golden flotilla upon this fleeting sea. 
The rare, brief wonder passed, and the sky above it faded ; 
the sun sank ; the fog# rolled forward — heavy, cold, a 
burden for the \\fet wings of night. 

Humphrey set off, and the carrion crows, full hungry, 
returned to sup. 

In Baskerville’s mind certain words reverberated still, 
as they had often done since they were spoken during 
the morning. They chime^ to the natural sounds that 
had fallen upon his ear throughout the day ; they were 
echoed in the wind and the distant water-murmur ; in 
tlie cry of birds and call of beasts ; in the steady rasping 
of his pouy^s teeth through the herbage ; and now, in its 
hoof-beat as it trotted by a sheep-track homeward. 

And louder than aU these repetitions of it, louder than 
the^tm^l music that seemed to utter the words in many 
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there came the drumming of his own pulse, l^en 
with the same message, and the answering beat of his^ 
heart that affirmed the truth of it. 

“ A man sitting hungry in a wheat-field, because you 
don’t know and won’t learn how to turn corn into bread.” 
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CHAPTER V 

i 

"^ILLT and her husband Rupert came on a» Sunday to 
drink tea at Hawk House. They found Humphrey 
from home, but he had left a message witlh Susan Hacker 
to say that he would return before five o’clock. 

. He’s got the rheumatics,” said Mrs. Hacker. ” They 
nave fastened cruel in his shoulder-blades, and he’ve 
started on his pony and gone off to see the doctor. Wont 
have none of my cautcheries, though^I know what’s good 
for rheumatics well enough, and I’ve cured three cases to 
common knowledge that neither doctor nor that Eliza Gollop 
could budge, do as they would.” 

Rupert expressed concern, and went out to meet his 
uncle, while Milly stopped and helped Susan Hacker to 
prepare tea. 

” And how do ’e like being married ? ” asked the elder. 

“ Very well ; but not quite so well as I thought to,” 
answered Milly with her, usual frankness. 

Ah ! same \^th moat, though few have the pluck to 
confess it.” * 

“ Being married is a very fine thing if you’ve got such 
a husband as Rupert; but living along with your hus- 
band’s people ain’t so fine, if you understand me. You 
see, he’s farmer now, and he will have his way — a terrible 
resdute chap where the laifd and the things be concerned. 
But sometimes his mother gets a bit restive at Rupert’s 
orders, and sometimes she says, in her quiet way, as her 
husband neve! would have hel^ with this or that. ’Tis 
a thought awkward now and again, because, you see, 
Rupert han’t the favourite, and never was.” » 

” Yqi^fiide with him, of ooxirse T ” 

Mways, and always diall do — bright or wrong.” 
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Maybe when Master Ned’s married and ^ay Mrs. 
BAkerville will go easier,” • 

“ Don’t think I’m grumbling. She’s a kind woman, 
but, lik^ all old married folk, seems to think young married 
folk be only playing at it. The truth is that I haven’t 
got enough to do for the minute.” 

Mr, Baskerville returned in half an hour, and Rupert 
walke^ beside him. Then, with some silent suffering, tk3 
old man alighted, and a boy took the'^ony to its. stable. 

“ Doctor was out,” he said, so I’ll have to trouble you 
to make up a bit of your ointment after all.” 

“ And so I will,” answered Susan. ” And if you’d 
gone to that GpUop woman for the beasthness she pretends 
will cure ever3rthing, I’d never have forgiven you. She 
helped to kill off your brother, no doubt, but that’s 
reason why you should give her a chance to kill you.” 

^ “ You’re all alike,” he said ; “ a jealous generation. 
But if,you can hav^your physic ready in an hour, so much 
the better ; then Rupert shall give my back a good rub 
before he goes.” 

Mrs. Hacker was doubtful, 

** Bettea I do it,” she said. “ ’Tis the way it’s rubbed 
in makes the cure.” 

” He’s stronger and can rub harder,” answered the 
patient. 

Uncle Nathan’s none too grand, neither,” declared 
his nephew. Won’t say whai^s amiss, but I do think 
he’s not all he might be. I asked Mrs. Ijntern, who knows 
more about him than anybody, I reckon,* and she told me 
’twas nothing much in her opinion — only his throat a bit 
queer.” 

“ You and Uncle Nathan ought to have wives to look 
after you,” declared Blilly as she poured out tea, You 
men be unffhished, awkward tilings alone. You’m always 
wanting us at every turn, for one reason or another, and 
after middle Age a man looks a fool half his time if he 
haven^t got a woman for^is own. Men dcf the big things 
and alter the face of the earth and all that, but what 
becomes pf their clever greatness without ouiT clever 
littleness t 

*^Cant !-^-oant ! You all talk that stuff andl^tisn’t 
i 307 



• THE THREE BROTHERS 

worth ari&wering. Ask the sailors if they can’t sew 
<ihan their sweethearts.” 

Mr. Baskerville was in a hard mood and would allow 
no credit to the sex. He endured his pain witb^^ut com- 
ment, but it echoed itself in impatient and rather bitter 
speeches. Rupert fell back on other members of the 
family, and spoke of his uncle, the master of ‘ The W^iite 
^horn.’ ^ I 

“ The good that man does isn’t guessed,” he said. “ The 
little things — ^you’d be surprised — ^yet ’tisn’t surprising 
neither, for every soul you meet speaks well of him ; and 
a man can’t win to that without being a wonder. He’s 
made of human kindness, and yet never •remembers the 
kind things he does — ^no memory for ’em at all.” 
^.Humphrey conceded the nobility of this trait, and 
Milly spoke. 

“ Not like some we could name, who’ll give a gift to’- 
day and fling it in your face to-morrow.” 

There arc such. My mother’s father was such a one,” 
said Mr. Baskerville. “ He never forgot a kindness — 
that he’d done liimself. He checked his good angel’s 
-ecord terrible sharp, did that man.” • 

There came an interruption here, and unexpected visi- 
tors in the shape of Nicholas Bassett, the young man who 
had married Polly Baskerville, and Polly herself. Nicholas 
was nervous and stood behind his wife ; Polly was also 
nervous, but the sight oi her brother Rupert gave her 
courage. , • 

Her uncle welcomed her with astonishment, 

“ Wonders never cease,” he said. “ I didn’t count to 
get a visit from you, Polly, or your husband either. You 
needn’t stand there turning your Sunday hat round and 
round, Bassett. I shan’t ejjat you, though people here do 
seein to think I’m a man-eater.” 

“ We came for advice,” said PoUy, “ and I made bold 
to bring Nicholas. In fact, ’twas his idea^ that I should 
speak to you.*^ t 

Mr. Baskerville was gratified, but his nature forbade him 
to show it. » ^ 

“ thing to come to Uncle Humphrey when you 

might go to Uncle Nathan,” he said. 
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just about Uncle Nathan is the difficult,” de- 
clarcSi his niece. Then she turned to her husband. “ You • 
speak, Nick. You must know^ that Nick’s rather slow 
of speech, and can’t get liis words always, but he’s im- 
proving. Tell Undo Humphrey how ’tis, Nick.” 

Mr. Bassett nodded, dried a damp brow with a red 
handkerchief, and spoke. 

“ ’Tis like this here,” he began. “ Under Mr. Vivian^ 
Baskerville’s will — him being my wife'^ father — she had 
five hundred pound.” t 

“ We all know that,” said Rupert. “ And May, too.” 

“ Well, the law of the will was that the money should be 
handed over whpn the girls was wedded, or when they 
corned to the age of five-and-twenty. Therefore, surely 
it’s clear as my wife ought to have her five hundred — eh ? 

“ Perfectly clear — on the day she married you,” said 
RiSpert. ” I thought you’d got it, Polly.” 

“ But I haven’t. .There’s legal difficulties— so Uncle 
Nathan says ; and he told Nicholas that there was a doubt 
in his mind whether — whjat w^as it, Nick ? ” 

“The man said that as trustee for everybody he was 
very unwilling to disturb the money. He said ^twas out 
at interest and doing very well ; and he said he’d pay us 
five per centum upon it, which corned to twenty-five 
pounds a year.” 

“ You’re entitled to the capital if you want it,” declared 
Mr. Baskervillc, “ It can’t be wi^iheld.” 

“ I’ve been to the man twice since,” qpid Polly’s hus- 
band, “ and he’s always terrible busy, or else just going into ’ 
it in a few days, or sometliing like that. We’ve h^ six 
months’ interest on it ; but we want the money — at 
least, half of it — because we’ve got ideas about leasing a 
field where we live to- Bickleigh. and buying a cow in calf 
and a lot of poultry. With all Polly’s farm cleverness 
we can do better with a bit of money than leave it in the 
bank. At leasi? that’s what we think.” 

“ Ask Rupert here to help,” suggested her ifhcle. “ He’s 
on very good terms with Uncle Nat, and he’s a man of 
business noiiir, and Folly’s elder brother, and has a right to be 
heard. No doubt, if he says plain and clear that Uliuwants 
you to have your money without delay, you’ll get it.’^ 
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* Tdf leave it till autumn, after Ned’s maxriage,**Msit^^ 
Rupert, “ then I’d press him to clear things up. NciiTnll 
want tons of money then, and I believe Cora lantern is ' 
to have a money present from Uncle Natham She got 
the secret out of her mother, and, of course, tola Ned ; and 
now everybody knows. But nobody knows the figure. 
Therefore, I say Polly had better do nought* till the 
w^edding.” 

“ Mr. Nathan’SHemper isn’t what it was,” said*Rupert’s 
wife, “ His health be frettipg him a lot, I believe.” 

“ I wish I had our money, anyhow,” declared Mr. Bas- 
sett ; “ but if you say wait till autumn, of course w'e wall 
do so.” 

Humphrey Baskerville spoke but little. He had fallen 
into deep private thought upon this news, and now was 
^only aroused by his niece getting up to depart. 

” I hope you’ll forgive us for troubling you,” said PoBfy ; 
** but w'e’ve talked it over a thou6a|id times, and we felt 
we ought to take the opinion of some wiser person. Still, 
if you say wait, we’ll wait.” 

“ I didn’t say wait,” answered her uncle, ** and I don’t 
take any responsibility for it. Rupert advised you to 
wait, not me. If a man owed me twopence under a will 
— ^let alone five hundred pound — ^I’d have it, and wouldn’t 
wait a minute.” 

The young couple departed in a good deal of agitation, 
and debated this advice very earnestly all the way home ; 
but Rupert stuck to ^s owm opinion, and, when they 
were gone, chdde Humphrey for giving such counsel. 

I’m sure such a thing would hurt Uncle Nathan 
crudly,” he said, ** ’Tis as much as to say that you don’t 
trust him — don’t trust a man who is trusted by the coun- 
tryside as none ever was before.” 

Easy to be large-minded about other people’s money,’* 
answered his uncle. “ Only if ’twas yours, and not your 
sister’s, I rather think you’d be a bit less«patient with the 
man iimt held it from you.’* 

Yet another visitor appearecf and the family matter was 
dropped. ^ 

M^Hacker brought in Mr. Head. 

^^%!SQ3ia as if die whole countryside was coming here,** 
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\ieclated. “Here’s Jack for a cup of tea; •and the 
ointl^ent will be cbol enough to use in half an hour.” • 

“ Hullo, Bear ! ” said Rupert. “ Who’d have thought 
of seeing you ? ” 

“ I was axed to tea when I felt in a mind to come,” 
replied ^Mr, Head ; “ and here I am, if not in the way. 
And as^ to being a bear, I’m the sort that needs a lot of 
stirring^p afore I roar — ^your wife wdl back me up iiF 
that. How’s Mr. Baskerville faring ? 

“ Got the rheumatism,” answered Humphrey. “ Ru- 
pert here be going to rub in some ointment presently,” 

“ I hope ’twill break the heart of it, I’m sure. There’s 
notliing worse. Jt tells us the truth about our parts better 
than any sermon. I’m not too gay to-day myself. We 
was at it hammer and tongs in ‘ Tlie White Thorn ’ lastjf 
ni^ht — me and your brother. Such a Tory was never seen 
in the land afore. I very soon settled Tom Gollop and 
a few others like hin^ but Mr. Nathan’s got more learning 
and more power of argument. We drank, too — more 
than usual, owing to the thirstiness of the night and the 
flow of speech. Quarts I must have took, and when Ben 
North looked in to say ’twas closing time, nothing would 
do but a few of us went in your brother’s room, after 
house was shut, and went at it again, 

“Say you were drunk in a word,' Jack,” suggested 
Rupert. 

“ Not drunk, Rupert — still, nea^ it. We aU got in sight 
of it. There’s no prophet like the next jjiorning after a 
wet night. As a man fond of the flesh I say it. And the 
older you grow, the sharper comes the day after a bust-up. 
Tlxen nature gives you a proper talking to, and your heart 
swells with good resolutions against beer and other things. 
And then, as soon as*you are right as ninepence — just 
by keeping those good resolves — blest if nature don’t 
tumble down what she’s set up, and tempt you with all 
her might to go*on the loose again. You can’t steady her, 
though she ean mighty spon steady you. * Preaches to 
you one minute, and then starts off to get you into mischi^ 
the next. Jhat’s her way — ^no more sense than any* other 
female.” 

” Then so ihuoh the less reason to put your trust in her,” 
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answered Mr. Baskerville. “ She’s a poor, untaugjjjfcf**^ 
* savage thing at best. ’Tis madness ‘to trust he»!^or 
nothing is weaker than she.” * 

“Nothing is stronger or so strong,” declared Jack. 

“ Nature knows what she wants, and she gets what she 
wants. You can’t deny that. She’s just, and never does 
nothing without a reason. Very different to aVoman 
•there. She’m dicing her claws into your back because 
you’ve been doin^some foolish thing, I’ll warrant.” 

He drank his tea and. aired his opinions. But Mr, 
Baskerville was in no mood for Jack’s pliilosophy. He 
retired presently with Rupert, stripped to the waist, and 
endured a great and forcible application of Mrs. Hacker’s 
ointment. The friction brought comfort with it, and he 
V^eclared himself better as a result. But he did not again 
descend from his chamber, and presently the three visitors 
departed together. ^ 

Mr. Head expressed great admiration for Susan Hacker. 

“ I should like to be better acquaint with that woman,” 
he declared. “ For sense in few words there’s not her 
equal about,” 

“If you want to please her, cuss Eliza Pollop,” ex- 
plained Rupert. 



CHAPTER VI 

T he setting sun burnt upon Dewerstone’s shoulder 
and beat in a sea of light against the western face 
of North Wood, until the wind-*wom forest edge, taking 
colour on trunk ahd bough, glowed heartily. 

Already the first summer splendour was dimmed, for 
these lofty domains suffered full fret of storm and asperity 
of -reason. A proleptic instinct, stamped by the cen- 
turies, inspired this wood ; it anticipated more sheltered 
neighboifrs in autumfi, though it lagged behind them in 
spring. Upon its boughs the last vernal splendour flut- 
tered into being, and the first autumnal stain was always 
visible. No^ beech and larch revealed a shadow in their 
texture of leaf and needle though August had not passed, 
for their foliage was bom into elemental strife. Here 
homed the west wind, and the salt south storms emptied 
their vials ; here the last snows lingered, and May frost 
pinched the young green things. 

Now roseal and gracious light 'pbnetrated the heart of 
the wood, warmed its recesses, and dwelf ^pon a grass- 
grown track that wound through the midst. Toward 
this path by convergent ways there came a man and 
woman. As yet half a mile separated them, for they had 
entered the wood at opposite places ; but one desire ac- 
tuated both, and th§y moved slotviy nearer until they met 
at a tryst in the deep heart of the trees. Undergrowth 
rose about them^ and their resort was carefully chosen 
and perfectly concealed. Here oak closely olad the hill, 
and granite boulders oSerhd an inner rampant against 
observation. The man and woman were elderly, yet she 
was still perSonable, and he retained a measure of unusual 
good looks. They came to perform a little rite, aeutSred 
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and sedret, an event celebrated these many years^niJ^ 
unknown to any other human beings but themselvei^ 
Nathan Baskerville put his arms round Priscilla lantern 
a^d drew her beside him and kissed her. ^ 

** We shall never find it this year, I'm much afraid,” he 
said. “ The time is past. 'Tis always later far than oilier 
lilies in the garden, but not so late as this. However, I’ll 
my best.” 

“ No matter f^ the flower,” she answered, “ sh long as 
we keep up our custom.”. ^ 

A slant flame from the sunset stole deliciously through 
the dusky hiding-places of the wood, and played on the 
deep mosses and fern-crowns and the taiyny motley of the 
earth, spread like a coverlet beneath. Here dead litter 
^jof leaf and twig made the covering of the ground, and 
through it sprang various seedling things, presently to 
bear their part in the commonwealth and succeed their 
forefathers. The ground was am}>er-bright where the 
sunshine won to it, and everywhere stretched ivy and 
bramble, gleamed the lemon light of malempyre, sparkled 
green sorrel, and rose dim woodbine that wound its arms 
around the sapling oaks. Wood -rush and» wood -sage 
prospered together, and where water spouted out of the 
hill there spread green and ruddy mosses, embroidered 
with foliage of marsh violet and crowned by pallid umbels 
of angelica. The silver of birches flashed hard by, and 
the rowan’s berries already warmed to scarlet. 

Hither after \heir meeting came the man and woman, and 
then Nathan, 'searching sharply, uttered a cry of triumph, 
and pointed where, at their feet, grew certain dark green 
tw^ayblade leaves that sprouted from the grass. Here dwelt 
lilies-of-the-vaUey — their only wild haunt in Devon — 
and the man now made haste to find a blossom and pre- 
sent it to bit mistress. But he failed to do so. Only a 
dead spike or two appeared, and presently he gave up the 
search trith some disappointment. 

“They ntfast have bloomeid just when I was ill and 
couldn’t come,’* he said. 

“ ’Tie no matter at all,” she answered. “ The thought 
and^ibe meeting here are the good thing. Tie’ll go back 
into wood now, further ^m the path* To me ’tis 
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mafvelloufi, Nat, to think the crafty world has never 
guessed.” • • 

“ It is,” he admitted. “ And sometimes in my dark 
moments — ^however, we can leave that to-day. Wg’re 
near at tfie end of our labours, so far as the children are 
concerned. Cora was always the most difficult. But 
the future’s bright, save for the cash side. I hope to God 

•twill come right afore the wedding ; but ” « 

Go’bn,” she said. “ We can’t pretfe*hd to be so happy 
as usual this year. Let’s f^e it. I know you’re worried 
to death. But money’s nought alongside your health. 
You’re better again ; you’ve showni me that clear enough. 
And nothing else matters to us.” 

“ Yes, I’m alf right, I hope. But I’m a bit under the 
weather. Things have gone curiously crooked ever sing^ 
Vivian died. I was a fool. I won’t disguise that ; but 
somehow my luck seemed so good that a few' little troubles 
never look^ wortlj considering. Then, just before ho 
went, \ got into a regular thunderstorm. It blew up 
against the steady wind of my good fortune, as thunder- 
storms will. Vivian did me a good turn by dying just 
when he djj^ — I can’t deny it; and every tiling is all 
right now — ^for all practical purposes. The silver mine 
will be a wonder of the world by all accounts. StiU, I’ve 
had a good deal to trouble me, and things look worse 
when a man’s sick.” 

“ Shall you be giving Polly B^sett her money soon T 
Heathman tells me her husband grumbling a bit.” 

” All in good time. When our Cora is*married I shall 
try and fork out a good slice of Vivian’s estate. Ned must 
have the capital he wants, and I’ve got to find a hundred 
for Cora’s wedding gift.” 

” Why do that yet ? ” ' 

” I’ll do it if I have to ^ell idyself up,” he said fiercely. 

Isn’t she my first favourite of our thi^ ? Don’t I 
worship the gremnd she goes on, and love her better than 
anything in the world aftejr you yourself ? ” • 

She sighed. 

” How it weighs heavier and heavier after all^ these 
years 1 And I always thoii^ht ’twould wei^ 
lighter. We vme fools to have childer. But for thnm 
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we coaid have let the world know and been married, 'and 
gived back the five thousand to your wife’s people. <But 
not now — never now, for the children’s sake, I suppose.” 

They’ll know in good time, and none else.. When I 
come to my end, I’m going to tell ’em I’m their father, 
according to your wish, and because I’ve promised you on 
my oath to do it ; but none else must ever know it ; and 
Cit would be a wiser thing, Priscilla, if you could only see 
it so, that they didn’t either.” ^ 

“ They must know, and .they shall.” 

“ Well, it may be sooner than anybody thinks. The 
position is clear enough : I might have married and still 
kept the five thousand, because tlie lawyers said that my 
dead wife’s wish wouldn’t hold water in law ; but I didn’t 
\Jj5n0w that till ’tw'as too late, and your first cliild had come. 
Tlien we talked it out, and you was content and so was I. 
Now there arc three of them, and though I’d face the music 
so brave as you and go to ray grave ^ spurned by gll men, 
if necessary, what would better it for them ? Nothing 
short of an Act of Parliament would make ’em legitimate 
row. I kept the condition of my dead wife, because you 
urged me to do it and weren’t feared of the consequences ; 
but now, though I can make you my lawful wife, I can’t 
make them my lawful children, and therefore surely ’tis 
better they shall never know they are my children at all ? ” 
“ ’Tw^as a promise,” she said, “ and I hold you to it. 
I’m fixed on it that they idiall know,” 

Very wdl, sp it shdl be, then. Only for God’s sake 
look to it for everybody’s sake that it don’t get out after, 
and ruin you all, I shouldn’t sleep in my grave if I thought 
the life-long secret was common knowl^ge,” 

** You can trust them to keep it, I should think.” 

" The girls, yes ; but Heathman’s so easy and careless.” 
Suppose you was to marry me even now, Nat, would 
that help ? ” 

“I’ll do it, as I’ve always said I’ll db it. But that 
means I shoifid be in honour bpund to pay five thousand 
to my first wife’s people. Well, I can’t — I can’t at this 
moment — ^not a penny of it. Just now I’m % good deal 
drivejj^ In a year or two I might, no doubt ; but there’s 
that teBs me a year or two - — 
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« i 

^ He put up his hand to his throat. » 

'^You swore to me on your oath that you were better, 
last time you came down by night.” 

“I was; but — ^it’s here, Priscilla — deep down and-;; 

Maybe *twill lift again, and maybe it won’t. But we raust 
be ready. I’d give my eternal soul if tilings were a little 
straighter ; but time — plenty of time — ^is wanted for that, 
and ’tis just time I can’t count upon. I’m not so you^g 
as I was, and I’ve not the head for figures I used to 
have.” 9 

“ If you don’t marry, you’ve got absolute power to dis- 
pose of that five thousand. *Tis yours, in fact. Yet at 
best that’s a paltry quibble, as you’ve admitted some- 
times.” 

“ Leave it,” he said. “ Don’t let this day be nougbl 
but cloud. We’re married afore God, but not afore man, 
because to do that would have lost me five thousand 
pounds. When I jiie, I’ve the right to make over that 
money to you — at least, what’s left of it.” 

‘‘ That’s a certainty for me and Heathman and Phyllis ? ” 

“ Leave it — leave it,” he cried irritably, “ You know 
that whaUa man can do I shall do. You’re more to mo 
than any living thing— much, much more. You’re my 
life, and you’ve been my life for thirty years — and you 
will be to the end of my life. I know where I stand and 
how I stand.” 

Don’t think I’d care to day longer than you do, 
Nat. Don’t tliink I’m carefuT for mjself after you be 
gone. ’Tis only for your boy and girl ^s I care to know 
anything,” 

He took her hand, 

” I know you well enough — ^you priceless woman ! ” he 
ianswered. ” Let’s, go a bit further through the forest. 
Come what may, aU’s got to be bright and cheerful at 
Cora’s wedding ; and after, when they’ve got their money, 
I’ll have a ^od go into things with ivfi, Popham, my 
lawyer at Comwood. He’s heard nothiAg yet, but he 
shall hear everything. Have no fear of the upshot. I 
know wly&re I’ve always trusted, and never in vain.” 

Like two children they walked hand in han^ together. 
For a long time neither spoke, then she addressed him. 
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“ 5rou,’vo taught me to be brave and put a bright face 
on life afore the world, and now 1*11 not be wanting.**^ ' 

“ Well I know that. ‘ Brave ! * ’Tis too mild a word 
for you. You’ve come through your life in a^way that 
would maze the people with wonder if they only knew it. 
So secret, so patient, so clever. Never was heard or known 
the like. A wonderful wife — a wife in ten thousand.” 

The sun began to sink where Cornwall, like a purple 
cloud, rose far ofl^against the sky ; yet still the undula- 
tions of the land, mingling v^th glory, melted into each 
other under the sunset, and still North Wood shone above 
the shadows. But a deep darkness began to stretch up- 
wards into it, w^here the Dew^erstone’s ^immense shade 
was projected across the valley. At length only the corner 
of the forest flashed a final fire ; then that, too, vanished, 
'fttfd the benighted trees sighed and shivered and massed 
themselves into amorphous dimness under the twilight. 

The man and woman stopped together a while longer, 
and after that their converse ended. ^They caressed and 
prepared t(5 go back by different ways into the world. 

“ Come good or evil, fair weather or foul, may we have 
a few happy returns yet of this day ; and m^y I live to 
find you the lily-of-the-valley again once or twice before 
the end,” he said. 

‘ For answer she kissed him again^ but could not trust 
herself to speak* 



CHAPTER VII 


L ife is a compromise and a concession. According 
' to the measure of our (diplomacy, so much shall we 
win from our fellows ; according to our physical en- 
dowment, so much will nature grant. All men are 
envoys to the dourt of the world, and it depends upon 
the power behind them whether they are heard and 
heeded, or slighted and ignored. To change the figure,^ 
each among us sets up his little shop in the social mart 
and tries to tempt the buyer ; but few are they who ex- 
pose e^en necessary vrares, and fewer still the contem- 
porary purchasers who know a treasure when they see it. 

An accident now lifted the curtain from Humphrey 
Baskerville’s nature, threw him for a day into, the com- 
panionship \>f his kind, and revealed to passing eyes a 
gleam of the things hidden within him. No conscious 
effort on his part contributed to this illumination, for he 
was incapable of making such. His curse lay in this : 
that he desired to sell, yet lacked wit to win the ear cf 
humanity, or waken interest irlNwiy buyer’s bosom. Yet 
now the goods he offered with such ill ^grace challenged 
attention. Accident focussed him in a crowd ; and &st 
the people were constrained to admit his presence of mind 
at a crisis, and then they could not choose but grant the 
man a heart. 

It happened that on the day before Princetown pony 
fair Mr. Baskerville’s groom fell ill and had to keep his 
bed; but twenty ponies were already at Princetown. 
Only Humphrey and his man knew their esj^t value, and 
the market promised to be unusually good. His stock 
represented several hundred pounds, for Mr. Baskerville 
bred a sifecial strain possessing the Dartmoor stamina 
with added qualities of speed and style. The^ixony of 
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chan5e or^dained that one who despised all sport shotild 
produce some of the best polo ponies dn the Wesp^ bf 
England. 

Mr, Baskerville saw nothing for it but to sell by deputy 
at loss, or withdraw liis stock from the fair. debated 
the point with Mrs. Hacker, and her common sense revealed 
an alternative. 

“ Lord, man alive, what are you frightened of ? ” she 
asked. “ Can’t yOu go up-along, like any other ch(tp with 
Bummat to sell, and get rid of your beasts yourself ? You 
did use to do it tliirty year ago, and nobody was any the 
worse, I believe.” 

He stared at her. 

“Go in a crowd like that and barter my things like a 
huckster ? ” 

^ Well, why not ? You’m only made of flesh and bone 
like t’others. You won’t melt away. ’Tis just because 
you always avoid ’em, that they tliink you give yourself 
airs, and reckon they han’t good enough company for you,” 

“ I don’t avoid ’em.” 

“Yes, you do. But you’m not the only honest man in 
the world, though sometimes you think you And if 
you’d ope your eyes wider, you’d find a plenty others. 
For my part, if I was paid for it, I couldn’t number more 
rogues in Shaugh than I can count upon the fingers of both 
hands.” 

“ To go up myself ! Who’d believe it was me if they 
saw me ? ” 

“ They want ybur ponies, not you ; and when it came 
to paying the price of the ponies, they’d soon know ’twas 
you then.” 

“ I suppose you think I charge too much. Like your 
impudence I Are you going 1 ” he asked. 

“ Why, of course I’m goin^. ’Tis my only ' out ’ for the 
year.” 

“ They’ll fancy ’tis the end of the world <up at ‘ Duchy 
Inn ’ if I comeialong and take place at the ordinary.” 

“ No, they won’t : they’ll be a deal too busy to trouble 
about you. You master, and you’ll stand a lot better 
in your own eyes for going. ’Twill be a great adventure 
in your Iffe. You’m a deal too much up on the hiH there. 
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along witK the foxes and other wild things ; and you 
kncJwjt,** 

“ I haven’t the cut for a revel. ’Tis nonsense to think 
of my going up.” 

“ To th^k of it can’t do no harm, anyway,” she said. 
“ You think and think, and you’ll find ’tis your duty as a 
sensible creature to go.” 

“ Not my duty. ’Twill hurt none if I stay away.” 

“ ’T\\411 hurt your pocket. You knowt'ight well ’tis tlief 
proper thing that you go. ^And if you do, I’ll ax for a 
fairing. And if you get me one. I’ll get you one.” 

“ You can put off old age like a garment and be a girl 
again,” he said. 

“ So I can, then. ’Tis your brother sets that wise 
fashion, not you. He’s as lively as a kitten when there’s 
a frolic in the air. And so be I — thouglx all sixty^» 
five. You should have seen me at giglet market in my 
youth ! ” 

He did not answci*; but the next morning he appeared 
shamefaced and clad for the fair. 

‘‘ Well done, you ! ” cried hirs. Hacker. ” Be you going 
to drive the black gig ? I was riding up in the pony-cart 
along with^Mr. Waite’s housekeeper from Coldstone, 
but ” 

” You can come with me, if you please. All foolery, and 
’tis offering to rain — however, I’m going through with the 
job now. And mind you don’t take too much liquor up 
there. I know your ways wheify^^u get with a lot of silly 
people.” 

They started presently, and Humphrey made sour re- 
marks at the expense of Susan’s bonnet. Then by steep 
ascent and descent they went their way and fell in with 
other folk also bound for the festivity. Some they passed 
and some passed them. Cora lantern and Ned Baskerville 
drove together in a flashy, high- wheeled dog-cart ; and 
the sight of Cora brought a cloud upon Mr. Baskerville. 
She was soon gone, however. The lofty veli^le slipped by 
with a glitter of wheels, a ^uff of dust, a shout from Ned as 
he lifted his whip hand, and a flutter of pale pink ar^ blue 
where Cortf sat in her finery. 

“ Heartless minx ! ” growled the old man. A parrot 

221 



THE THREE BROTHERS 

and' a popinjay. No loss to the world if that pkir wana to 
break their necks together/* . ^ * 

“ Don’t you tell such speeches as that, there’s a good 
man,” answered Mrs. Hacker. The miscluef with your 
sort is that you be always crying out nasty ttiings you 
don’t think ; which is just the opposite of us sensible people, 
as only think the nasty things, but take very good care 
for our credit’s sake not to say ’em. None like you for 
barking ; and thfem as hear you bark take it for ^granted 
you bite as well. And when I^teU ’em you don’t bite, they 
won’t believe it.” 

“ Take care I never bite you for so much plain speaking,” 
he said ; “ and I’ll thank you to lay hold on the reins while 
we walk up this hill ; for I want to restd a letter. ’Tis 
about the ponies from a would-be buyer.” 

^ «He read and Mrs. Hacker drove. They traversed the 
miles of moorland at a slow pace, and not a few who passed 
them displayed surprise at the spectacle of Mr. BaskerviUe 
on his way to the fair. ‘ 

At Devil’s Bridge, beneath the last long hill into Prince- 
town, a vehicle from Shaugh overtook them and the lan- 
terns appeared. Heathman was driving, and beside him 
sat his mother ; while at the back of the cart were Nathan 
BaskerviUe and Phyllis Lintern. 

HuUo ! Wonders never cease ! ” cried the pubUcan. 
“Good luck and long life to you, Humphrey! Now I 
couldn't have seen a better sight than this. Hold on ! I 
want to have a talk afore^ue fair*” 

“ If you wantiito talk, I’U onlight and you do the same,” 
said Nathan’s brother. “ The women can drive on, and 
we’ll walk into Princetown.” 

PrisciUa Lintem and Mrs. Hacker kept their places and 
drove slowly up the hill side by side ; but not Wore Nat 
had chaffed Susan and applauded her holiday bonnet. 
Heathinan and his sister walked on together ; the brothers 
remained behind. c 

^ The younge{ w as in uproarious mood. He laughed and 
jested and congratulated HttmpHrey on. his courage in thus 
coming amon| the people. 

None would have recognised in this jovial lf{urit that 
man who walked not long before with a woman in North 
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Wood, and moved heavily under the burdens 'of sickness 
and ,{{f care. But to Nathan belonged the art of Chopping 
life’s load occasionally and proceeding awhile in freedom. 
He felt physically a little better, and intended to enjoy 
himself to-day to the best of his power. Resolutely he 
banished the dark clouds from his horizon and let laughter 
and pleasure possess him, 

“ How’s your throat ? ” asked Humphrey. “ You don’t 
look aiiiiss, but they tell me you’re not '»?ell.” 

“ I hope it may mend. ’Tis up and down with me, I 
can’t talk so loud as once 1 could, and I can’t eat easy ; 
but what’s the odds as long as T can drink ? I’m all right, 
and shall be perfectly well again soon, no doubt. And you 
— ^w’hat in the name of wonder brings you to a revel ? ” 

“ My ponies. There’s twenty and all extra good. Chap- 
man goes and falls ill after the ponies was brought up hi 
The fool would bring ’em though there’s no need. Buyers 
are very well content to come to my paddocks. But 
custom is a tyrant ibo the old, and if I didn’t send to the 
sales, Chapman would think something had gone wrong 
with the world.” 

” I’m ri^ht glad you’re here, and I hope ’tis the begin- 
ning of more gadding about for you. ’Tis men like you 
and me that lend weight to these meetings. We ought to 
go. ’Tis our duty,” 

“ You’re better pleased with yourself than I am, as 
usual.” 

“ We ought to be pleased,” ""aaswered the other compla- 
cently, ”We are the salt of the eartj> — the rock that 
society is built on.” 

Glad you’re so well Satisfied,” 

** Not with myself specially ; but I’m very well pleased 
with my class, and the older I grow the better I think of it.” 

” People be like yonder pool — scum at the top and dirt 
at the bottom,” declared Humphrey. The sweet water 
is in the middle ; and the useful part of the people be the 
middle part.” 

In a way, yes. We^of ihe lower middle^ cl^ are the 
backbone : the nation has to depend l^ut J’m not 

for sayiri^ the swells haven’t their uses. Only thesy’d bo 
nought without us.” 
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“ It takes all sorts to make a world. But leave that, ^ I 
han't up here to talk politics. What does doctor say ,'^bbut 
your throat ? ” 

“ Leave that too. I’m not here to talk about my health. 
I want to forget it for a few hours. The wedding is on my 
mind just now. Mrs. Lintern and her daughter intend it 
to be a bit out of the common ; and so do I. But the 
bride’s mother’s set on it taking place at our chapel, and 
ilester wants it to be at church. Ned don’t care a rush, 
of course.” 

“ It ought to be at church.” 

“ Don’t see any pressing reason. Toss up, I say.” 

“ You should know better than to talk like that. You 
dissenters ” 

, “ No arguments, Humphrey. But all the same they 

nftist be married in church or chapel, and since there’s such 
a division of opinion — ^I’m anxious to see Ned married. 
’Tis more than time and certainly no fault of his that they 
didn’t join sooner. But Cora had her** own ideas and ” 

“ Oblige me by not naming either of them. You can’t 
expect me to be interested. Even if they were different 
from what they are, I should remember the cqiel past too 
keenly to feel anything good towards either of them.” 

“ Let the past go. You’re too 'wise a man to harbour 
unkind thoughts against headstrong youth. Let ’em be 
happy while they can, They’ll have their troubles pre- 
sently, like the rest of us.” 

“ They’ll have what th^re brewing, no doubt. Empty, 
heartless wretekSs — I wiU say it, feel as you may for 
Cora,” 

“I hope you’ll live to see her better part. She’s a 
sensible woman and a loving one, for all you think not. 
At any rate, you’ll come and see them married, Hum- 
phrey ? ” ^ 

** You can ask me such a thing ? ” 

Let bygones be bygones.” ^ 

” What wasdt you wanted to ^ak to me about ? ” 

“ Just thab— the wedding. I must make it a personal 
matter! I attach a good deal of importance to it. I’m 
very interested in the Lanterns — wrapped up in them 
’i^quldn’tTbe too strong a word for it. I’ll confess to you 
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that the mother is, a good deal to me — ^my best friend in 
this wbrld. I owe a lot of my happiness to her. She’s 
made my life less lonely and often said the word in season. 
You know what a wise v/pman can be : you was married 
yourself.” 

Humphrey did not answer and his brother spoke again. 

“ There’s only us two left now — ^you and me. You 
might pleasure me in this matter and come. Somehow 
it’s grown to be a feeling w’ith me that your absence will 
mar all.” * 

“ StujBF ! I’ve been the death’s-head at too many feasts 
in our family. In a word, I won’t do it. I won’t be there. 
I don’t approve of either of ’em, and I’ve not interest enough 
in ’em now to take me across the road to see them.” 

“ If you’ll come, the marriage shall be in church. Pri..* 
cilia will agree if I press it. I can’t offer more than that.” 

“ I won’t come, so leave it.” 

Nathan’s high spirits sank for a little while ; then 
Princetown w^as reached and he left his brother and strove 
to put this pain from him for the present, as he had 
banished all other sources of tribulation. He was soon 
shaking hands with his acquaintance and making merry 
among many friends. But Humphrey proceeded to the 
place where his ponies were stalled, and immediately began 
to transact business with those who were waiting for him. 
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CHAPTER VIII ^ . 

IPSY blood runs thin 4n ‘England to-day, but a trickle 
” shall be found to survive among the people of the 
booth and caravan ; and glimpses of a veritable Romany 
spirit may yet be enjoyed at lesser fairs and revels through- 
out the country. By their levity and insolence ; by their 
*quick heels and dark faces ; by the artist in them ; by 
their love of beauty and of music ; by their skill to charm 
money from the pockets of the slow-thinking folk ; and by 
their nimble wits you shall know them. 

A few mongrels of the race annually find Princetown, 
and upon days of revel may there be seen at shooting- 
galleries, ‘ high-fliers,’ and ‘ roundabouts,’ 

Here they are chafiing the spectators and cajoling 
pennies from young and old ; here, astounding the people 
by their lack of self-consciousness ; here, singing or danc- 
ing ; here, chaffering ; here, driving hard bargains for the 
local ponies ; here, chanmng their doubtful coins for good 
ones, or raising strife <^etween market-merry folk and 
prospering from the quarrels of honest men, after the 
manner of their kind. 

Two streams of holiday-makers drifted through each 
other and through the little fair. They passed up and 
down the solitary street, loitered and chattered, greeted 
friends, listened to the dik of the music, to the^alteroations 
of the customers and salesmen, to the ceasdess laughter of 
cliildren and whinny of the ponies. 

On either jside of that open space spread in the village 
midst, an array of carts 1^' been drawn up, and against 
these barricades were tethered various animus wbiim the 
vehicles had brought. They stood or reposed on litter 
of fern ^nd straw cast down for them. 

^ Here were fl^-colbured and black, and great 
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raddled ra^ in a panting row. Amid the brutes tramped 
• farmer^ and their men. 

The air was full of the smell of live mutton and swine ; 
and among* them — drifting, stopping in thoughtful knots, 
arguing, and laughing hea^y, the slow-eyed yokels came 
and went. The rams bleated and dribbled and showed in 
a dozen ways their hatred of this publicity ; the pigs cared 
not, but exhibited a stoic patience. ♦ ■ 

Upon the greensward beside the road stood -separate 
clusters of guarded ponies. Old and young they were, 
gainly and ungainly, white, black, and brown, with their 
long manes and tails often bleached to a rusty pallor by the 
wind and sun. • 

In agitated groups the little creatures stood. Company 
cried to company with equine language, and the air wj*s 
full of their squealings, uttered in long-drawn protests or 
sudden angry explosions. 

Occas^ionally a new^^ove from afar w’ould arrive and trot 
to its place in double and treble ranks — a passing billow 
of black and bright russet or dull brown, with foam of 
tossing manes, flash of frightened eyes, and soft thud and 
thunder of nfany unshod hoofs. 

The people now came close, now scattered before a pair 
of uplifted heels where a pony, out of fear, showed temper. 
The exhibits were very unequal. Here a prosperous man 
marshalled a dozen colts ; here his humbler neighbour 
could bring but three or four t<t market. Sometimes the 
group consisted of no more than a mare an^ foal at foot. 

Bound about were children, who from far off had 
ridden some sohtary pony to the fair, and hoped that they 
might get the appointed price and carry money home to 
their parents or kinsfolk. 

Hanging close on every side to the main business 
and thrusting in where space offered for a stall, rows 
of small bootl)^ sprang up ; while beyond them on 
waste land stood the merry-go-rounds, spinning to bray 
of steam-driven organs, tife boxing-tent, th% beast show 
and the arena, where cocoanuts.were lifted on posts against 
a cloth. • 

Here worked the wanderem and played their paints with 
shout and song ; but at the heart of the fair more serious 
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merchants stood above their varied vrares, and with un- 
equal skill and subtlety won purchasers. These nfen dis- 
played divergent methods, all based on practical experience 
of human nature. • 

A self-assertive and defiant spirit sold braces and leather 
thongs and buckles. His art was to pretend the utmost 
indifference to hiiSf audience ; he seemed not to care whether 
' they purchased his goods or no, yet let it be clearly under- 
stood that none but a fool jvould miss the opportunities 
he offered. 

A cheap-jack over against the leather-seller relied upon 
humour and sleight of hand. He sold watches that he 
asserted to be gold ; but he was also prepared to furnish 
clocks of baser metal for more modest purses. He dwelt 
ifjpon the quality of the goods, and defied his audience to 
find within the length and breadth of the United Kingdom 
such machinery at such a price. He explained also very 
fully that he proposed to return among them next year, 
with a special purpose to make good any defective time- 
pieces that might by evil chance lurk unsuspected amid his 
stock. He reminded them he had been among them 
during the previous year also, as a guarantee of Ins good 
faith. 

Beyond him a big, brown half-caste sold herb pills and 
relied upon a pulpit manner for his success. He came 
with a message of physical salvation from the God of the 
Christians. - ** 

* He mingled ^dietetics and dogma ; he prayed openly ; 
he showed emotion ; he spoke of Nature and the Power 
above Nature ; he called his Maker to witness that nothing 
but the herbs of the field had gone to make his medicine. 

He had good store of long words with which to comfort 
rustic ears. He spoke ef *a palliative,’ *a febrifuge,’ 
and ^ a panacea.’ He wanted but threepence for each box, 
and asserted that the blessing of the Ix>rd accompanied 
his phyme. 

“ Why anf I here ? ” he asked. “ Who sent me ? I 
tell ypu, men and women, that God sent me. We must 
not carry our light under a bushel. We must not hide 
a seoret<;that will turn a million unhaj^y men and women 
into a million happ;^ men and women. God gave me this 
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secBet, and thoug);^ I would much sooner be sitting at 
• home tn my luxurious surroundings, which have come to 
me as the result of selling this blessed corrective of all 
ills of the ^digestion and alimentary canals, yet — ^no — this 
world is no place for idleness and laziness. So I am here 
wdth my pills, and I shall do my Master’s work so long 
as I have hands to make the medicine and a voice to 
proclainii it. And in Christ’s own blessed w^ords I cai» 
say that where two or three just persons are- gathered 
together, there am I in the *midst of them, my friends — 

• there am I in the midst of them I ” 

Amid the welter of earth-colour, dun and grey, there 
flashed yellow ojf scarlet, where certain Italian women 
moved in the crowd. They sold trinkets, or offered to tell 
fortunes with the aid of little green parakeets in cages. • ‘ 
The blare and grunt of coarse melody persisted ; and 
the people at the booths babbled ceaselessly where they 
sold their sweetmeats, cakes, and fruit. Some were 
anchored under little awnings; some moved their goods 
about on wheels with flags fluttering to attract attention. 

Old and young perambulated the maze. Every manner 
of man waS gathered here. Aged and middle-aged, 
yopthful and young, grey and white, black and brown, 
bearded and shorn, all came and w^ent together. Some 
passed suspicious and moody; some stood garrulous, 
genial, sanguine, according to their fortunes or fancied 
fortunes in the matter of i^e and barter. 

And later in the day, by the various reads that stretch 
north, south, and west from Princetown, diroves of ponies 
began to wend, some with cheerful hew masters ; many 
with gloomy owners, who had nothing to show but their 
trouble for their pains. 

This spacious scene was hemmed in by a rim of sad- 
coloured waste and ragged hills, while overhead the grey- 
ribbed sky hung low and shredded mist, 

Humphrey BaskerviUe had sold his ponies in an hour, 
and was preparing to make^a swift departure tvhen accident 
threw him into the heart of a disturbance and openM the 
way to significant incidents. 

The old man met Jack Head and was speaking with him, 
but suddenlv Jack caufirht the other by Ms shouidm and 
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pulled fdm aside just in time to escape Ijeing knocked (wer, 
A dozen over-driven bullocks hurtled past theiii with 
sweating flanks and dripping mouths* Behind came two 
drovers, and a brace of barking dogs hung upon the flanks 
of the weary and frightened cattle. 

Suddenly, as the people parted, a big brute, dazed and 
maddened by the yelping dogs now at his tliroat, now at 
4iis heels, tumedrand dashed into the open gate of cottage 
by the way. 

The door of the dwelling slood open and before man or 
sheep-dog had time to turn him, the reeking bullock had 
rushed into the house. There was a crash within, the 
agonised yell of a cliild and the scream of- a woman. 

Then rose terrified bellowings from the bullock, where 
* i# stood jammed in a passage w^ay with two frantic dogs 
at its rear. 

A crowd collected, and Mr. Baskerville amazed himself 
by rushing forward and shouting a direction. * 

“ Get round, somebody, and ope the back door ! ” 

A woman appeared at the cottage window with a scream- 
ing and bloody child in her arms. 

There’s no way out ; there’s no w^ay ouii,” she cried. 
“ There’s no door to the garden ! ” 

“ Get round ; get round ! Climb over the back wall,” 
repeated Baskerville, Then he turned to the woman. 
“ Ope the window and come here, you siUy fool ! ” he said. 

She obeyed, and Humphrey found the injured child was 
not much hurt^ave for a wound on its arm. Men soon 
opened the rear door of the cottage and drove the bullock 
out of the house ; then they turned liim round in the 
garden and drove him back again through the house into 
the street. 

The hysterical woman regarded Mr. Baskerville as her 
saviour and refused to leave his side. The first drover 
offered her a shilling for the damage and the second 
stopped to wrangle with Jack Head, who blamed him 
forciblj"* • ^ 

‘‘ Twas the dogs’ fault — anybody could see that,” he 
declared, “ We’re not to blame.” • 

“ Th<3^ dogs can’t pay, you silly fool,” answered Head. 
” If you let loose a dog that don’t know bis business, 
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yollive got to loolj out for the trouble he makes. ’Tis 
•the d^il’s own luck for you as that yowling child 
wasn’t killed. And now you want to get out of it for 
nought ! TBhere’s a pound’s worth of cloam smashed in 
there.” 

The woman, who was alone, sent messengers for her 
husband, but they failed to find liim ; then she declared 
that Mr.dBaskerville should assess the amclUnt of her claim* 
and the people upheld her. 'JIlus most reluctantly he was 
thrust into a sort of prominence. 

• “ You was the only one with sense to tell ’em what to 

do ; and so you’d better finish your good job and fix the 
price of the break<lges,” said Jack. 

The man with the bullocks, when satisfied that Hum- 
phrey would be impartial and indifferent to either party, 
agreed to this proposal, and Mr. Baskerville, quite be- 
w^ildered by such a sudden notoriety, entered the cottage, 
calculate the damag# done, and soon returned. 

“ You’ve got to pay ten shillings,” he said, “ Your 
bullock upset a tray and smashed a terrible lot of glass 
and china. He also broke down four rails of the balusters 
and broke a ^amp that hung over his head. The doctor 
will charge a shilling for seeing to the child’s arm also. So 
that’s the lowest figure in fairness. Less it can’t be.” 

The drover cursed and swore at this. He was a poor 
man and would be ruined. His master would not pay, 
and if the incident reached headquarters his work must 
certainly be taken from him. None offevgd to help and 
Humphrey was firm. 

Either pay and thank God you’re out of it so easily,’* 
he said, ** or teU us where you come from.” 

The drovers talked together, and then they strove to bate 
the charges brought against themt Their victim, now grown 
calmer, agreed to take seven shillings, but Mr. Baskerville 
would not heai; of this. He insist^ upon observance 
of his ruling, and the man with the bullocks at length 
brought out a leather- purle and counted from it seven 
shillings. To these his companion added three. 

Then the» leader flung the money on the ground, and to 
accompaniment of laughter and msses hastened after his 
stock. The cattle were not for Frincetown, and soon both 
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men ahd their herd plodded onward a, gain into the peace 
and silence of a mist-clad moor, ^ 

They cursed themselves weary, kicked the offending 
^og and, with a brute instinct to revenge their mishap, 
smote and bruised the head of the bullock responsible 
for this misfortune when it stopped to drink at a pool 
beside the road. 

« Humphrey Baskerville won a full measure ohi applause 
on this occasion. . He took himself off as sviftly as possible 
afterwards; but words, were spoken of approval and 
appreciation, and he could not help hearing them. His 
heart grew hot within him. A man shouted after him, 
“ Good for the old Hawk ! ” ^ 

Before he had driven off, Nathan Baskerville met liim at 
VIhe Duchy Hotel ’ and strove to make him drink. 

“ A drop you must have along with me,” he said. “ Why, 
there’s a dozen fellows in the street told me how you handled 
those drovers. You ought to have^the Commission of tlie 
Peace, that’s what you ought to have. You’re cut out 
for it.”' 

“ A lot of lunatics,” answered the elder. ” No presence 
of mind in fifty of ’em. Nought was done^by me. The 
job might have cost a life, but it didn’t, so enough’s said. 
I won’t drink. I must get back home.” 

“ Did the ponies go off well ? ” 

“ Very. If you see Susan Hacker, tell her I’ve gone. 
The old fool’s on one ef they roundabouts, I expect. 
Andt if she br^ks it down, she needn’t come back to me 
, for the damages.” 

A Joke I A joke from 3rou ! This is a day of wonders, 
to be sure ! ” cried Nathan. ” Now crown all and come 
along o’ me, and we’ll find the rest of the family and the 
lanterns, and all have atmerry^go-round together ! ” 

^ But his brother was gone, and Nathan turned and re- 
joined a party of ram-buyers in the street^. 

^ Elsewhere Mrs. lantern and Mrs. Baskerville walked 
toge&or. < T^eir hearts were nbt in the fair, but they spoke 
of the peuding ipaitiage and hoped that a happy union 
was m stoi^ for Ned jwd Ckua. «> 

The young couple themselves tasted such humble de- 
lights as the fait could offer, but Cora’s pleasure was 
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rejdresen^d by the side glances of other gi/ls, and she 
regarded the gathering as a mere theatre for*her own 
displily. Ned left her now and again and then returned * 
Each time he came back he lifted his hat to her and ex- 
hibited Some new sign of possession. 

Cora affected great airs and a supercilious play of eyebrow 
that impressed the other young women. She condescended 
to walk round the fair and regarded this perambulation as a 
triumpii, until the man who sold watches marked her 
among his listeners, observed her vanity, and raised a 
laugh at her expense. Then she lost her temper and de- 
clared her wish to depart. She was actually going when 
there came up Milly and her husband Rupert Baskerville. 

Ned whispered to his sister-in-law to save the situation 
if possible, and Milly with some tact and some good fortung 
managed to do so. ♦ 

Cora smoothed her ruffled feathers and joined the rest 
of the family at the inn. There all partook of the special 
ordinary furnished on this great occasion to the countryside. 

In another quarter Thomas Gollop, Joe Voysey and their 
friends took pleasure after their fashion. Every man won 
some sort of satisfaction from the fair and held his day as 
well spent.* 

Perhaps few could have explained what drew them thither 
or kept them for many hours wandering up and down, 
now inking, now watching the events of the fair, now 
eating, now drinking again. But so the day passed with 
most among them, and not ufttil evening darkened did the 
mist thicken into rain and serioui^ly danqj the proceedings. 

Humphrey Baskerville, well pleased with his, sales and 
even better pleased with the trivial incident of the bullock, 
went his way homeward and was glad to be gonel His 
state of mind was such that he gave alms to twomoufnixil 
men limping slowly on crutches into Frincetown. Each of 
these wounded creatures had lost a leg, and one lacked an 
arm also. They dragged along a little barrel-organ that 
played hymns, and their faces were thin, anxious, hunger- 
bitten. • ^ ' 

These men stopped Mr, Baskerville, but not .to beg. 
They desired to know the distanoe yet left to traverse 
before they reached the fair. 
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“ We out afore light from Dousland, but we didn’t 
know what a terrible road ’twas,” said‘one. “ Yoj^ stje, 
with but a pair o’ legs between us, we can’t travel very 
fast.” 

Humphrey considered, and his heart being uplifted 
above its customary level of caution, he acted with most 
unusual impulse and served these maimed musicians in a 
manner that astounded them. His only terror was that 
somebody might ftiark the deed ; but this did not happen, 
and he accomplished his charity unseen. 

“ It’s up this hill,” he said ; “ but the lull’s a steep one, 
and the fair will be half over afore you get there at this 
gait.” 

The men shrugged their shoulders and prepared to 
^tump on. 

** Get in,” said Mr. Baskerville. “ Get in, the pair of 
you, and I’ll run you to the top.” 

He alighted and helped them to lift their organ up behind, 
wliile they thanked him to the best of their power. * They 
talked and he listened as he drove them ; and outside the 
village, on level ground, he dropped them again and gave 
them half-a-crown. Much heartened and texj astonished 
to display great gratitude, they crawled upon their way 
while Humphrey turned again. 

The taste of the giving w^as good to the old man, and its 
flavour astonished him. He overtook the drovers and 
their cattle presently, and it struck him that this company 
it was who had made the day so remarkable for him. 

He half deternfined with himself to stop and speak with 
them and even restore the money he had exacted ; for 
well he knew the gravity of their loss. 

But, unfortunately for themselves, the twain little 
guessed what was in liis mind ; they still smarted from 
their disaster, and when the^saw the cause of it they swore 
at him, shook their fists and threatened to do him evil 
if opportunity offered. • 

Whereupon JVIr. Baskerville Jjardened his heart, kept 
his money in his pocket and drove forw’^ard. 
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CHAPTER IX 


ITIHE fiifjnsitive Cora could endure no sh%.dow of ridiculS. 
A To laugh at her was to anger her, for she took herself too 
seriously, the common error of those who do not take their 
fellow-creatures seriously enough. When, therefore, she 
committed a stupid error and Ned chaffed her about it, 
there sprang up a quarrel between them, and Cora, in her 
wounded dignity, even went so far as to talk of postponing^ 
marriage. * 

Nathan BaskerviUe explained the complication to a full 
bar ; and when he had done so the tide of opinion set 
somewbat against N%d’s future bride. 

You must know that Phyllis Idntern has gone away 
from home, and last thing she did before she went was to 
ask Cora to look after a nice little lot of young ducks that 
belonged to her and were coming forward very hopeful. 
Of course, Cora said she would, and one day, mentioning 
it to my nephew Rupert’s wife, Milly told her that the 
heads of nettles, well chopped up, were splendid food for 
young ducks. Wishful to please Phyllis and bring on the 
birds, what does Cora do but^busy herself for ’em. She 
gets the nettle-tops and chops ’em up an<!^ivos ’em to the 
ducklings ; and of course the poor wretches all sting their 
throats and suffocate themselves. For why ? Because 
she let ’em have the food raw ! We all know she ought 
to have boiled the nettles. And a good few have laughed 
at her about it and' made her a’bit savage.” 

“ That’s no reason, surely, why she should quarrel with 
her sweetheartf ’Twasn’t his fa^t,” declared Jack Head, 
who was in the bar. ^ ^ 

None in the world ; but Ned joked her and made her 
rather snappy. In fact, he went on a bit too long. You 
can easily*overdo a thing like that. And none of us like a 
joke at our expense to be pushed too far.” • 
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“ it sUo^s what a clever woman she is, all tke saiAe,” 
, declared Mr. Voysey ^ “for when Ned ‘poked fun at her 
first, which he did coming out of church on Sunday,^! was 
by and heard her. What d*you tliink she said ? "You don’t 
boil thistles for a donkey,’ says she, ‘ so how w^ anybody 
to know you boil nettles for a duck ? ’ Pretty peart that — 
eh?” 

^ “ So it was,” declared Nathan. “ Very sharp, and a good 
argument for thJt matter. I’ve bougl^i Phyllis ^ dozen 
new birds and nothing more need come of it ; but Ned’s a 
bit of a fool here and there, and he hadn’t the sense to let 
well alone ; and now she’s turned on him.” 

“ He’ll fetch her round, a chap so clever with the girls 
as him,” said Voysey ; whereupon Tim*bthy Waite, who 
fwas of the company, laughed scornfully. 

How can that man be clever at anything ? ” he asked. 
“ Here’s his own uncle. Be Ned clever at anything on 
God’s earth but spending money, Mr. Baskerville ? Come 
now ! An lionest answer.” * 

“ Yes,” replied Nathan promptly. “ He was never 
known to fall off a horse.” 

Tlie laugh rose against Timothy, for the farmer’s various 
abilities did not extend to horsemanship. He had been 
thrown a week before and still went a little lame. 

“ Ned’s all right,” added Jack Head. “ Lazy, no doubt 
— ^like everybody else who can be. But he’s generous and 
good-hearth, and no man’s enemy. The girl’s a fool to 
keep him dangling. A littl^ more of it and he’ll — ^however, 
I’ll not meddle Hh other people’s business.” 

Mr. GoUop entered at this moment and saw his foe. 

“ Do I hear John Head saying that he don’t meddle with 
other people’s business ? ” askh the sexton. “ Gin cold, 
please. Well, well : since when have Head made that fine 
rule ? ” 

“ Drink your gin,” said Jack, “and then have another. 
You han’t worth talking to till you’ve got u drop of liquor 
in you. Whqn you’re tuned up I’ll answer you. How’s 
Masterman getting on ? He must be a patient man, or else 
a terrible weak one, to have you still messing about the 
church.” • 

“ Better you leave the church alone,” retorted Thomas. 
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“ You’d pull down every church in the land if you could ; 
anfl i^^it wasn’t for men like me, as withstand your sort . 
and defy you, there’d very soon be no law and order in the 
State.” 

“ ’Tis y%ur blessed church where there’s no law and 
order,” answered Jack. “The State’s all right so long 
as the Liberals be in ; but a house divided against itself 
falleth. You won’t deny that. And that’s the hobble yoji 
Christians have come to. And so much the easier work for 
my side — to sweep the whole quarrelsome, narrowminded 
boiling of you to the devil.” 

“ Stop there, Jack ! ” cried Mr. Baskerville. “ No 
religion in this b^ and no politics. You know the rules.” 

“ Let him go on,” said Gollop gloomily. “ There’s a 
bitter truth in what he says. We’re not shoulder^ to 
shoulder and none can pretend we are. Take Masterman — 
that man ! What did he say only this morning in vestry ? 

‘ GoUqp,’ he said, ‘J)he roots are being starved. If we 
don’t get rain pretty quick there’ll be no turnips — ^no, nor 
mangolds neither.’ ” 

Half a dozen raised their voices in support of this 
assertion. • 

“ That’s truth anyway,” declared Timothy. “ Never 
knew such a beastly drought at this season. Even rain 
will not bring the crop up to average weight now. It’s 
beyond nature to do it.” 

^ “ Well, he’s going to pray to rain,” said Gollop. “ Next 
Sunday we shall ax for ‘ moderate rain and showers.’ ” 

“ Well, why not ? ” asked Nathan. *\That’s what the 
man’s there to surely.” 

“ Why not ? Because the glass is up ’pon top of every- 
thing, and the wind’s in the east steady as a rock. That’s 
why not. You don’t want grayer to be turned into a 
laughing-stock. We don’t want our ministers to fly in 
the face of Providence, do we ? To pray for rain at present 
be equally mcllfl as to pray to snow, ’Tis just courting 
failure. Then this here» man, Jack Head, and other 
poisonous members, will laugh, like Elijah when he drawed 
on them false prophets, and say our Jehovah be asleep.” 

“ Not *me,” answered “ ’Tis your faith be 

asleep. You’ve given your side away propierly now, 
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my boldJie^o ! So you’ve got such a poor opinion of your 
^ Jehovah that you reckon to ax Him to t^ke the wind^ulf of 
the east be going too far ? But you’re right. Your God 
can’t do it. All the same, Mastermari’s a better Christian 
than you.” * 

“ You speak as a rank atheist. Jack,” said Timothy 
Waite. “ And what sense there is in you is all spoiled 
because you’re :"o fierce and sour.” 

“ Not mo—far^from it. We was talking of JeMovah, I 
believe, and there’s no law agadnst free speech now, so I’ve 
a right to say my say without being called to order by you 
or any man, Tom here don’t trust his God to bring rain 
when the glass is set fair ; and I say that he be perfectly 
right — that’s all. Gollop ought to have the faith that 
cnoves moimtains, no doubt ; but he hasn’t. He can’t 
hefp feeling terrible shaky when it comes to a challenge. 
That’s the good my side’s doing, though he do swear at us. 
We’re making the people common-sensible. Faith have 
had a long run for its money. Now* we’re going to give 
Works a bit of a show. Masterman fawns on Jehovah 
like a spaniel bitch, and thinks that all this shoe-licking 
be going to soften the God of the stars. But^f there was 
a G^, He’d be made of sterner stuff than man makes 
Him, We shouldn’t get round Him, like a naughty 
boy round a weak father. In fact, you might so well 
try to stop a runaway steam-roller by offering it a cabbage- 
leaf, as to come round a working God by offering Him 
prayers.” 

“ How you carf stand this under your roof, Nathan, I’m 
blessed if I know,” grumbled Mr. Gollop, “ ’Tis very evil 
speaking, and no good will come to you by it.” 

‘‘Light will shine even on this man afore the end,” 
declared the innkeeper. “ God will explain as much as is 
good for Jack to know, tie shows each of us as much 
as we can bear to see — ^like He did Moses. If Jehovah 
was to shine too bright on the likes of Head here, He’d 
dazzle the ma;^ blind him.”« 

“ God will explain — eh ? That’s what you said, Nat. 
Then why .don’t He explain ? I’m a reasonable man. I’m 
quite ready and willing to hear. But ’twill %ake God 
all His time to explain some of His hookem*snivey 
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tricks played on honest, harmless humans. l<etis hear 
^^first*why He let tWe snake into the garden at all, to fool 
**those two poor grown-up children. You talk about original 
sin ! ’Tis a dirty lie against human nature. If you’re 
in the right, '^’twas your God sent it — ^stuck the tree under 
Eve’s nose — ^just as if I put a bunch of poison berries in a 
baby’s hand and said, ‘You mustn’t eat ’em,’ and then left' 
the rest to chance and an enemy. Who’d be blamed if the 
child ate^ and died ? Why, I should. j?nd jury would!* 
bring it in murder — quite right too. Look at your God’s 
blackguard doings against all they peaceful people He set 
• his precious Jews against ! Shameful, I call it. Driving 
*em out of their countries, harrying ’em, killing ’em by 
miracles, because fte knowed the Jews wasn’t good men 
enough to do it. Chosen people ! A pretty choice ! 
He’s been judging us ever since He made us ; now let’s 
judge Him a bit, and see what His games look like to the 
eyes of a decently taught Board School boy.” 

“ You’ll roast for \his, John Head, and w^ell you’ll 
deserve it,” said Mr. GoUop. 

“ Not I, Thomas, I’ve just as much light to crack a joke 
against your jigly, short-tempered Jehovah as you would 
have to laugh at the tuft of feathers on the end of a pole 
that foreign savages might call God. There’s not a pin to 
choose betwixt them and you.” 

“ We-can only hope you’ll have the light afore you’ve 
gone too far, Jack,” said Nathan. “ You’re getting up 
home to sixty, and I’m sure I liope God’s signal-post will 
^rise up on your path afore you go much furflaer.” 

“ ’Tis certainly time,” answered Head. “ And if your 
God’s in earnest and wants to put me right, the sooner He 
begins the better for us both — ^for my salvation and His 
credit.” ' ^ 

“ He’s got His holy self-respect, however,” argued Gollop. 
“ If I was Him, I’d not give myself a thought over the likes 
of you. ‘ Good Riddance ’ — that’s what I should say.” 

“ If you was God for five^minutes I wonder what you’d 
do, Tom,” speculated Joe Voysey. “ Give me a new back, 

1 hope. That’s the first favour I should ax.” 

“ I’d catdh you up into heaven, Joe. That’s the kindest 
thing the Almighty could do for you,” • 
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But «7o^sey looked doubtful. 

‘‘ If you was to wait till I gived the word, ’twould be 
better,” he said. “ Nobody wants to leave his ^ob un-' 
finished.” 

‘‘ A good brain gone to rot — that’s what’s happened to 
you, Jack,” said Nathan sadly. Lord, He only Imows why 

you are allowed to think such thoughts. No doubt there’s 
a reason for it, since nought can happen without a reason ; 
Wt the why an(i wherefore are hid from us common men, 
like much else that’s puzzUug. Anyway, we can stick to 
this — we Christians : though you’ve got no use for God, 
Jack, ’tis certain that Grod’s got a use for you ; and there * 
may be those among us who will live to sec what that 
use is.” 

” Well, I’m ready for a whisper,” declared the free- 
tiiinker. ** He won’t have to tell me twice — ^if He only 
makes His meaning clear the first time^” 

They talked a little longer, and then Heathman Lintern 
came among them. • 

Be Jack Head here ? ” he asked. The chimney to 
Ills house have took fire seemingly, and policeman’s made 
a note of it. But ’twas pretty near out when I come by.” 

“ Hell ! ” cried Jack. That's another five shilling 
gone ! ” 

Ho left hurriedly to the tune of laughter, and failed to 
hear Gollop’s triumphant final argument. 

“ There 1 There ! ” shouted the sexton. “ There *tis 
— ‘ hell ’ in his everyday speech ! He can’t get away from 
it : ’tis part o£?hature and a common item — ^just as natural 
as heaven. And argue as he pleases, the moment he’s took"^'^ 
out of himself, the truth slips. may he say * hell ’ ! 

There’s nobody living round here will ever have more 
cause to say it. And that he’ll find long afore I, or another^ 
drop the clod on his bonel.” 
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^HANKS more to the diplomacy of N&tlian BaskerviSo 
-L than Ned’s own skill ki reconciliation, Cora forgave 
her lover and their marriage day was fixed. Not a few 
noticed that the master of ‘ Tlie White Thom ’ held this 
union much to heart, and indeed appeared more interested 
in its achievement than any other save Ned himself. 

A change had come over Nathan and liis strength faileci 
liim. The affection of his throat gained upon him and'his 
voice grew weaker. He resented allusions to the fact 
and declared that he was well. Only his doctor and 
PrisciDa Lintern kntfw the truth ; and only she understood 
that much more than physical tribulation was responsible 
for the innkeeper’s feverish activity of mind and unsleeping 
energy poured forth in secret upon affairs. 

The extent of this immense diligence and devotion was 
hidden even from her. She supposed that a temporary 
cloud had passed away; and she ceased not, therefore, 
from.Jbegging him to save his powers and so afford 
himself an opportunity to recover. 

But the man believ^ that He was doomed, and suspected 
that his life could only be held upon uil)^ertain tenure of 
months. 

The doctor would not go so far as this gloomy opinion ; 
yet he did not deny that it might be justified. 

Nathan felt no doubt in his own mind, and he believed 
that Cora’s wedding was the last considerable event of a 
personal and precious nature that be could hope to see 
accomplished. • 

Afterwards, but not iiptil he foiuid hi]pself upon his 
deathbed, the innkeei)er designed a confession. Circum- 
staaoes and justice, as he conceived it, must make this 
avowal private ; but those most interested were destined 
to know the hidden truth cbnoeming themselvesi He had . 
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debated "the matter with Priscilla, since decision rested 
•iwith her ; but she was of his mind and, indeed, had b^pii tlie 
first to suggest tlxis course. 

Cora’s shopping roused all the household of TJijjiershaugh 
to a high pitch of exasperation. Much to the girl’s sur- 
prise her mother produced fifty pounds for a wedding out- 
fit, and the bride employed agreeable days in Plymouth 
while she expendtd this handsome gift. ^ 

A house had been taken at Plyrapton. The face of it 
was ‘ genteel ’ in Cora’s estiAation ; but the back was 
not. However, the rear premises satisfied Ned, and its 
position witli respect to town and country suited them 
both. • 

There remained contracts and settlements, in which 
INathan Baskerville represented both parties. Ned was 
generous and indififerent ; Cora exhibited interest and a 
faculty for grasping details. She told herself that it was 
only reasonable and wise to do so. , 

At any time the reckless Ned might break his neck ; at 
any time the amorous Ned might find her not all-sufficing. 
No sentiment obscured Cora’s outlook. She astounded 
Nathan Baskerville by the shrewdness of her stipulations. 

Few prophesied much joy of this marriage, and even 
Priscilla, albeit Nathan was impatient at her doubts, non© 
the less entertained misgivings. She knew the truth of her 
daughter, and had long since learned the truth concerning 
young Baskerville, 

Tliose who desired to comfort her foretold that man and 
wife would go each their own way and mind each their own 
business and pleasure. Not the most sanguine pretended 
to suppose that Ned and Cora would unite in any bonds 
of close and durable affection. 

The man’s mother trusted that Cora’s common sense and 
practical spirit might serve as a steady strain to curb his 
slothful nature ; but May Baskerville was the only living 
soul who, out of her warm heart and trusting disposition, 
put faith in his marriage to lift her brother toward a 
seemly and steadfast position in the ranks of men. 

At Hawk House the subject of the weddmg might 
not be mentioned. In consequence renewed coolness 
had ariseh between the brothers. Then came a rumour 
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to Humphrey’s ear that Nathan was ill, and he felt cencem. 
The^old man had fio eye to mark physical changes. He 

• Vas slo>^ to discern moods or read the differences of facial 
expression, begot by mental trouble on the one hand and 
bodily suffei%ig on the other. 

Now, greatly to his surprise, he heard that Nathan began 
to be very seriously indisposed. The news came to him 
one morning a month before Cora’s wedding. Heathman 
Lintern cltlled upon the subject of a stalhon^ and mentionca 
casually that Humphrey’s brother had lost his voice and 
might never regain it. 

• “ ’Tis terrible queer in the bar at ‘ The White Thorn ’ 
not to hear him and to know we never may no more,” he 
said. “ He’s gone* down and down very gradual ; but 
now he can only whisper. ’Tis a wisht thing to lose 
the power of speech — like a living death, you might 
say.” 

“ When did this happen ? I’ve marked no change, 
though ^tis a good fewVeeks now since I spoke with him.” 

‘‘ It corned gradual, poor chap.” 

Humphrey rose and prepared on the instant to start for 
Shaugh. ^ 

“ I must see the man,” he said. “ We’re out for the 
minute owing to this wedding. But, since he’s fallen ill, 
I must go to him. We’ll hope ’tis of no account.” 

They, set out together and Heathman was mildly sur- 
prised to learn the other’s ignorance. 

“ He keeps it so close ; but*you can’t liide your face. 
We’ve all marked it. The beard of the lAan’s grown so 

"“Vhite as if the snow had settled on it, and his cheeks be 
drawed too. For my part I never felt nothing in life 
to make me go down-daunted afore, except w^hen your son 
Mark died ; but, somehow, Nat Baskerville be a part of the 
place and the best part. I’ve got a great feeling towards 
him. ’Tis making us all very uncomfortable. Especially 
my mother. He*talks to her a lot, feeling how more than 
common wise she be; and# she knows a lot^ about him. 
She’s terrible down over it and, in fact, ’tis a bafl job all 
round, I’m afraid.” 

Humphrey’s answer was to quicken his pace, 

“He kept it from me,” he ri^lied. “I suppose he 
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thougbl I ought to have seen it for myself. Or he might 
have wrongly fancied I didn’t care.” * 

“ Everybody cares — such a wonderful good sort as him.* 
’Twill cast a gloom over this blessed wedding. I wish to 
God ’twas over and done with — the wedding, I mean — 
since it’s got to be.” 

“ Why do y'ou wish that ? ” 

^ “ Because I’m sick of the thing and that awn-self**® 
baggage, my sister. God’s truth ! . To watch her getting 
ready. Everything’s got to'^ go down afore her, like the 
grass afore the scythe. You may work your fingers to the 
bone and never get a thank you. I had a row witli her 
last night, and she got lashing me with her tongue till I 
rose up and fetched her a damned hard box on the ear, 
grown woman though she is. My word, it tamed her too ! 

‘ There ! ’ I said. ‘ That’s better than all the words in the 
dictionary. You keep your snake’s tongue between your 
teeth,’ I said. There’s no answering her with wor(?s, but if 
her husband has got a pinch of sense, which he hasn’t, 
he’ll do w’ell to give her a hiding at the start. It acted 
like a charm.” 

“ Don’t want to hear nothing about that. They’re 
making their own bed, and ’twill be uneasy lying,” said 
Humphrey. “ Leave them, and talk of other tilings.” 

“ Very pleased,” answered lantern. Ban’t a subject 
I’m fond of. Undershaugh without Cora would be a better 
place to live in — I know th(^t and I say it. And my mother 
knows it too ; ^though say it she won’t.” 

They talkeds^n various subjects, and Heathman informed[.^ 
Mr. Baskerville that he would soon be a great-uncle. 

Rupert’s wife be going to have a babby — that’s the 
last news. I heard it yester^eve at * The White Thorn.’ ” 

“ Is that so ? They might have told me, you’d think. 
Yet none has. They kept it from me.” 

” Holding it for a surprise; or maybe they didn’t 
think ’twould interest you.” 

“ No doubt that was the imson/’ answered Humphrey. 

And then he spoke no more, but worked his own thoughts 
into *a ferment of jealous bitterness until the village was 
reached. Arrived, he took no leave cA Heathman, but 
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forgot his presence, and hastened to the inn. Nathan was 
^^starWinc at the door in his apron, and the brothers entered 
together, 

“ What’s^his I hear ? ” said Humphrey as they entered 
tVie other’s j^ivate chamber. 

“ Well, I’m ill, to be frank. In fact, very ill. I’d hoped 
to hide it up till after the wedding ; but my voice has 
pretty well gone, you see. Gk)ne for good* You’ll nevej; 
hoar it again. But that won’t trouble you much — eh ? ” 

“ I should have marked sotnething wrong when last we 
met, no doubt. But you angered me a bit, and angry men 
are like drunken ones ; their senses fail them. I didn’t 
see or hear what bad happed to you. Now I look and 
listen, I mark you’re bad. What docs tlie doctor say ? ” 

“ ’Tis what he don’t say. But I’ve got it out of liim. He 
took me to Plymouth a month ago — to some very clever 
man there. I’ve talked such a lot in my life that I deserve 
to be struck dumb — such a chatterbox as I have been.” 

” Is that all ? ” 

” For the present. We needn’t go beyond that. I shall 
soon get used to listening instead of talking. Maybe I’ll 
grow wiser foj; it.” 

” That wasn’t all they told you ? ” 

Nathan looked round and shut the door which stood ajar 
behind them. 

^ ” There’s no hiding anything from you that you want to 

find out. As a matter of fac^ I’m booked. I know it. 
’Tis only a question of — of months — ^few or many. They 
..«give me time to put things as straight — m straight as I 
can.” 

“ So like as not they lie. You’ll do better to go off 
to London while you may, and get the best opinion up 
there.” . , 

” I would, if ’twas only to pleasure you. But that’s no 
use now.” 

” Can you let flown your food easy ? ” 

Nathan shook his head. 

” I dare not eat in company no more,” he saifl ; “ it’s 
here.” He put his hand to his throat and then drew it 
down. 

“ You don’t suffer, I hope ? ” 
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Natkan nodded. 

“ I can tell you, but I trust you not to let it out tO' any 
soul. We must have the wedding off cheerful and bright.* 
I shall keep going till then, if I’m careful. Only a month 
now.” f 

“ You ought to be lying up close, and never put your 
nose out this coarse weather.” 

‘‘ Time enough. Leave it now. I’m all right. I’ve 
had a good life — better than you migVit think for. I wish 
for my sake, and knowing that I’ve got my end in sight, 
you’d do the last thing you can for me and countenance 
this wedding. Perhaps I’ve no right to ask ; but if you 
knew — if you knew how hard life can^be when the flesh 
gives waj^ and there’s such a lot left to do and think about. 
If you only knew ” 

“ You say ‘ the last thing I can do for you.’ Are you 
sure of that ? ” 

A strange and yearning expression crossed the, face of 
the younger man. He strok^ his beard nervously and 
Humphrey, now awake to physical accidents, marked that 
his hands were grown very thin and his skin had taken on 
it a yellowish tinge of colour. ^ 

There was silence between them for some moments. 
Then Nathan shook his head and forced a smile upon bis 
face. 

“ Nothing else — nothing at all. But it’s no small thing 
that I ask. I know that. You’ve a right to feel little 
affection for either of them — ^Ned or Cora. But my case 
is different. (Jbra’s mother ” 

Again he stopped, but Hum;^hrey did not speak. 

Cora’s mother has been a good friend to me in many 
ways. She is a clever woman and can keep her own 
counsel. There’s more of Priscilla Lintern in Cora than 
you might think. You’ll never know how terribly Cora 
felt Mark’s death ; but she did. Only she hid it close. 
As to Ned ” 

He began^to cough and suffered evident pain in the 
process. When the cough ceased it was some time before 
he could speak. Then, to Humphrey’s discomfort, his 
brother began to weep. 

“ There — there,’’ he said, as one talks to a child; “ What 
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I can do, I’ll do. God knows this is a harsh shotk to me. 

1 didn’t dream of such a thing overtaking you. How old 
*arc you 

‘‘ In my sfK^tliird year.” 

“ Hope di3lB^c ’em. They don’t know everything. 
Pray to the Almighty about it. You’re weak. You ought 
to drink, if you can’t cat. I’ll come to the wedding and 
I’ll give the woman a gift — for your sake and her mother’s ^ 
— not for her own.” 

Nathan, now unnerved, covid not reply. But he took 
his brother’s hand and held it. 

* “ God bless you for this,” he whispered. “ If you 

could but understand me better and believe that with all 
my black faults I’ve meant w^ell, I should die easier, 
Humphrey.” 

“ Don’t talk about d^’ing. You’re a bit low. I haven’t 
forgotten when Mark went. Now ’tis my turn. Why 
don’t you trust me ? ” 

“ You* never trusted*me, Humphrey.” 

Tlie other darted a glance and Nathan’s eyes fell. 

Never — and you were right not to,” he added. 

Humphrey rose. 

“ I’m your brother and your friend. I can’t be different 
to what I am. I don’t respect you — never did. But — 
well — a silly word most times, but I’ll use it — I love you 
well enough. Why shouldn’t I ? You’re my brother — 
'all I’ve got left, I’m cut up about this. I wish I could 
lighten your load, and I’m willing to do it if ’tis in my 
jpower.” * • 

“ You have. If you come to that wedding I shall die 
a happy man.” 

** That’s nought. Ban’t there anything deeper I can 
do — ^for you yourself and your pejice of mind ? ” 

Again Nathan struggled with his desires. But pride 
kept him silent. He could not tell the truth. 

** No.” he ansv^red at last. “ Nothing for me myself.” 

” Or for any other ? ” ♦ ^ 

The innkeeper became agitated 

” No, no. You’ve done a good day’s work. No more 
for the presdht. I’ve not thrown up the sponge yet. Will 
you take a glass of the old sloe gin before you go ? ” 
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Humphrey shook liis head. 

“ Not for me. When’s the wedding ? 

“ Third of November.” ^ 

“ I shall be there, and your — Cora Lint^ will have a 
letter from me next week. 

“You make me a happier man than you know, Hum- 
phrey.” 

“ Let it rest then. I’ll see you again o’ Sunday.” 

They parted, and while one put on his hat and hastened 
with tremulous excitement to Undershaugh, the other 
breasted the hill homewards, and buttoned his coat to 
the wind which sent leaves flying in wild companies at the. 
spinney edge by Beatland Corner. 

The sick man rejoiced upon his way', the halo man went 
moodily. 

“ I can do no more,” said Humphrey to himself. “ He’s 
a Baskerville, despite the grip of death on him. Perhaps 
I was a fool to tell him I &dn’t respect him. He’ll think 
of it again when he’s got time f on -thought by night, and 
’twill rasp home.” 

Following upon this incident it seemed for a season 
that Nathan’s health mended. His disease delayed a 
little upon its progress, and he even hoped in secret that 
his brother might be right and the physicians wrong. He 
flashed with a spark of his old fire. He whisper^ jokes 
that woke noisy laughter. In secret he tick^ off the-^ 
days that remained before Ned and Cora should be 
married. • 

It wanted *less than a fortnight to the event, and aU 
was in readiness for it. Humphrey Baskerville had sent 
Cora twenty pounds, and she had visited him and thanked 
him personally for his goodness. The old man had also 
seen Ned, and although his nephew heard few compliments 
and came from the interview in a very indignant frame of 
mind, yet it was felt to be welt that H^imphrey had thus 
openly suffered the past to ^ obliterated. 

Then cahie a midnight when Priscilla Lintern, lying 
aw^e and full of anxious thoughts, heard upon the 
silence a sound* At first she bdieved it te be the four 
feet o| some wandering horse as he struck the ground with 
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his hoofs in leisurely fashion, and slowly passed afbng the 
* •desertei^road ; then she perceived that it was the two ’ 
feet of a>«Qan moving briskly and carrying him swiftly 
forward. Tbit^feet stopped, the outer wicket gate was 
opened, ana some one came to the door. Priscilla's 
window looked forth from a thatched dormer above, and 
now she threw it up and leant out. She knew by intuition 
the name of the man below. • * 

“ Is that you, Jim ? ” she^asked. 

“ Yes’m. Master’s took cruel bad and can’t fetch his 
, breath. He knocked me up, and I went first for Miss 
Gollop, who was to home luckily. Then I corned for you.” 

Mrs. Lintern was already putting on her clothes. 

“ You’d best to go back,” she said. “ I’ll be up over 
at once, after I’ve waked up my son and sent him riding * 
for doctor.” 

Fifteen minutes later Heathman, still half asleep, can- 
tered <wi a pony through a rainy night for mediccd help, 
and his mother hastened up to ‘ The White Thom,’ and 
steeled her heart for what she might hnd there. * 

She had long learned to conceal all emotion of spirit, 
and she knew that under no possible stress of grief or 
terror would truth have power to escape the prison of 
her heart. 
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CHAPTER XI 

T he accident of a heavy cold had suddenly aggravated 
the morbid condition of Nathan Baskervillc’s throat, 
and set all doubt of the truth at rest. Often on previous 
occasions he had anticipated death at short notice, and 
prepared to face it ; but now he trusted fate not to deal 
’ the final blow before his daughter’s marriage. His only 
concern was to be on his feet again swiftly, that none of 
the plans for the wedding should be changed. 

The doctor warned him that he was very ill, and took 
the gravest view of his condition ; but Nathan, out of a 
sanguine* heart, declared that he would make at least a 
transient recovery. He obeyed the medical man’s direc- 
tions very carefully, however; he kept his "bed and put 
himself into the hands of the parish nurse. 

In sombre triumph she came to this important case, and 
brought with her certain errors of judgment and idio- 
syncrasies of character that went far to counterbalance 
real ability begot of experiwee. She was a good nurse, 
but an obstinate and foolish woman. No more conscien- 
tious creature rhled a sick room or obeyed a doctor’s man- * 
date ; but she added to her prescribed duties certain 
gratuitous moral ministrations which were not required 
by science or demanded by reason. 

Mrs. lantern saw Mr. il^kerville often, and sometimes 
shared the night watches with Elua Gollop. The latter 
viewed hqr attentions to Nathan and hei;, emotion before 
his sufferii^ with a suspicious eye. But she reserved com- 
ment until after the end. The case was not likely to be 
a lon^ one in her opinion. Eor one week little happened 
of a definite character, and during that tixne Nathan 
Baskerville saw his relations and several of his more 
intimate"^ friendsw Then ensued a malignant change, and 
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at the dawn of this deterioration, after the doctor had 

♦ left him,,Miss GoUop sat alone with her patient and 
endeavouraSsjto elevate his emotions. 

“ I’ve flas];\e\>a bit of light on a wandering soul at many 
a deathbed,” she declared ; “ and I hope I shall be spared 
to do so at many more. There’s not a few men and 
women that wouldn’t hear me in health, but they listened, 
meek as worms, when the end was in sight, and they » 
hadn’t strength left to move g»n eyelash. That’s the time 
to drive truth home, Mr. Baskerville, and I’ve done it. 

i But always cheerful, mind. I’m not the sort to give up 
hoping.” 

“I’m sure not,” 'he whispered. “Wasn’t Christ’s first 
and last message hope ? ” 

“ Don’t you talk. Let me do the talking. Yes, ’twas 
hope He brought into this hopeless world. But even hope 
can be trusted too much. You must put your hope in 
the next world now, not in this one, I’m afraid.” 

“ Did he say so ? ” 

“ Yes — ^I knew he would. Death was in his eyes when 
he went out of your chamber. Still, there’s plenty of 
time. Things* may mend. He’s going to send a new 
physic.” 

“ What’s the good of that if I’ve got to go ? ” 

“ You’ll know presently, my poor man. ’Tis to ease 
what be bound to creep over you later on.” 

“ Bodily pain’s nought. Haven’t I suffered all that 
man can suffer ? ” » 

• “No, you haven’t — not yet. Don’t tcElk about that 
part. You shan’t suffer while I’m here — ^not if I can help 
it in reason, and under doctor’s orders. But I won’t 
stray beyond them ; I was never known to take anything 
upon myself, like some of thejp hospital chits, that call 
themselves nurses, do.” 

“ When is Mn^ Lintern coming ? ” ,, 

Eliza’s Bps tightened. 

“ Very soon, without a Houbt ; though! My, I can’t 
ezacally say. listen to me a little afore she’s here. ^ ’Tis 
my duty ko say these things to you, and you’re not 
one that ever stood between man or woman and their 
duty.” 
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not see them married now. ‘That’s cruel hard 
after ” 

How can you say that ? You may be, tliore in the 
spirit, if not in the flesh, I suppose you bSSi’/. one of they 
godless ones that say ghosts don’t walk ? Haven’t I 
beheld ’em with these eyes ? Didn’t I go down to Mrs. 
Wonnacott at Shaugh Bridge in the dimpsy of the evening 
two year ago ; ' and didn’t I see a wishtness coming along 
out of they claypits there ?. ’Tis well known 1 seed it ; 
and if it weren’t the spirit of Abraham Vesper, as worked 
there for fifty year and then was run over by his own team 
of bosses and fractured to death in five places, whose spirit 
was it ? So you may be at your nephew’s wedding with 
the best ; and, for my part, I shall know you be there, 
and feel none the less cheerful for it,” 

So much to do — so many to save — and no strength 
and no time — ^no time,” he said. 

The air was dark and hurtling with awful wings for 
Nathan Baskerville. He heard and saw the storm coming. 
But others would feel it. He was safe from the actu^ 
hurricane, but, by anticipation, dreadfully he endured it 
now. Death would be no release save from physical 
disaster. His place was with the living, not with the 
dead. Cruelly the living must need him presently ; the 
dead had no need of lum. 

Mias Gollop supposed that she read her patient’s heart. 

” ’Tis your own soul you<enust seek to save, Mr. Basker- 
ville. None can save our souls but ourselves. And as 
for time, thanfes to the rivers of blood Christ shed, there’tf 
always time for a dip in ’em. You’re well thought on. 
But that’s nought, ’Tis the bird’s-eye view the Almighty 
takes that will decide. And our conscience tells us what 
that view’s like to be. ^Tis a good sign you be shaken 
about it. The best sort generally are. I’ve seen an evil 
liver go jbo his doom like a babby drop^ung asleep off its 
mother’s nim^ ; and I’ve se^n a pious saint, such as my 
own father was, get into a terrible tear at the finish, as if 
he se^ed all the devils in hdl hotting up against his coming.” 

She ministered to the sick man, then sat down and 
droned ^on again* But he was not listening ; his stren^h 
had nearly gone, his gaiety had vanished for evSr. Not 
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a smile was loft. The next world at this juncture looked 
' incxpreseiWy vain and futile. He cared not a straw about 
it. He w^'^'^snly concerned with his present environment 
and the signi^'cfoce of passing from it at this juncture. 

“ Run out — all run out ! ” he whispered to himself. 

Would there be no final parenthesis of strength to deal 
with the manifold matters now tumbling to chaos ? Was 
the end so near ? He brushed aside lesser tilings and began ’ 
to think of the one paramount obligation. 

“ Wliy don’t she come ? Why don’t she come ? ” he 
• whispered ; but Miss Gollop did not hear him. 

This was a sort of moment when she felt the call of her 
faith mighty uporf her. She had often inopportunely 
striven to drag a dying man’s mind away from earth to 
the spectacle of heaven and the immense difficulty of 
winning it. 

“ How many houses have you got, Mr. Baskerville ? ” 
she asked abruptly ; cmd in a mechanical fashion he heard 
and answered her. 

“ Six — two here and four at Bickleigh ; at least, they 

can’t be called mine, I’m afraid, they’re all ” 

And you’d give the lot for one little corner in a heavenly 
mansion — wouldn’t you, Mr. Baskerville ? ” 

“ No doubt — ^no doubt,” he said. “ Don’t talk for a 

bit. I’m. broken ; I’m terrible anxious ; I must see 

^Give me something to drink, please.” 

While she obeyed him lita. lintern came in. The 
doctor, who had perceived her tragic interesWn the patient, 
^ept her closely informed of his condition, and Priscilla 
had learned within the hour that Nathan was growing 
w^orse. 

Now she came, and Mr. Baskerville asked Miss Gollop 
to leave them, " • 

‘*1 can’t think why,” murmured Eliza. “I’m not 
generally told te go out except afore relations- Still, I 
can take my walk now instead of this afternoon. And if 
the new physic comes, don’t you give hiifr none, Mrs. 
Lintern, please. *Tis very powerful and dangerouSi and 
only lor skilled hands to handle.” 

Neither spoke until the nurse had departe^ 

“ And I shall be gone exactly twenty minutes^and no 
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more,” she said. “ I’ve got my reputation, I believe, if 
some of us haven’t ; but with chapel people — 

The exact problem respecting chapel she left 

unstated, and in closing the door behind^^^ made some 
unnecessary noise. 

Then Priscilla folded Nathan in her arms and kissed him. 
He hold her ht.nd and shut his eyes while she talked ; but 
presently he rOused himself and indicated that the con- 
fession to his children must not in safety be longer delayed, 

‘‘ I don’t feel particulat* worse, though I had a bit of a 
fight for wind last night ; but I am worse, and I may soon 
be a lot worse. Tliey’d better all come to-day — this after- 
noon.” 

‘‘ They shall,” she promised. 

” If that was all — my God, if that was aU, Priscilla ! ” 

“ It is aU that matters.” 

’Tis the least — the very least of it. Dark — dark 
wherever I turn. Plots miscarrieci, plans failed, good 
intentions all gone astray.” 

She thought that he wandered. 

” Don’t talk, ’tis bad for you. If you’ve got to go, go 
you must — God pity me without you ! But you are all 
right, such a steadfast man as you. The poor will call 
you blessed, and your full tale of well-doing w^ill never be 
told.” 

“ Well-meaning, that’s all — not w^ell-doing. A dead 
man’s motives don’t count,««»’tis his deeds we rate him by. 
He’s gone. Ho can’t explain what he meant. Pray for 
me to live a bif longer, Priscilla. Beg ’em for their prayer# 
at the chapel ; beg ’em for their prayers at church. 
I’m terrible, terrible frighted to go just now, and that’s 
truth. Frighted for those I leave — ^for those I leave.” 

She calmed him and bought to banish his fears. But 
he entered upon a phase of mental excitement, deepening 
to frenzy. He wa» bathed in sweat and staring fixedly 
before him when the nurse re|arned. 

After nocfti the man had regained liis nerve and 
foun^ himself ready for the ordeal. A dose of the new 
drug brought ease and peace. He was astonished and 
san^ne to feel such comfe^rt. JBut his voice from the 
strain the mornizig had almost become extinguished. 
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W]jen Priscilla a^d his children came round him and 

• the family were alone, he bade the woman speak. 

Tell he said. “ Tm not feared to do it, since 

you wish theja ijo know, but my throat is dumb.” 

Heathman stood at the bottom of the bed and his 
mother sat beside it. Cora and Phyllis wore in chairs 
by the fire. They looked and saw Mrs. Lintern clasp 
her hands over Nathan Baskerville’s. • The act in-* 
spired her, and she met tliQ astonished glance©, of her 
children. 

• “ For all these years,” she said, “ you’ve been kept with- 
out hearing the truth, you three. You only knew I was 
a widow, and that' Mr. Baskerville w’^as a widower, and 
that w^e were friends always, and that he never married 
again because his dead wife didn’t want him to. But 
there’s more to know’. After Mrs. Baskerville died, Nathan 
here found me an orphan girl, working for my living in a 
china ahd glass shop a4 Bath. 1 hadn’t a relation or friend 
in the world, and he got to love me, and lie wanted to 
marry me. But I woiddn’t have it, because, in honour to 
his wife’s relations, if he’d married me he’d have had to 
give up five thousand pound. And they would have 
taken very good care he did so. The law was his side, 
but truth was against it, since his wife gave him the money 
only if he didn’t wed. She couldn’t enforce such a thing, 

'Kut he acted as if she could. I went to live with him, and 
you three children were bom.^ Then, a bit after, he came 
back here, and of course I came with hi«i. He’s your 
father, but there’s no call for any else to Icnow it but us. 
I don’t care, and never shall care if everybody knows it. 
A better man won’t breath© God’s air in this world than 
your father, and no woman have been blessed writh a 
kinder husband in the eye of tUb Almighty. But there’s 
you three to think of, and ’twould be against you if this 
was known now* He didn’t even want to tell you ; but 
I was determined that you should know it afore eitW of 
us died. And now it’s pleased God to shorten your dear 
father’s days; and you’ve got to hear that he is^your 
father.” • 

Th^e was a silence, 

ask them to forgive me,” whispered Nathiin iBasker* 
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ville, ‘‘I ask my son and my daughters to forgive me for 
what IVe done*’* 

“No need for that,” answ^ered Priscilla.^ ' Lie down 
and be easy, and don’t get excited.” 

He had sat up and was holding his beardf and stroking 
it nervously. 

Mrs. Lintern shook his pillow and took his hand again. 
‘Then she looked at her son, who stood with his mouth 
open, staring at the sick n|an. His expression indicated 
no dismay, but immense astonishment. 

“ Well, I’m damned ! ” he said. “ This beats cock- 
fighting ! You my father ! And now you’m going to 
drop out — just when I might have been some use to you. 
There ! what a ’mazing thing, to be sure.” 

“ Call him by his right name then — ^for my sake, Heath- 
man,” urged his mother. 

“ Why — good God ! — I will for his own,” answered the 
man. “ I don’t care a curse abov-t such things as laws 
and all the rest of it. He’s been a rare good sort all hia 
life ; and no man could have a better father, whichever 
side the blanket he was got. I’ll call him father, and 
welcome, and I wish to Christ he wasn’t going to die.” 

Heathman came and took Nathan’s hand, and his mother 
broke down at his words, buried her face in the counter- 
pane and wept, 

“Tell them to come over,* whispered Mr. Baskerville 
to his son. “ And thank .you, and God bless you, son. 
You’ve done more than you know to lighten a cruel load.” 

“Come here, you two, and kiss youx father,” saivi 
Heathman. 

The girls came, and first Phyllis kissed Nathan nervously, 
and then the touch that he hungered for rested a moment 
on his cheek. With Cora’s Mss the tension subsidy ; he 
sank back, and Priscilla drew the sheet up to his beard, 
and again lifted the pillow. * 

“ Now I shall go in some sort of peace, though an erring 
and a sinfuf man,” he murniured. “ If you can forgive 
me, so will my Saviour. And let this secret be a secret 
for ever. Eemember t^t, all of you. ’Tis beyond hmnan 
power to make you legitimate Baskervilles ; but B^sker- 
villes fon are, and, please God, will lead a better and 
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wiser life than I have led. No need to tell anybody the 
truth. Forgive your father, and forget him so soon as 
’ ‘ever you^pan ; but worship your mother always — to your 
dying day worship her ; protect her and shield her, and 
stand between her and the rough wind, and be proud of 
having such a blessed brave woman for a mother.” 

“ You needn’t tell me that,” said Heathman. 

The other stopped, but held up his hand for silence. 
After a little rest he proceedt^d. 

“ The time’s coming when«he will need all the* love and 
wit you’ve got among you. ’Tis no good talking much 
about that, and I haven’t the human courage left to meet 
your hard faces, oi; tears, or frowns. All I say is, forgive 
me, and love your mother through thick and thin. All 
the blame is mine — none of it belongs to her.” 

He held his hand out to Cora. She was sitting on the 
edge of the bed looking out of the window. 

“ Yoji’U remember, my Cora,” he said. “ And — ^and 
let me hear you calPme ‘ father ’ just once — if you can 
bring yourself to do it.” 

‘‘ The money, dear father ? ” she asked. 

He smiled, and it was the last time that he ever did so. 

Like my sensible Cora,” he answered. But he did 
not continue the subject. 

“ You’d best all to go now,” declared Priscilla. She 
^j:ose-and looked straight into the eyes of her children each 
in turn. The girls flinched ; the son went to her and kissed 
her. • 

^ ” Don’t you think this will make any diSFerence to me,” 
said Heathman. ‘^You’re a damned sight too good a 
mother for me, whether or no — or for them women either ; 
and this man here — our father, I should say — ^needn’t 
worrit about you, for I’ll always put you afore an3rthing 
else in the world.” 

“ And so will I, mother,” said Phyllis. 

Of course, all will,” added Cora ; “ and the great 
thing must be for us aU to keep as dumb as ngwts about it. 
’Twould never do for it to come out — ^for mother’s sake 
more than ours, even. I don’t say it for our sajkos, but 
for motheifs sake, and for father’s good name, too.” 

** Such wisdom — such wisdom ! ” said Nathan, V You’ve 
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all treated me better than I deserved — ^far better. And 
God will reward you for such high forgiveness to a wicked 
wretch. I’ll see you all again once before I die-- Promisfe' 
that. Promise you’ll come again, Cora.” , 

I will come again,” she said ; “ and flease, father, 
make mother promise on her oath to be quiet and sensible 
and not run no risks. If it got out now — you never know. 
We’re above i|uch small things, but many people would 
cold shoulder us if they heard of it. You know what 
people are.” 

Her mother looked at her without love. The girl was 
excited ; she began to appreciate the significance of what 
she had heard ; her eyes were wet an^^ her voice shook. 

“ m be ‘ quiet and sensible,’ Cora Lintern,” said the 
mother. I’ve been ‘ quiet and sensible ’ for a good 
many years, I believe, and I shan’t begin to be noisy and 
foolish now. You’re quite safe. Better you all go away 
now and leave us for the present.” ^ 

They departed silently, and, once below, the girls crept 
off together, like guilty things, to their home, while Lintem 
dallied in the bar below and drank. He was perfectly 
indifferent to the serious side of his discovery, and, save 
for his mother’s sake, would have liked to teU the men 
in the bar all about it. He regarded it rather as a matter 
of congratulation than not. No spark of mercenary feeling 
touch^ his emotion. That he was a rich man’s son bsid 
not yet occurred to him ; but that he was a good man’s 
son and a popular man’s boh pleased him. 

Mrs. Linter^i suffered no detraction in his eyes. He 
felt wonder when he considered her power of hiding this 
secret for so many years, and be experienced honest 
sorrow for her that the long clandestine union was now 
to end. The day’s event, indeed, merely added fuel to the 
flame of his affection for her. 

But it was otherwise with the sisters. Phyllis usually 
took on the colour of Ckira’s thought, and now the elder, 
with no lit^e perspicacity, examined the situation from 
every point of view. 

The only really bright side it’s got is that there’ll be 
plenty of money, I suppose. I’d give a sovertign, Phyllis^ 
to see tihe will. Father— how funny it sounds to say it — 
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poor father was always terrible fond of me, and I\e often 
wondered why for. Now, of course, ’tis easy to explain.” 

• Whet about the wedding ? ” asked Phyllis. “ ’Twill 
have to be cruel quiet now, I suppose,” 

“ Certainly not,” answered her sister, “ ’Tmll have 
to be put off, that’s all. I won’t have a scrubbly little 
wedding smothered up in half-mourning, or some such 
thing ; but, come to think of it, we shan’t figure among 
the mourners in any case — though we shall* be among theift 
really. ’Twill be terrible difficult to help giving ourselves 
away over this. I think the best thing would be for mother 
to take the money and clear out, and go and live somewhere 
else — the further off the better. For that matter, when 
the will’s read, everybody will guess how it is.” 

Heathman might go on with the public-house.” 

“ Yes, he might. But I hope he’ll do no such thing,” 
answered her sister. He’s always the thorn in my side, 
and always will be. Don’t know the meaning of the word 

* decency.’ Howevet^ he’s not like to trouble us much 
when w^e’ro married. I shan’t be sorry to change my 
name now, Phyllis. And the sooner you cease to be called 
Lintem, too, the better.” 

” About mother ? ” 

” I shouldn’t presume to say a word about mother, one 
way or the other,” answered Cora. “ I’m not a fool, and 
J[|jaLxiot going to trouble myself about the things that other 
"people do ; but all the same, I shaU be glad to get out of it 
and start with a clean slate among a different class of 

amazing cleverness to hide it aA their lives like 
that,” speculated PhyUis, **I’m sure us never would 
have been so clever as to do it.” 

“ It became a habit, no doubt. ’Twas salt to their lives, 
I reckon, and made ’em all the fonder of each other,” 
declared Cora. ” Everyday married life must have looked 
terrible tame to them-^oing what they did. Their time 
was one long love-making ya secret.” 

I’m awful sorry for mother now though,” continued 
Phyllis ; ” because when he dies she can’t put on wee{ls and 
go and hear the funeral sermon, and do all the tmngs a 
proper widow does do.” 


people, 

^ ”What 


*S9 



THE THREE BROTHERS 

“ admitted her sister; “that she certainly can’t. 
She’ll have to hide the truth pretty close from this.^day 
forward, that’s very clear. She owes that to me — ^and to 
you ; and I shall see she pays her debt,” 

“ She will, of course,” replied the other,#: “ She’s a 
terrible brave woman, and always has been. She’ll hide 
it up close enough — so close as we shall, for that matter, 
^eathman’s ch§. only one who’s like to let it out. You 
know what a careless creature he is.” 

Cora frowned. 

“I do,” she said. “And I know there’s no love lost 
between him and me. A coarse man he is, and don’t 
care w'hat gutter he chooses his friends out of. Take 
one thing with another, it might be so well to marry Ned 
at the appointed time, and get it hard and fast.” 

So they talked, and misprised Heathman from the 
frosty standpoint of their own hearts. Rather than bring 
one shadow on his mother’s fame, the brother of these 
girls would have bitten out his tongue and swallowed it. 
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CHAPTER XII 


MATHAN BASKERVILLE’S bedroom faced the soutlu 
^ A text was nailed upon the wall over his head, and an 
*' old photograph of his father stood upon the mantelpiece. 
To right and left of^this memorial appeared trinkets made 
of shells. A pair *of old carriage lamps, precious from 
association, decorated either end of the mantelshelf. An 
old print of Niagara Falls, that his mother had valued, was 
nailed above it. 

A white curtain covered the windmv, but there was no 
blind, {or this man always welcomed daylight. On the 
window-ledge there languished a cactus in a pot. It was 
a gift under the will of an old dead woman who had 
tended it and cherished it for tw^enty years. One easy 
chair stood beside the bed, and on a table at hand w^ere 
food and medicine. 


Many came to see the dying man, and Humphrey 
Baskemlle visited him twice or thrice in every week. 

Moro^than once Nathan had desijred to speak of private 
matters to his brother, but now he lacked the courage, and 
^on all inclination to discuss mundane ^airs departed 
from him. * 


There followed a feverish week, in which Nathan only 
desired to listen to religious conversation. Recorded 
promises of hope for the sinner w^re his penultimate interest 
on earth. He made use of a strange expression very often, 
and desired again and again to hear the Bible narrative 
that embraced itf. 

“ * This day shalt thou he with me in Paradise,’ ” he 
said to Humphrey and to many others. “ I ?ling to that 
It was spoken to a thief and a failure.’^ , 

All strovt) to comfort him, but a great mental incubus 
haunted his declining hours. His old sanguine character 
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8ecmc(^, entirely to have perished ; and its place was taken 
by spirits of darkness and of terror. 

“ * The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom,’ ” ho 
said to Eliza Gollop, when she was alone with him. " If 
I’d marked that better, I might now have got; beyond that 
stage and learned to love Him. But I’m in fear — my life 
hasn’t took me further than that — all’s fearful still.” 

“ No need in your case,- 1 hope, so far as mortal man can 
6ay,” she answered, “ ’Tis natural to be uneasy when the 
journey’s end falls in sight ; and we all ought to be. But 
then comes Christ and caste out fear. You’ve a right, so 
far as man can say, to trust Him and fear nought.” 

** But man doesn’t know. Yet He forgave the dying 
thief,” 

“ He did so, though us have no right to say whether ’twas 
a bit of rare kindness in Him, or whether He made a practice 
of it. But for my part I steadfastly believe that Ho do 
forgive everything but the sin against the Holy Ghost. 
Of course, that’s beyond His power, 4«nd would never do.” 

Mrs. lantern spent much time at ‘ The White Thorn,’ 
and since her visits relieved Eliza of work, she acquiesced 
in them, while reserving the right of private judgment. 
Priscilla and her children all saw the sufferer together more 
than once ; and then came a day when Heathman, Cora, 
and Phyllis took their leave of him. 

The young man then secreted his emotion and rgaingd 
for an hour alone upo^ the Moor ; the girls felt it but' 
little. 

Cora declared afterwards to Phyllis that since this great 
confession had^^^been made, her mind dimly remembereb" 
her tender youth and a man in it. This man she had 
regarded as her father. 

All the children were deceived at an early age. They had, 
indeed, been led impHcitty to suppose that their father 
died soon after the birth of Phyllis. 

One last conversation with his brother^ Humphrey long 
rememblired. It was the fina^ occasion on which Nathan 
seemed acui^ly conscious, and his uneasiness of mind 
clearly appeal^' 

They were alone, and the elder perceived that Nathan 
d^red md yet feared to make some statement of a per* 
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fional character. That he might ease the other’ws mind 
and^pen the way' to any special conversation he desired^ 
Mr. Baskerville uttered certain general speeches concerning 
their past, their parents, and the different characteristics 
of temperauient that had belonged to Vivian and them- 
selves. 

“ We were all as opposite as men can be, and looked at 
life opposite, and set ourselves to win opposite good from it. 
Who shall say which comes out best ? * On the whole^ 
perhaps Vivian did. He died without a doubt. ' There are 
some men bound to bo pretty happy through native 
stupidity and the lack of power to feel ; and there are 
some men — mighty few — rise as high as happiness, and 
glimpse content by the riches of their native wisdom. I’ve 
found the real fools and the real wise men both seem to be 
happy. A small brain keeps a man cheerful as a bird, 
and a big one leads to what’s higher than cheerfulness ; 
but *tis the middle bulk of us be so often miserable. We’m 
too witty to feed on flhe fool’s pap of ignorance ; and not 
witty enough to know the top of wisdom. I speak for 
myself in that ; but you’ve been a happy, hopeful man all 
your days ; so belike, after all, you’re wiser than I granted 
you to be.” 

“ Me wise ! My God ! Don’t you say that. My 
happiness was a fool’s happiness ; my laughter a fool’s 
laugher all the time. At least — not all the time ; but at 
first. We do the mad things at the mad age, and after, 
when the bill comes in — to find us grown up and in our right 
^minds — we curse Nature for not giving ui^the brains first 
^2'nd the powers afterwards. Man’s days oe a cruel knife 
in the hand of a child. Too often the heedless wretch cuts 
hisself afore he’s learned how to handle it, and carries 
the scar for ever.” ^ 

“ True for you. Nature’s a terrible poor master, as I’ve 
always said, and always shall. We know it; but who 
stan^ up between a young man and his youth to protect 
him therefrom ? We old hlids see/em thinking ihe same 
vain things, and doing the same vain thingsr and burning 
their fingers and scorching their hearts at the same vain 
fires ; a^we look on and grin, like the Idiots we are, and 
make no effort to hdp W. Not you, though— |iot you« 
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Y6u ,was. always the young man’s friend. You never 
was a young man yourself exactly. Ah old head on y^oung 
shoulders you always carried ; and so did I.” 

“ Don’t think it — ^not of me. ’Tisn’t so. No man was 
madder than me ; none was- crueller ; nqne committed 
worse sins for others’ backs to bear. The best that any 
man will be able to say of me a month after I’m in my 
grave is that I meant well. And maybe not many will even 
*say that. Death’s no evil to me, Humphrey, but dying 
now is a very cruel evil, I assure you. The cloud lies 
behind, not in front.” 

“ So it does with every man struck down in the midst of 
his work. Shall you write your own verse according to our 
old custom ? ” 

The other shook his head. 

“ No. I’ll stick up no pious thought for men to spit upon 
w’hen they pass my grave. I’d rather that no stone marked 
it. ’Twill be remembered — ^in one heart — and that’s more 
than ever I’ll deserve.” 

“ Don’t be downcast. Leave afterwards to me. I think 
better of you for hearing you talk like this. You tried to 
brace me against the death of my son ; now I’ll brace you 
against your own death. You don’t fear the thing, and 
that’s to the good. But, like all busy men, it finds you 
with a lot of threads tangled, I suppose. That’s the fate of 
every one who tries to do other people’s work besi4eSu.^is 
own, and takes off the shoulders of others what j^roperly 
belongs there. They’ll have to look to their own affairs 
all jound whefi you go.” 

Nathan’s answer was a groan, and with the return of tfife 
nurse, Humphrey went away. 

From that hour the final phases of the illness began ; 
suffering dimmed the |)atient’s mind, and turned his 
thoughts away from everything but his own physical 
struggle between the intervals of sleep. His torments in- 
oreas^ ; his consciousness, flinging over all else, was re- 
duced to its last earthly interept. He kept his eyes and his 
attention cdkselessly fixed upon one thing so long as his 
mind continued under his oontroL 

Not grief at the past ; not concern at the future ; not 
the face of Priscilla, and not the touch of her hand absorbed 
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his intelligence now ; but the sight of a smaH bettle that 
hel(i the anodyne to his misery. That he steadfastly re- 
garded, and pointed impatiently to the clock upon the 
mantelpiece when the blessed hour of administration 
struck. • 

The medicine was guarded jealously by Eliza Gollop, 
and once, when frenzied at the man’s suflferings, Priscilla 
had sought to administer a dose, the other woman came 
between and sharply rebuked her. 

“ It’s death ! ” she whispered under her voice. “ D’you 
want to murder him ? He’s taking just what the doctor 
allows — the utmost limit.” 

After three days of unutterable grief, Nathan’s brother 
became aware of the situation, and perceived that the end 
tarried. He debated on this long-drawn horror for a night, 
and next day spoke to the doctor. 

He put the case without evasion or obscurity, and the 
professional man heard him in patience and explained at 
once his deep sympathy and his utter powerlessness to do 
more. 

‘‘ He’s dying — ^you grant that ? ” 

‘‘ Certainly, he’s dying — the quicker the better now, poor 
fellow. The glands are involved, and the end must come 
tolerably soon.” 

“ How long ? ” 

. “impossible to say. A few days probably. He keeps 
liis strength wonderfully well.” 

“ But it would be belrter if he didn’t ? Wouldn’t 
^ it be better if he died to-night ? ” * 

“ Much — ^for all our sakes,” admitted the physioian. 

“ Can’t you help him out of it, then ? ” 

“ IrapoBsible.” 

“ Why ? You’d do as mugh for a horse or dog.” 

“ My business is to prolong life, not hasten death. The 
profession recognises no interierence of that sort.” 

“ Who kno'^s anything about it ? A dying man dies, 
and there’s an end.” ♦ ^ 

“I cannot listen to you, Mr. Baskerville We must 
think of the greatest good and the greatest safety to the 
greatest iQumber. The law is very definite in this matter, 
and I have my profession to consider. You }pok at an 
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individual case ; the law looks at the l^irger question of 
what is convenient for a State. Your brother is hawng 
medicinal doses of morphia as often as it is possible to give 
them to him without danger to life.’’ 

In fact, Nature must kill him her own hard way.” 

” Much is being done to lessen his pain.” 

“ But a double dose of your physic would ” 

“ End liis life.” 

How ? ” 

“ He would become unconscious and in three, or possibly 
four, hours he would die.” 

“ You’d call that murder ? ” 

“ That is the only name for it as the Is^w stands.” 

“ You won’t do that ? ” 

“ No, Mr, Baskerville. I wish I could help liim. But, 
in a word, I have no poAver to do so.” 

“Is it because you think ’twould be a wrong thing, 
or because you know ’tis unlawful ? ” asked the .elder. 
“ You might say ’twas impertinent td ask it, as it touches 
religion ; but I’m ignorant and old, and want to know how 
it looks to the conscience of a learned man like you — ^you, 
that have been educated in 4U manner of deep subjects and 
the secrets of life.” 

The doctor reflected. He was experienced and efficient ; 
but like many other professional men, he had refused his 
reason any entrance into the arcanum of his religious 
opinions. These were of the customary nebulous character, 
based on tradition, on convention, on the necessity for 
pleasing all in % general practice, on the murmur of 
mother’s voice in his childhood. 

“ I am a Christian,” he said. “ And I think it wrong 
to lessen by one moment the appointed life of any 
man.” » ^ 

“ But not wrong to lengthen it ? ” 

“ That we cannot do.” 

“ Then surely you cannot shorten it, eirfier ? Tell me 
this, sir : whjf would you poisen a dog that’s dying, so 
that its misery may be ended ? ” 

“ I wiU not argue about it. The cases are not parallel. 
Common humanity would, dt course, put a peridd to the 
agony of finy unconscious beast.’* 
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** But wouldn’t free an immortal soul from its ;^rishing 
dirff ? ” 

“ No. I am diminishing his pain enormously. I can 
do no more. Remember, Mr. Baskerville, that our Lord 
and Master* healed the sick and restored the dead to life. 
He never shortened any man’s days ; He prolonged 
them.” 

“ I’m answered,” replied the elder. “*¥0111 conscience 
is — whore it should bo : on the side of the' law. I’m 
answered ; but I’m not convinced.” 

They parted, and Humphrey found the other’s argument 
not strong enough to satisfy him. He wrestled with the 
problem for some* time and ere long his impression grew 
into a conviction, liis conviction ripened to a resolve. 

In the afternoon of that day he returned to ‘ The White 
Thorn ’ and found Mrs. Lintern with his brother. 

Eliza had gone out for a while. Nathan appeared to be 
half unconscious, but Jiis mind clearly pursued some private 
train of thought. 

Priscilla rose from her chair beside the bed and shook 
hands with Humphrey, Nathan spoke, but not to them, 

“ A mighty man of valour. His burning words melted 
the wax in a man’s ears, I warn you, . . . Melted the wax 
in a man’s ears. . , • Melted the wax. . . . Oh, Christ, 
help me ! Isn’t it time for the medicine yet ? ” 

He stared at the bottle. It was placed on a bracket in 
his sight. 

“ ^^at did the doctor say to-day ? ” asked Humplirey. 

“ Said it was wonderful — ^the strength. • There’s nothing 
to stop him living three or four days yet.” 

“ D’you want him to ? ” 

My God, no ! I’d — ^I’d do all a woman could do to 
end it.” . • 

Humphrey regarded her searchingly, 

“ Will he CQigie to his consciousness again ? ” 

I asked the doctor the same question. He said he 
might, but it was doubtful.” • 

The sick man groaned. Agony had long stam]^ed its 
impress qp his face. 

“ When is he to have the m^cine 1 ” 

“ When Miss Qollop com^ back,” she said. There^s 
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an hour yet. The Lord knows what an hour is to me, 
watching. What must it be to him ? * 

“ Why, it may be a lifetime to him — a whole lifetime of 
torment yet before he*s gone,” admitted Humphrey. 

“ I pray to God day and night to take liimf If I could 
only bear it for him ! ” 

Mr. Basken ille knelt beside his brother, spoke loudly, 
sfiueezed the sufferer’s hand and tried to rouse him. 

“ My physic, Eliza, for your humanity, Eliza — the 
clock’s struck — I heard ' it — I swear — oh, my merciful 
Maker, why can’t I have it ? ” 

He UTithed in slow suffocation. 

“ I’ll give him his medicine,” said Humphrey. “ This 
shan’t go on.” 

“ She’ll make trouble if you do,” 

“ I hope not, and it’s no great matter if she does.” 

He crossed the room, examined the bottle, took it to the 
hght and poured out rather more tthan a doublcT dose. 
He crossed the room with it, heaved a long breath, steadied 
himself and then put his arm round his brother and lifted 
him. 

“ Here you are, Nat. You’ll sleep awhile after this. 
’Twill soon ease you.” 

Nathan Baskerville seized the glass like one perishing 
of thirst, and drank eagerly. 

He continued to talk a httle afterwards, but was swiftly 
easier. Presently the drug sffpnoed him and he lay still. 

Humphrey looked at his watch. 

“ I can tell yoh,” he said, “ Because you’U understandiP 
His troubles are ended for ever now. Ho won’t have 
another pang. I’ve taken it upon myself. You’re a 
wise and patient woman. You’ve got other secrets. 
Better keep this with the itst.” 

He was excited. His forehead grew wet and he mopped 
it with the sheet of the bed. # 

PrisoiDa did not reply ; but sh^ went on ber knees beside 
Nathan and listened. 

“ At six o’clock, or maybe a bit earlier, he’ll stop. Till 
then iie’ll sleep in peace. When does Eliza GqjUop come 
baok ? ” 

Aftel four.”^ 
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m wait then.’^ 

You’re a brave man. ’Tisn’t many would do so muoh 
as that, even for a brother.” 

“ Do as you would be done by covers it. ’Tis a disgrace 
to the lividg that dying men should suffer worse terror and 
pain than dying beasts. Terror they must, perhaps, since 
they can think ; but pain — ^no need for that.” 

“ I’ll bless you for this to my own la«t day,” she sgid. 
She rose then and fetched a chair. She hdd Nathan’s 
hand. He was insensible and breathing faintly but easily. 

Suddenly Mrs. Lintern got up and hastened across the 
room to the medicine bottle. 

“ We must think of that,” she said. 

“ Leave it. He’s had enough.” 

“ He’s had too much,” she answered- “ There’s the 
danger. When that woman comes back she’ll know to 
half a drop what’s gone. She guessed the wish in me to do 
this •very thing two days ago. She read it in my eyes, I 
believe. And God Know? the will was in my heart ; but I 
hadn’t the courage.” 

” Let her find out.” 

‘*No — not her. Some — perhaps many — wouldn’t 
matter ; but not her.” 

Priscilla took the bottle, lifted it and let it fall upon the 
floor. It broke, and the medicine was spilled. 

There,” she said. ‘‘That will answer the purpose. 
You had given him his dose and, putting the bottle back, 
it broke. I’ll send Heatliman off quicl^ to Yelverton for 
another bottile, so it shall be here before the next dose 
is due. Then you won’t be suspected.” 

He listened, and perceived how easily came the devious 
thought to her swift mind. It did not astonish him that 
she was skilled itvthe art to deceive. 

** I’ve taken the chances — all of them,” he said. “ I’ve 
thought long^bout this. I needn’t have told you to keep 
the secret, for it can’t be kept. And I don’t want it to be 
kept really. You can’f hide it from tl^ nurse. She’ll 
know by the peace of poor Nat here how it is.” 

Prisc^a looked again. Profound calm brooded *over the 
busy man of Shaugh Prior. He was sinking out of life 
without one tremor. 
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“ T^ierb’s kn awful side to it,” the woman murmured. 

“ There was,” he said. “ The awfulness was to wee 
Nature strangling him by inches. There’s nought awful 
now, but the awfulness of all death. ’Tis meant to be an 
awful thing to the living — not to the dying.” ^ 

For half an hour they sat silent. Then Priscilla lifted 
the clothes and nut her hand to Nathan’s feet. 

“ He’s cold,” ahe said. 

“ Cold or heat be all one to him now.” 

A little later Eliza Gollop returned. She came at the 
exact hour for administration of the medicine, and she 
sought the bottle before she took off her bonnet and 
cloak. • 

“ Where-— why ? ” she cried out. 

I gave him his physic a bit ago,” said Mr. Baskerville. 
“ The bottle is broke.” 

The nurse hurried to lier patient and examined him 
closely. She perceived the change. • 

“ He’s dying ! ” she said. ** 

So he was when you went away.” 

<< But ” 

She broke off and panted into anger. 

“ You’ve — you’ve — this is murder — I won’t stop in the 
house. I — oh, you wicked woman I ” 

She turned upon Mrs. Lintern and poured out a torrent 
of invective. 

Then Humphrey took her by the shoulders and put her 
out of the room. * 

“ You can go,^,. he said. “ You’ll not be wanted any ^ 
more.” 

She hastened from the inn and then went off to the 
vicarage as fast as her legs would carry her. 

Another half-hour passed and noiif, came to them. 
From time to time.Priscilla put her ear to Nathan’s face. 

” I don’t think he’s brea,thing any more,” she said. 

Then came a noise and a grumbling men’s voices 
below. A violent strife of words clashed in the bar* 
The day had waned and it was growing dark. 

They’ll be agaipstyou, I’m fearing,” said, Priscilla. 

“ ’Ti$ of no smcpttnt. They always are.” * 

Presently Dennis Hastprman entered the room* 
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“ I hear poor Baskcrville is going and they can’t find his 
mirfister. Can I be of any comfort to him ? ” 

He made no allusion to the things that he had heard, and 
Humphrey did not immediately answer him. He was 
leaning ovet his brother. Then he took out his watch, 
opened it, and put the polished inner case to Nathan’s 
lips. 

“ Light a candle and bring it here,” he»said to Priscilla. 

She obeyed, and he examined the polished metal. 

“ No stain — ^he’s dead, I suppose.” 

Then Mr. Baskerville turned to the clergyman. 

“ If you can pray, I’ll be glad for you to do it.” 

Dennis immediately knelt down ; the old man also went 
slowly on his knees and the weeping woman did the same. 

“ 6 Almighty God, Who hast been pleased to take our 
brother from his sufferings and liberate an immortal soul 
from mortal clay, be Thou beside liim now, that ho may 
pass ever the dark jiver with his hand in his Saviour’s, 
and enter as a good and faithful servant into the joy of his 
Lord. And support the sorrows of those who — who cared 
for him on earth, and help them and all men to profit by 
the lesson of his charity and lovingkindness and ready ear 
for the trouble of his feHow-creatures. Let us walk in the 
way that he walked, and pass in peace at the end as he has 
passed. And this we beg for the sake of our Mediator and 
Comforter, our Blessed Lord and Redeemer, Thy Son, 
Jesus Christ.” 

“Amen,” said Mr. Baskerville, “and tihank you.” 

^ He rose, cast one glance at the grief-stricken woman by 
the bed, then looked upon his brother and then prepared 
to depart. 

But he returned for a moment. 

“ Will you do therfest ? ” he ftsked of Mrs. lantern, “ Or 
shall I tell ?em to send 1 ” 

“ No, I daren’t. Tell him to send. I must go home,” 
she answered. 

A loud noise persisted* in the bar, but he did not 
mter it. He took his hat and an old umbrella from the 
corner of ^he sick-room, then d^oended and went out into 
the night. ^ 



CHAPTER XIII 

* « 

T he doctor who attended Nathan Baskerirille in his 
last illness heard from Eliza Gollop what had been 
done, and he took a serioas view of it. From the stand- 
point of his opinions Humphrey Baskerville had struck 
a blow at society and the established order. 

The physician was sober-minded and earnest. He 
communicated with the coroner of the district, stated the 
case impartially and loft the official to act as seemed 
proper to him. But the coroner was also a medical man, 
and he reduced the problem to its aisnplest possible \limen- 
sions. 

Death had been hastened by an uncertain measure 
of time for one who was enduring extreme agony. He 
judged the case on its own merits, after a rare judicial 
faculty peculiar to himself. He made no effort to consider 
its general bearing and tendency ; he did not enlarge his 
survey to the principles involv^. His sympathy was 
entirely on the side of Humphrey Baskerville; he applauded 
the old man in his heart and ^oclared no inquest necessary. 
None was therefore held. 

Those interested in Nathan’s end took opposite viewiit 
and as for Humphrey himself, he was hidden for a time 
from the people and did not appear again in public until 
his brother’s funeral. He failed, therefore, to learn the 
public opinion. * r 

Jack Head and those who thought as he did, upheld the 
action ; but not a few shared the faith o£ Thomas Gollop, 
openly expressed at the bar o| ‘ The White Thom * while 
still the dead master lay above. 

For two days Nathan kept a sort of humlble state, and 
the folk from far and near enjoyed the s|>eo^le of his 
corpse. Id3my tramped ten miles to see him. 

The humblest people appeared; the most unexpected 
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persons acknowledged debts of unrecorded kindness. ^ He 
, lay ki his coffin with a face placid and small behind the 
bush of his silver beard. Women wept at the sight and 
took a morbid joy in touching his folded hands. 

Tlien he \ms liidden for ever and carried with difficulty 
down the narrow and winding stair of the inn. 

Thomas Gollop dug the grave and Joe Voysey helped 
him. No younger men assisted them. Tljey felt a sort of 
sentiment in the matter. ^ 

“ ’Tis the last pit I shall open, Joe,” said Mr. Gollop ; 
‘‘ and for my part, if I had my way, I shouldn’t make it 
very deep. In these cases the law, though slow, is sure, 
and it may come alv^ut that he’ll have to be diggexi up again 
inside a month to prove murder against that dark, awful 
man to Hawk House.” 

“ ’Tis the point of view. I don’t look at it quite the 
same. For my part, in my business, I sec a lot of death — 
not nkin but plants. And w^hen a bush or what not be 
going home, I don’t Stand in the way. ‘ No good tinker- 
ing,’ I often says to Miss Masterman, for the silly woman 
seems to think a gardeper can stand between a plant and 
death. ‘ The herb be going home,’ I says, ‘ and us can’t 
stay the appointed time.’ * But I don’t want it to go 
home — it mustn’t go home,* she’ll answer me — ^like a 
silly child talking. However, when her back be turned, I 
do my duty. The bonfire’s the place. Jack Head looked 
over the kitchen-garden wall a bit agone and seed me firing 
up ; and he said, ‘ Ah, Joe, •your bonfire’s like charity ; it 
.^overs a multitude of sins I ’ A biting tongue that man 
hath ! ” 

Joe chuckled at the recollection, but Gollop was not 
amused. 

“ A plant and a man are very different,” he answered. 

Scripture tells us tnat the fire is the place for the withered 
branch, but where there’s a soul working out its salvation 
in fear and tre&bling, who be we worms to stand up and 
say ‘ go ’ ? ” • ^ 

“ It might he the Lord put it in Mr. BaskerviUe’s heart,” 
argued Voysey. 

"^The Lord han’t in the habit of putting murder in 
people’s hearts, I believe.” ^ 
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Ycm didn’t ought to use the. word. He might have 
you up if he come to hear it,” « 

“I wish he would; I only wish he would,” declared 
Thomas. Fearless you’d find me, with Eliza’s evidence 
behind me, I can promise you. But not him : he knows 
too well for that.” 

They stood and rested w'here Nathan’s grave began to 
yawn beside, tli^it of his brother. White marble shone out 
above Vivian, and not only his farewell verse, but also a 
palestric trophy representing the old wrestler’s champion- 
ship belt, was carved there. 

“ ’Twill make history in more ways than one — this 
death will,” foretold Thomas. • 

“ What do you tliink ? Parson’s going to help with the 
funeral ! ” 

“Why not?” 

“ ‘ Why not ? ’ You ask that j - Nat was a Dissenter 
and his dissenting minister be going to bury hire ; but 
Masterman says, seeing ,how highly*^ thought upon he was 
by all parties, that it becomes all parties to be at his grave. 
And he’s going to be there ; and if the bishop corned to 
learn of it, there’d be a fiare-up that might shake England 
in my opinion,” 

“ If his reverence says he’ll he there, there he’ll be.” 

“ I don’t doubt that. My belief is that all’s well knowed 
at headquarters, and they’re giving the man rope enough 
to hang liisself wdth. This may be the last straw.” 

Comforted ^y the reflection, Thomas resumed his 
labours. * ^ 

“ He’ll lie cheek by jowl with his brother,” he said. “ Gb 
easy in that corner, Joe ; us’U be getting to the shoulder 
of Vivian’s bricks afore long.” 

• , 

The circumstance of Nathan’s passing had been received 
with very real grief by most of his relations. Even 
distant Undred mournea and not a few ht the race, who 
were strahgqfd to the Baskervilles of Shaugh Prior, ap- 
peared at the fumetal. Mrs. Baskerville of Oadworthy fdt 
helpless and faced almost with a second widowhood, for all 
her financial affairs had rested in Nathian’s wfUing hand 
since hef husband died. Her daughters also mourned in 
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very genuine fashion. Their uncle had been kincJ, hSpful, 
iind generous to them. Only Mr. Bassett did not greatly 
suffer, for now he knew that his wife must inherit her own 
and hoped, indeed, for some addition under the will of the 
departed innki»per. 

As for Rupert Baskerville he endured very real grief ; 
but Ned was too concerned with the bearing of this event 
on his own affairs to feel it deeply. Ho would now bo# 
free to administer his capital as he pleased. Only his 
mother stood betw^een. One black cloud, however, tiirust 
itself upon his immediate future. His wedding was post- 
poned. Cora insisted upon it, and her mother supported 
her. Their motives were widely different, but they arrived 
at the same conclusion. 

Priscilla hid her grief from all eyes but her son’s ; w^hile 
he, less skilled, surprised the folk by his evident sorrow . 
They failed to understand it, and acute people laughed, 
judged i4 to be simulation, and despised the man for liis 
display. Cora and Phyllis neither pretended nor felt 
grief. The elder had talked her sister round, and they 
arrived at a perfectly rational conclusion. It was averse 
from their father. It led them to regard him as a selfish 
and a cruel man. They considered also that he had de- 
ceived himself, and wickedly wronged the unborn that he 
might perform a far-fetched obligation to the dead. 

Cora put the case very clearly. 

“ Mother won’t see it, and ’tis vain to try to make her ; 
and Heathman won’t see it, because he’s a fool, and only 
jUf^ mjsscs being weak in his head. But i see it clear 
enough, and the ugly truth of the man is that for fire 
thousand pounds he was content to let his children come 
into the world bastards. That’s what he did, and I’m 
not going to pretend I care for him or shall ever respect 
his memory.” 

” It’ll never conje out, however,” said Phyllis. 

** I’m sure I hope it won’t — not out of my mouth, any- 
way. But still it is so, and the money he. may have 
left behind him* won’t make me feel different.” 

“ We shall be rich, I hope, anyway,” speculated HiylEs. 

”I suppo^ we shall; and that’s the only bright thing 
about it.” • 
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“ ’I'wiil be funny not walking first behind the coflin, 
and not sitting in the mourners’ pew after for the Sunday 
sermon; and we knowing all the time that’s where we 
ought to bo,” said the younger ; but Cora exploded the 
theory. # ^ 

“Not at all. We’ve no right there — ^not the right of 
the most dTstant cousin twenty times removed. Mother 
' was his mistress, and she daren’t use the word ‘ husband ’ 
even to us, though I’ve seen her mouth itching to do it. 
’Tis always ‘ your dear father.’ She can’t put on a widow’s 
streamers, though it’s in her heart to. She’ll have to 
balance her black pretty cautious, I can tell you, if she 
don’t want the people to be staring.” 

“ Surely it must all come out if he leaves his money to 
us.” 

“ He’ll do it clever,” said Ck>ra bitterly. “ With all his 
faults he was clever enough. He didn’t hide this — so 
clever as a lapwing hide^i her nest; — ^for near thirty years, 
to let it come out the minute he was dead.” 

“ If I was engaged to be married, like what you are, I 
shouldn’t be so nervous,” said Phyllis. 

“ As to that, ’twas as well for me that it fell out now 
and not later. It may mean a bigger establishment after 
all ; and even a bigger wedding, if I put it off till spring.” 

“ My word, what’ll Ned say t ” 

But Ned’s view did not enter as a serious factor into 
Cora’s. 

“ He’s all right,” she answered. “ If I’m oontent, so’s 
he.” 

Storm heralded the funeral day, and dawn blinked red- 
eyed from much weeping. It was hoped that further 
torrents might hold off until after the ceremony, and 
happily they did so, though intermittent rain fell and the 
wind stormra roughly out of a 8ad-ooloju*ed south. 

“ * Blessed be the carpse that the rain rains on/ ” said 
Joe Voysey in muffled accents to Jack Head. 

l^ey were walking under the coffin, and bore it, with 
the^ assistance of six other men, to the grave.^ 

“Ban’t so blessed for them that’s alive, however,” 
answ^i^ed Jack. “The mourners vrill be la^ed out of 
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their skins by the look of it. Death’s never so busy as 
• at a fhneral.” 

A purple pall spread over the coffin, and while humble 
men carried the weight of Nathan Baskerville’s dust, 
others of greafer repute stood at«the corners of the coverlet. 
They included Mr. Luscombe of Trowlesworthy, Timothy 
Waite of Coldstone Farm, Heathman Lintern as repre- 
senting Undershaugh, one Mr. Popham from Cornwoody 
Nathan’s lawyer, and others. 

Humphrey Baskerville walked beside the coffin as chief 
o mourner, and Hester Baskerville, on her son Ned’s arm, 
followed him with the rest of the family, save Nathan’s 
namesake, who wajf at sea. Other relations came after 
them, with Nicholas Bassett, Polly’s husband, and MiUy, 
the wife of Rupert. Cora and her mother and her sister 
were next in the long procession, and half a dozen private 
carriages stood together beneath the churchyard wall to 
supporf a convention And indicate the respect that their 
owners entertained towards the dead. 

Flowers covered the pall and stood piled beside the grave. 
Crosses, wreaths, and various trophies were here, together 
with many little humble bunches from cottage gardens, 
and not a few mere gleanings from the hedgerow of scarlet 
and crimson berries, or the last autumnal splendour of 
beech and briar. The air was heavy with emotion, and 
many wept. A congregational minister conducted the 
service, and the vicar helped him. After the body had 
sunk to earth and tlft rite was nearly accemplished, the 
oSHef mourners took their last look upon tfa^ lid, according 
to custom. Leaves wliirled in the air, and the branches 
overhead made a mighty .sigh and swough in the brief 
silence. Underfoot was trampled mire and reeking grass. 
A tmshing child slipped in the clay at the grave-mouth, 
and nearly fell in. She was dragged back by Thomas 
Gollop and despatched weeping to the rear. 

Humphrey Baskerville came almost the last to look into 
the grave, an^J as others had fallen away from it when he 
did so, he assumed a momentary prominence. His small, 
bent, and •sombre shape appeared alone at the edge 
of the oleftdn earth, with flowers piled about his knees. 
Then suddenly, ominously, cutting its way through the 
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full diapason of the storm -sounds on trees and tower, there 
crept a different utterance. The wind shouted dec^p and< 
loud ; but this noise was thin and harsh — a hissing, a 
sharp, shrill sibilation that gained volume presently and 
spread epidemic into the crowded ranks of the collected 
men. They were mostly the young who permitted them- 
selves this attack, but not a few of their elders joined with 
tiliem. The sounds deepened; a groan or two threaded 
the hisses. Then Baskerville, from his abstraction, 
awakened to the terrific fact that here, beside his brother’s 
grave, in the eyes of all men, a demonstration had broken , 
out against him. Hands were pointed, even fists were 
shaken. " 

He could not immediately understand ; he looked help- 
lessly into certain angry faces, and then shrank back from 
the grave to where his relations stood. 

“ What’s the meaning of tliis ? ” he asked Ned ; but the 
young man turned and pretended ^lot to hear. Then the 
truth came hurtling like a missile. Voices shouted at liim 
the words ‘murderer’ and ‘brother-killer.’ 

The fire that lights a mob into one blaze was afoot, and 
leaping from heart to head. Many for a jest bellowed 
these insults at him, and thought it good for once to bait 
so unpopular a creature. A few in honest and righteous 
rage cried out their wrath. Of such were those who stoned 
the martyrs to serve their jealous gods. More stones than 
one now actually did fly, and Humphrey was struck upon 
the arm. A counter display of feeling ran like a w’ave 
against the enemies of the man, and induced a shock /a 
the crowd. Masterman and others laboured to still the 
gathering storm ; women’s voices clacked against the 
gruffer noise of the men. Voysey, with admirable presence 
of mind, drew some boards over this dead in his grave, 
that no quick spirit might suddenly fall upon him.. 

The disturbance ended as swiftly as ip had begun, for 
Humphrey Baskerville made a bolt, dashed through ttio 
crowd, descended the churobj^ard steps, and reached the 
street. A dozen hastened to follow, but Jack Head* lin- 
tern,’Waite, Mr. Masterman, and Ben North, ^ the police- 
man, resisted the rioters, and kept them mthin the 
churchyard walls as far as possible. Jack hit so hard 

278 



. THE THKEE BROTHERS 

« 

that soon he was inyolved in a battle against odds en his 
own agcoiint. 

Meantime, with a clod or two whizzing past his head, 
Humphrey reached the street comer and hastened round 
it. Here was ^silence and peace. He stopped, and his 
brain grew dizzy. Such exertittn he had not made for 
many years. He heard the noise of men and hastened 
on. A chaos of ideas choked his mind an^ dammed all 
play of coherent thought. He had heard a rumour thaC 
the tiling ho had done for liis brother was regarded dif- 
ferently by different men, but he knew not that so many 
Vere incensed and enraged. The shock of the discovery 
disarmed liim now apd left him frantic. He looked for- 
ward, and believed that his last hope of reconciliation 
with humanity was dead. He envied the eternal peace 
of his brother as he struggled on against the liill home- 
ward. 

Into the black and waterlogged heart of Shaugh Moor 
he climbed presently, sthd from exhaustion and faintness 
fell there. He stopped upon the ground for a few moments ; 
then lifted himself to liis hands and knees ; then sat down 
upon a stone and stared down into the theatre, of tliis 
tragedy. 

Overhead a sky as wild as his soul made huge and 
threatening preparations for the delayed tempest. Through 
the tangled skirts of the darkness westerly there strove 
and spread great passages of dazzling silver all tattered 
and torn and shredded out t>f the black and weltering 
clouds. For a moment in the midst of this jradiance there 
opfened a farewell weather-gleam, where the azure firma- 
ment was seen only to vanish instantly. Then the gloom 
gathered, and huddled up in ridges, pf purple and of lead. 
Aloft, from the skirt ^ the main cumulus, where it swept 
under the zenith, there hung, light as a veil, yet darker 
than the sky behind them, long, writhing tentacles, that 
twisted down andtjurled in sinister suspension, that waved 
and twined, and felt hither and thither horribly, like some 
aerial hydra seeking prey. 

For a time these curtains of the rain swayed clear of 
earth ; but* their progress swept them against it, and 
they burst their vials upon the bosom of the Moor. The 
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sform shrieked, exploded, emptied itself with howling rage 
out of the sudden dari^ess. Then the fury qf these 
tenebrous moments passed ; the hurricane sped onward, 
and the dim wet ray that followed struck down upon 
a heath whitened witli ice for miles. A bjtterness of cold 
and an ice-blink of unfamiliar radiance were thrown up- 
wards from the crust of the hail ; but soon it melted, and 
the waste, n9w running with a million rivulets, grew dark 
'again. 

The spectacle must have been impressive to any peaceful 
mind, but BaskerviUe saw nothing hyperbolic in the rage 
of wind and water. The storm cited by nature was not 
more tremendous than that tornado ^ow sweeping through 
his own soul. 
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CHAPTER I 

H tJMPHREY BA^KERVILLE continued to stalk the 
stage of life like a lonely ghost, and still obscured 
from all men and women the secrets of his nature, and 
the fierce interest of his heart in hiatters human. The 
things that he most wislied to display he deliberately 
concealed, as a shy child who makes a toy, and longs to 
show it, but dares not, yet grows warm to the roots of his 
being if the treasure is found and applauded. Beliind 
doubts, suspicions and jealousies ho lii.d liimself ; his 
tongue was rough ; his utterances at the outrage put 
upon him before the people by his brother’s grave were 
bitter and even coarse. Nor did it abate his concern to 
know that the hostile explosion was as much simulated as 
genuine, as much mischievous as meant. It drove him 
in upon himself ; it poisoned his opinion of human wisdom ; 
and for a time he moved thjrough darkest night. 

Yet this transcendent gloom precedeef a dawn ; the 
Msis of his unquiet-days approached ; anfi, from the death 
of Nathan onward, life changed gradually for the man, 
and opened into a way that until now had been concealed 
from his scrutiny. , 

There chanced an^our when Humphrey Baskerville rode 
upon his pony under the high groimd above Cornwood. 
He came by iippointment to meet his dead brother’s 
lawyer, and accident had postponed the interview for 
some week% The solicitor desired to se^ him. There 
were strange rumours in the air, and it was declared that 
a very surprising and unexpected condition of things had 
Appeared upon the publican’s passing. 
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Kunr^.phrey refused to hear even his own relations upon 
the matter, for he held Nathan’s estate no concern of his ; 
but at the urgent entreaties of Mr. Popham, the master 
of Hawk House now rode to see him. He had, however, 
already made it clear that he was to be considered in no 
way responsible for his brother’s obligations, and felt un- 
prepared to offer advice or engage himself in any particular. 

He passed across the shoulder of Penn Beacon, through 
a wild world of dun-coloured hills, streaked with flitting 
radiance, and clouded in billowy moisture driven before a 
great wind. The sky was lowering, and a gale from the 
Atlantic swept with tremendous power along ; but the 
nature of the scene it struck was such that little evidence 
of the force displayed could appear to the beholder. Stone 
and steep and sodden waste stared blindly at the pressure 
and flinched not. It remained for wandering beast or 
man to bond before it and reveal its might. On the pelt 
of the sheep and cattle, or against the figure of a wanderer, 
its buffet was manifest ; and, in thv; sky, the fierce breath 
of it herded the clouds into flocks, that sped and spread 
and gathered again too swiftly for the telling. They broke 
in billows of sudden light; they massed into darkness 
and hid the earth beneath them ; then again they parted, 
and, like a ragged flag above a broken army, the clean blue 
unfurled. 

Over this majestic desolation suddenly there shot forth 
a great company of rooks, and the wind drove them 
before it — whirling and wheeling and tumbling in giddy 
dives, only t6 mount again. A joyous spirit clearly 
dominated the "feathered people. They circled and critd 
aloud in merry exultation of the air. They swooped and 
soared, rushed this way and that on slanting pinions, 
played together and revelled in the immense force that 
drove them like projectiles in a vAld throng before it. 
Even to these aeriid things such speed was strange. They 
seemed to comment in their language^ umn this new 
experience. Then the instinct unfathomed that makes 
vast companies of living creatures wheel and pvarp together 
in mysterious and perieot unison, inspired them. They 
tumM simultaneou^y) ascended and set their course against 
the wind. But they could make no headway now, and, 
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in a cloud, they were blown together, discomfited, »be£tten 
to leeward. Whereupon they descended swiftly to the 
' level of the ground, and, flying low, plodded together back 
whence they had come. At a yard or two above earth’s 
surface they steadily flapped along, cheated the wind, 
and for a fev^ moments flashed a reflected light over tho 
Moor with their innumerable shining black bodies and 
pinions outspread. At a hedge they rose only to dip again, 
and here Humphrey, who drew up to watclf them, markcJd 
how they worked in the teeth of the gale, and was near 
enough to see their great grey bills, their anxious, glittering 
• eyes, and their hurtling feathers blown awry as they 
breasted the hedge, fought over, and dipped again. 

“ ’Tis the same as life,” he reflected. “ aloft and strive 
for high opinions, and the wind of doubt blows you before 
it like a leaf. Up there you can travet with the storm, not 
against it. If you want to go t’other way, you’ve got to 
feel along close to earth seemingly — to earth and the man- 
ners of* earth and the 4olk of the earth. And hard work 
at that ; but better than driving along all alone.” 

He derived some consolation from this inchoate thought, 
and suspected a moral ; but the simile broke down. His 
mind returned to Mr. Fopham presently, and, taking leave 
of the Moor, he descended and arrived at the lawyer’s 
house upon the appointed hour. 

The things that he heard, though he was prepared for 
some such recital, astound^ him by their far-reaching 
gravity. The fact was of a familiar character ; but it 
came with the acidulated sting of novelty to those in- 
volved. An uproar, of which Humphrey "in his isolation 
had heard but the dim echo, already rioted through 
Shaugh Prior, and far beyond it. 

“ I’ll give you a sketch of th^ situation,” said the man 
of business. And 1 will then submit my own theory of 
it — not that any theory can alter the exceedingly un- 
pleasant facts, it belongs merely to the moral side of 
the situation, and may help a little to condone our poor 
friend’s conduct. In a word, I do not believe he was re- 
sponsible.” * 

Begin • at the other end,” answered Humphrey. 
** Whether he was responsible or not won’t help us now. 
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And it^wdh’t prevent honest men spuming his grave, 
I fancy.’’ 

Mr. Popham collected his papers and read a long and 
dismal statement. His client had always kept his affairs 
closely to himself, and such was the universal trust and 
confidence that none ever pressed him to do otherwise. 
He had been given a free hand in the administration of 
considerable sums ; he had invested where he pleased, 
and for many years had enjoyed the best of good fortune, 
despite the hazardous character of the securities he affected, 
“No man was ever cursed with such an incurable gift 
of hope,” explained the lawyer. “ All along the line you’ll 
find the same sanguine and unjustifiable methods ex- 
hibited. The rate per cent was all he cared about. His 
custom was to pay everybody four and a half, and keep 
the balance. But w^fien companies came to grief nobody 
heard anything about it ; he went on paying the interest, 
and, no doubt, went on hoping to make good the papital. 
This, however, he seldom appears 'to have done. There 
are about forty small people w^ho deposited their savings 
with him, and there is nothing for any of them but value- 
less paper. He was bankrupt a dozen times over, and 
the thing he’d evidently pinned his last hope to — a big 
South American silver mine — is going the w’^ay of the others. 
Had it come off, the position might have been retrieved ; 
but it is not coming off. He put five thousand pounds 
into it — ^not his own money-r-and hoped, I suppose, to 
make thirty thousand. It was his last flutter,” 

“ Where did’' Jie get the money ? ” 

“ By mortgaging Cadworthy and by using a good dettl 
of his late brother’s capital. I mean the estate of Mr. 
Vivian Baskerville.” 

“ He’s a fraudulent trustee, then ? ” 

“ He is. He had already mortgaged all his own pro- 
perty. He was in a very tight place about the time of 
Mr. Vivian’s death, and the money he had to handle then 
carried him on.” 9 

“ What did he do with his own money ? ** How did he 
spend that ? ” 

“ We shall never know, unless somebody conxes forward 
and tell| us. I trace the usual expenditures of a publican 
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and other expenses. . He always kept a good horse or t\fro, 
^nd he, rode to hounds until latterly, and subscribed to 
several hunts. He was foolishly generous at all times. 
I see that he gave away large sums anonymously — but 
unfortunately l^hey were not his own. There is no doubt 
that his judgment failed completely of late years. He 
was so accustomed to success that he had no experience 
of failure, and when inevitable failures camje, they found 
him quite unprepared with any reserves against them. To* 
stem the tide he gambled, and when his speculations mis- 
carried, he waded still more deeply. He was engaged in 
borrowing a large sum of money just before his final illness. 
Indeed, he came to me for it, for he kept me quite in the 
dark concerning existing mortgages on his property. But 
he forgot I should want the title-deeds. He was a devious 
man, but I shall always believe that he lacked moral under- 
standing to know the terrible gravity of the things he did.’’ 

“ How do we stand now ? ” 

“ The estate is from"* six |^ousand to seven thousand 
pounds to the bad.” 

♦* What is there against that ? ” 

“ The assets are practically nil. About forty pounds at 
the bank, and the furniture at ‘ The White Thom ’ Inn. Of 
course, his largest creditor will be Mr. Ned Baskerville, of 
Cad worthy Farm. I want to say, by the way, that this 
state of things is quite as much of a surprise to me as to 
anybody. It is true that I have been his solicitor for 
twenty years, but my work was nominal. I had no know- 
le^e whatever of his affairs. He never ^consulted me 
wtifen in difficulties, or invited my opinion on any subject.” 

** What about the linterns ? ” 

They have asked to stop at XJndershaugh for the pre- 
sent. I fancy Mrs. {intern was a close friend of your 
brother’s. However, she is not communicative. The 
mortgagee in that case, of course, forecloses, and will, I 
think, be contented to let Mrs. Idntem stop where she is.” 

“ There was no will ? ” • ^ 

” I can findwione.” 

“ Yet I know very well he made one ten years ago. . At 
least, he caffie to me once rather full of it.” 

** It is very likdy t^hat he destroyed it.” 
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There was a silence ; then Humphrey Baskerville asked 
a question. 

“ Well, what d’you want of me ? ” 

The other shrugged his shoulders. 

“ I leave that to you. You know how^ much or how 
little you regard this disaster as a personal one.” 

“ It has nothing whatever to do with me. I never lent 
him a penii^ . He never asked me to do so.” 

“ You don’fe recognise any obligation ? ” 

Absolutely not a shadow of any such thing.” 

The family of which you are now head ? ” 

“ A sentimental lawyer ! ** 

The other laughed. 

“ Not much room for sentimentality — at least, plenty 

of room, no doubt. Of course, if you don’t consider ” 

He broke off, buf his listener did not speak. 

“ It is to be understood I must not ask you to help me ? ” 
“ Not in any practical way — not with money— qertainly 
not. For the rest, if as a mw of business I can be of any 

service ” ^ 

“ For the sake of the family.” 

“The family is nothing to me — at least, the one hit 
hardest is nothing to me. He’ll have to work for his living 
now. That’s no hardship. It may be the best thing 
that’s befallen him yet.” 

“ Very true, indeed. Well, let us leave the main ques- 
tion open. The case has no very unusual features. Occa- 
sionally the world trusts a man to his grave, and then finds 
out, too late,"' that it was mistaken. It is extraordinary 
what a lot of people will trust a goodr heart, Mr. Basber- 
ville. Trust, like hope, springs eternal in the human 
breast.” 

“ Does it ? I’ve nev^r found much come my way. 
And I’m not strong in trust mys^. I felt friendly to 
Nathan, because he was my own flesh and blood ; but 
trust him— no.” 

“ He didn’t confide in youc? ” 

“ Never.’*' 

Mjr, Baskerville rose, ^ 

” I shall see my relations, no doubt, pretty soon. I 
fancy they’ll pay me some vwts. Well, why pot ! I’m 
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lonely, and rolling in money — ^so they think. And — thei‘e’» 
a woman that I rather expect to call upon me. In fact, 

' IVe bidden her to do so. Perhaps, if she don’t, I’ll call 
on her. For the present we can leave it. If there’s no 
money, nobody can hope to be paid. We’ll talk more on 
that later. Who’s got Cadworthy ? ” 

“ Westcott of Cann Quarries. He lent the money on it.’* 
What the devil does he want with it ? ” asked Mr. 
Baskerville. 

“ That I can’t tell you. Probably he doesn’t want it. 
He’s foreclosed, of course. It was only out of friendship 
"'and regard for Mr. Nathan that ho lent so much money 
on the place. He tells me that your brother explained 
to him that it was for a year or so to help Ned ; and out 
of respect for the family he gladly obliged.” 

“ Didn’t know Westcott was so ricii.” 

“ You never know who’s got the money in these parts. 
But ’tisi safe to bet that it isn’t the man who spends most. 
There’s Mr. Timothy Waite, too, he lent Nathan a thou- 
sand six months ago. Some cock-and-bull story your 
poor brother told him, and of course, for such a man, he 
gladly obliged. Each that he raised money from thought 
he was the only one asked, of course.” 

** He was a rogue, and the worst sort of rogue — a chapel- 
going, preaching, generous-handed, warm-hearted rogue* 
Such men are the thieves of virtue. ’Tis an infamous 
story.” 

The lawyer stared, and Humphrey continued. 

“Such men are robbers, I tell you — rotbers of more 
than money and widows’ houses. They are^always seeming 
honest, and never being so. They run with the hare and 
hunt with the hounds. They get the benefit of being 
rogues, and the credjj of honest <nen. They are imitation 
good men, and at heart know not the meaning of real good- 
ness. They have the name of being generous and kind — 
they are neither? Look what this man has left behind 
him — blessings turned to euxses. All a sham, and a life- 
long theft of men’s admiration and esteem— theft ; for 
he won it by false pretences and lived a lie.” 

“ He is dead, however.” 

” Yes, he is dead ; and 1 suppose you are the ^rt who 
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like palter with facts and never speak ill of the dead. 
Why should we not tell the truth about those who are 
gone ? Does it hurt them to say it ? No ; but' it may 
do the living some good to say it. If living knaves see us 
condoning and forgiving dead ones, will they turn from 
their knavery any the quicker ? We’re a slack-twisted, 
sentimental generation. Justice is the last thing thought 
of. It’s so easy to be merciful to people who have sinned 
against somebody else. But mercy’s slow poison, if you 
ask me. It rots the very roots of justice.” 

The other shrugged liis shoulders. 

“The first of Christian virtues, Mr. Baskerville, we 
must remember that. But argument won’t alter facts. 
You don’t see your way to do anything definite, so there’s 
an end of it. Of course, there is no shadow of obligation.” 

“ You’re right, tl’ll visit you again presently. Mean- 
time you might let me have a copy of the claims. I’m 
interested in knowing how many fqols trusted my dead 
brother with their money. I should like to know what 
manner of man and woman put their savings into another 
man’s pocket without security. It seems contrary to 
human nature.” 

” There’s no objection at all. They are all clamouring 
for their money. And if the South American silver mine 
had done all that was hoped, not only would they have 
had their cash, but your brother must have saved his own 
situation, cleared his responsibilities, and died solvent.” 

” ‘ If.’ There’s generfidly a rather big ‘ if ’ with a South 
American an5rthing, I believe.” 

They parted, and Humphrey Baskerville rode h^e 
again. Upon the way he deeply pondered all the things 
that he had heard, and not until he was back at Hawk 
House, did distraction frqm these thoughts come. Then he 
found that a woman waited to see liim. It was Priscilla 
lantern, who had called at his invitation ; and now he 
remembered that he had asked her, and^half regretted the 
act. 
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CHAPTER II 

• T^RS. LINTERN arrived by appointment, for while one 
instinct of iiis nature pressed Humphrey to evade 
this problem and take no hand in the solution, another 
and more instant impulse acted in opposition. 

He 8urve3'ed the sweep of events aswthey struck at those 
involved in Nathan’s ruin and death ; and acting upon 
reasons now to be divulged, he sent first for the mistress 
of Unflershaugh ; because in his judgment her right to 
consideration was paramount. 

Even in the act of summoning her, he told himself that 
these claims were no business of his to investigate ; and 
that he was a,, fool to meddle. He repudiated responsi- 
bility at one breath, and deliberately assumed it with the 
next. His own motives he did not pause to examine. 

Introspection irritated him and he turned from his con- 
flicting ideas with impatience. In himself he only saw a 
very ill-balanced, imprudent^ and impertinent person ; 3’et 
ho proceeded. * 

1N0W came Mrs. ♦lantern to know what fie would have, 
and he saw her with an emotion of hearty regret that he 
had invited her. 

In answer to his first questipn she assured liim that 
she and her childreiPwere well. 

“ I’m afraid putting off the wedding has annoyed your 
nephew a good bit,” she said ; ‘‘ but Cora felt that it was 
better ; and so did I.” * . ^ 

Why did^ou think so ? ” ® 

“ WeU, your brother held it so much to heart ; and he 
was Ned’s^uncle. We could only have made a very quiet 
business of it in decency ; and Cora felt ’twould be sad to 
marry under the cloud of death.” • 
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‘‘ Half the sorrow in the world is wasted on what can^t 
be helped. It’s folly to mourn what’s beyond altering — 
just as great folly as to mouni the past. Surely you know 
that ? ” 

“ No doubt ; but wiio can help it tlmth made on a 
human pattern ? ” 

The world would be a cheerful place if none wept for 
what can’t be •altered. There was nothing in reason to 
stand between ua and the wedding. ’Twas my brother’s 
last wish, for that matter.” 

She did not answer and a silence fell betw^een them. He 
was determined that she should break it, and at length she 
did so. • 

“ Your brother w^as very fond of Cora. Of course, we 
at Undershaugh mis%liim a very great deal.” 

“ You would — ^naturally.” 

“ At present the idea is that they got married in spring ; 
and that won’t be none too soon, fpr every tiling’s altered 
now. They’ll have to sell half they bought, and get rid of 
their fine house and their horses, and much else. This 
business lias entirely altered the future for them, poor 
things.” 

“ Utterly, of course. ’Twill have to be real love to 
stand this pinch. Better they wait a bit and see how 
they feel about it. They may change their minds. Both 
are pretty good at that,” 

She sighed. 

They understand each other, I believe. But Ned 
won’t change, whatever Cora does. He’s WTapped up heaj t 
and soul in her,” 

“ He’ll have to seek work now.” 

Yes ; he is doing so.” 

” The one thing .he’s never looked ^or. Harder to find 
w ork than foxes/* : , 

” He’s not good ior much.” » 

“ You say tot of your future son-in-law ? ” 

” Truth’s Wiiisb. A harmless and useless man. I can’t 
for the life of nie think what he’ll find to do.’* 

“ Nathan would have given him a job — ^ J How 
wondbrful he was at finding work for people. And what 
does Cora think of it all ? ” 
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She’sra very secret girl.’* 

And Heathman ? ” * t ' 

“ Heathman be going to make my home for me— some- 
where. ’Tisn’t decided where we go.” 

You leave Undershaugh, then ? ” 

“Yes.” , 

“ Nathan wouldn’t have wished that, I’m sure.” 

“ We were to have stopped, but the new owner wants to 
raise the rent to nearly as much again.” ^ 

“ What used you to pay ? ” 

She hesitated. Like many people whose position has 
forced them into the telling of countless lies, she was still 
tender of truth in trifles. 

“ No matter,” he said. “ I can guess the figure very 
easily, and nought’s the shape of it.” 

A sinister foreboding flashed through her mind. It 
seemed impossible to suppose such*an innuendo innocent. 
Miss GoUop had said many offensive things concerning her 
afte» Nathan’s death ; but few had believed them, and still 
fewer shown the least interest in the subject. It was 
absurd to suppose that Humphrey Baskervillo would 
trouble his head with such a rumour. 

“ Your brother was generous to all,” she answered. 

“ Why, he was. And if charity shouldn’t begin at home, 
where should it ? ” 

“ He was very generous to all,” she repeated, 

“ I’ve been seeing Mr. Popham to-day.” 

“ He’s a true kind man, and wishful to do what he can. 
The rent asked now for Undershaugh is too high, even in the 
good state we’ve made it. So I’ve got to*leave.” 

^ “ ’Twill be a wrench,” 

“ Yes, indeed.” 

“ But not such a bad one as his death ? ” 

“ That’s true.’*^ » 

He probed her. 

“Never to see him come down your path with his 
bustling gait ; ^never to hear the laughter of the man. You 
held his hand when he went out of life. He loved you — 
’twas the master passion of him.** * 

A flush of colour leapt and spread over her face. She 
gasped but said notlnng. 
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** A cruel thing that he left you as he did,” - 
Whr,t was I ? ” she began, alert and ready to fight at 
once and crush this suspicion. “ What are you sayjng ? 
We were nothing ” 

He held up his hand. 

“ A fool’s trick — a lifelong fool’s trick to hide it — a cruel, 
witless thing — ^a wrong against generations unborn — 
scandalous — ^infamous — ^beyond belief in a sane man.” 

“ 1 don’t unaerstand you. God’s my ” 

Hush — ^liush®! I’m not an enemy. You needn’t 
put out your claws ; you needn’t lie to me. You needn’t 
break oaths to me. It’s a secret Btill ; but I know' it — only 
me. You w^ere his mistress, Priscilla Lintern — ^liis mistress 
and the mother of his children.” 

“ He never told you that.” 

“ Not he.” 

“ Who did toll you t ” 

“ Cora told me.” 

“She’d rather have ” 

“ She told me — ^not in words ; but^ every other way. I 
knew it the hour she came to see me, after she was engaged 
to marry my son. She strokes her chin like Nat stroked his 
beard. Have you marked that ? She thinks just like 
Nat thought in a lot of w'ays, though she’s not got his heart. 
She’s not near so silly as he w^as. Her voice was the 
eclio to his as soon as I got the clue. Her eyes were his 
again. She handles her knife and fork just like he was 
wont to do it ; she sets her head o’ one side to listen to 
anybody in the way he did. [There’s birds do it too — 
w'^hen they gathe^ worms out of the grass. And from that 
I took to markin^t^others. Your second girl be more likef 
you ; but Heathman will be nearei' his father every day 
as he gets older. If he growed a beard, he’d be nearer him 
now. Wait and watch. And he’s got^his heart. Don’t 
speak till you hear more. From finding out that much, 
I sounded Nathan himself. Little he guessed it, but what I 
didn’t know, I soon learned from him. CorA w^as the apple 
of his eye. She could do no wrong. ’Twas Vivian and 
Ned over agaifl. He spoke of you very guarded, but I 
knew w^t was behind. It came out when he was dying, 
and he was too far gone to hide it. And let me say this : 
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I’ll never forgive him for doing such a wicked thing — ^nevpr. 
God may; but I won’t. I wouldn’t forgive myself if I 
•forgave^ him. But you — ^you — dull man as I am, I can see 
a bit of what your life was.” 

“ A better life — a more precious life than mine no 
woman ever liwd.” 

He took a deep breath. 

Here she tacitly confessed to all that he had declared. 
She did not even confirm it in words, but granted it and 
proceeded with the argument. And yet his whole theory 
had been built upon presumption. If she had denied the 
truth, he possessed no shadow of power to prove it. 

** If ever I pitied anybody, I pity you ; and I admire 
you in a sort of left-haftided way. You’re a very uncommon 
creature to have liid it in the face of such a village as Shaugh 
Prior.” 

“ What I am he made me. He was a man in ten thou- 
sand.” 

‘‘ I hdpe he was. Le^ve him. Let me say this afore we 
get on, I don’t judge you and, God knows it, I’m alive to 
this thing from your point of view. You loved him well 
enough even for that. But there’s no will. He had 
nothing to leave ; therefore — unless you’ve saved money 
during his lifetime ? ” 

‘‘ I don’t want you to have anything to do with my 
affairs, Mr. Baskerville.” 

“ As you please. But there are your children to be con- 
sidered. Now it may very much surprise you to know that 
I have thought a lot about them. Should you say, 
Bpo|tking as an outsider, that I’m under {^ny obligation to 
serve them ? ” 

The sudden and most unexpected question again 
startled the blood from Mrs. Lintern’s heart. 

“ What a terrible ctirious man^you are ! What a ques- 
tion to ask me I ” she said. 

“ Answer it, however — as if you wasn’t interested in it.” 

“No,” she declared presently. “None can say that 
they are anything to do w5th you. You wasn’t your 
brother’s keepfir. They be no kin of yours in law or justice.” 

“ In law — ^no. In justice they are of my blood. TJ^ot 
that that’s ^anything. You’re right. They are nought to 
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mp. And you are less than nought. BUt ” Ho 

stopp'ed.^ 

** Why have you told me that you have found thiG out ? 
she asked. “ What good can como of it ? You’ll admit at 
least ’tis a sacred secret, and you’ve no right whatever to 
breathe it to a living soul ? You won’t d(ftiy that ? ” 

“ There again — there’s such a lot of sides to it. You 
might argut for and against. Justice is terrible difficult. 
Suppose, for %’nstance, that I held, like Jack Head holds 
and many such, that ’tis a very improper thing and a 
treachery to the unborn to let first cousins mate — suppose 
I held to that ? Ought I to sit by and let Cora marry 
Ned ? Now there’s a nice question for an honest man.” 

“ You were going to let Cora marry your own son.” 

“ I don’t know so much about that. They were engaged 
to each other befoijp I found it out, and then, as she soon 
flung him over, there was no need for me to speak. Now 
the question is, shall I let these two of the same blood breed 
and maybe bring feebler things tjian themselves Into the 
world ? ” 

This is all too deep for me. One thing I know, and 
that is you can say nought. You’ve come to the truth, by 
the terrible, wonderful brains in your head ; but you’ve no 
right to make it knowm,” 

“ You’re ashamed of it ? ” 

She looked at him almost with contempt. 

“ You can ask that and know me, even so little as you 
do ? God’s my judge that I’d shout it out from the top of 
the church tosver to-morrow f I’d be proud for the world to 
know ; and so mpeh the louder I’d sing it because he^s gpne 
down to liis grave unloved and in darkness. It would make 
life worth living to me, even now, if I could open my mouth 
and fight for him against the world. Not a good word do 
I hear now — ^all curse him— all forget4}he other side of him — 
all forget how his heart went out to the sorrowful and sad. 
. . . But there— what’s the use of talking ? He don’t 
want me to fight for him.” 

” If you rfeel that, why don’t you stand up before the 
people and teU ’em ? ” * 

“•There’s my cluldren.” ^ 

“ Be they more to you than he was ? ” 
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“ No ; but they are next.** * • 

, “ I bate deceit. Who’ll think the worse of them ? ** 

“ Who won’t ? ’* 

“^one that are worth considering.** 

“You know^very little about the world, for all that you 
are deep as the dark and can find out things hidden. What 
about my darters ? No, it wouldn’t be a fair thing to let 
it out.” ^ . 

“ I hold it very important.” 

“ It shan’t be, I tell you. You can’t do it ; you never 
^would.” 

“ You’re right. I never would.. But that’s not to say I 
don’t wish it to come out. For them, mind you, I speak. I 
leave you out now. I put you first and you say you’d like 
it known. So I go on to them, and I tell you that for their 
peace of mind and well-being in the luture, *tis better a 
thousand times they should start open and fair, without 
the need of this Ue between them ai^d the world.” 

“ I don’t agree witli that. When the truth was told 
them on his deathbed, ’twas settled it should never go no 
further.” 

“ Wait and think a moment before you decide. What 
has it been to you to hide the truth all your life ? ** 

“ A necessity. I soon grew used to it. Nobody was 
hurt by it. And Nathan kept his money.” 

“ Don’t fool yourself to think that none w^as hurt by it. 
Everybody was hurt by it. A prosperous lie be like a 
prosperous thistle : it never ^'et flourished without ripening 
seed and increasing its own. poisonous stocky thousandfold. 
Tlfe w^orld’s full of that thistledown. Your cliildren know 
the truth themselves ; therefore I say it should come out. 
They’ve no right to stand between you and the thing you 
w^ant to do. I’ll wiiger Heathihan don’t care — ^it’s only 
your daughters.” 

“ More than tljjit. Nathan would never have wished it 
known,” 

“ No argument at all. He w^as soaked in^ crookedness 
and couldn’t wee straight for years afore he died.” 

“ I won’t have it and I won’t argue about it.” • 

“ Well, your word’s law. But you’re wrong ; and yoii’U 
live to know you’re wTong. Now what ar^ you going to 
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do*? 'We^ll start as though I knew nought of this for the 
moment.” « 

“ I stop at Undershaugh till spring. IVe got no money 
to name. We shall settle between ourselves — me^' and 
Heathman.” « 

« I’ll ” 

He stopped. 

^ “ No,” he ^id ; “ I can’t promise anything, come to 
think of it ; and I can’t commit myself. ’Tis folly to say, 

‘ let the position be as though I didn’t know the truth.’ 
It can’t be. I do know it, and I’m influenced by it. I’ll, 
do nothing at all for any of you unless this comes out. 1 
say that, not because I don’t care for my brother’s children, 
but because I do care for them.*' 

“ I don’t want ypu to do anytliing. I’ve got my son. 
I refuse absolutely to speak. Until my children are all of 
one mind about it, the thing must be hidden up — ^yes, 
hidden up for evermore. I w'on’t argue the rightr or the 
wrong. ’Tis out of my hands, anrf^ so long as one of them 
says ‘ no,’ I hold it my duty to keep silent. And, of course, 
’tis yours also.” 

“ Who knows what my duty would be if Ned was going 
to marry Cora ? I’d sacrifice the unborn to you ; but 
not to your daughter and my nephew. There have been 
enough tongues to curse that worthless pair already. You 
don’t want their own children to do the same in the time 
to come ? But perhaps I know as much about Cora as you 
do about Ned Wait and sflo if she changes her mind, 
since he has lost his fortune.” 

Priscilla rose. 

‘‘ I will go now,” she said. ** Of course, you can’t guess 
how this looks to a woman — especially to me of all women* 
To find that you knew— and no dofebt you thought I’d 
come here and drop dead afore you of shame.” 

‘‘No, I didn’t. If you’d been that^ort, I shouldn’t 
have plumped it out so straight. You are a brave creature, 
and must aJjyays have been rfo. Well, I won’t deny you 
the name of wife iu secret — ^if you like to clahn it.” 

She was moved and thanked him. Satisfaction rather 
than concern dominated her mind as she retui^ed home** 
ward. She felt glad that Nathan’s brother knew, and no 
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shadow of fear dimmed her satisfaction ioYm slih was 
positive that, despite any declared doubts, he would never 
mafic the truth public. 

^Her own attitude was even as she had described it. She 
TTOuld have joyed to declare her close companionship, if 
only to std|> the tongues of those who hesitated not to 
vilify the dead before her. 

Eliza Gollop had told many stories concerning Mrs. 
Lintern’s attendance in the sick-room ; •but few werS in- 
terested in them or smelt a scandal. They never identified 
Priscilla with the vanished innkeeper ; they did not scruple 
to censure Nathan before her and heap obloquy on his 
fallen head. , 

Often with heart and soul she longed to fight for him ; 
often she had some ado to hide her impotent anger ; but a 
lifetime of dissimulation had skilled her in the art of self- 
control. She listened and looked upon the angry man or 
woqjan ; she even acquiesced in the abuse by silence. 
Seldom did she def<md the dead man, excepting in secret 
against her daughters. 
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"Y^HEN Cora lintern returned home she brought with 
’ ^ her a resolution. Her intentions were calculated to 
cause pain, and she carried them so much the quicker to 
execution, that the thing might be done and the blow 
struck as swiftly as possible. She revealed her plan to 
none, and only made it public when he who was chiefly in- 
volved had learned it. « 

Ned Baskerville called to see Cora, who had been stopping 
with friends; and when she had spoken upon general 
subjects, she made him come out with her to wintry 
side of West Down, and there imparted her wintry news. 

‘‘ Have you found anything to do ? was Cora’s first 
question, and he answered that he bad not. 

“ People don’t understand me/’ he said. Here is 
Rupert talking about labourer’s work, as if it was a per- 
fectly decent suggestion to make. My farm’s gone, and he 
seems to think I might offer to stop there under somebody , 
like he has himself.” 

” You want something better.” 

” Why, of coufse. I might get a clerkship or some such 
thing, I should thMs:. A man who has lived my life oan% 
go and dig potatoes. But the difficulty is to get wdrk like 
that away from towns, I can’t be expected to live in a 
town, and I won’t,” ♦ 

“Mr, Tim Waite is a friend of th^ people I’ve been 
stopping with/’ she said. ” He’a rich and all that. I 
believe he might find—” * 

” Tliank you for nothing, Cqra. I’m hardly likely to 
trouble hittij afc U ” , 

^^Nojt much use ff«dMngUke that.” ^ 

” I’ll take patronage, if I must, because beggarsjc^’t be 

chooMT. , ni mx toto it fcom ,.7 toierio™.' 
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^‘‘Inferiors’! That’s a funny word for* you t*o use. 
Hoiv is Timothy Waite your inferior ? I don’t see it.” 

“ Don’t you ? ” he answered, getting red. “ Then you 
cmght to see it. Damn it all, Cora, you’re so cold-blooded 
wliore I’m ^concerned. And yet you’re supposed to love 
mo and want to marry me.” 

“ I’m not a fool, and if ’tis cold-blooded to have a bit 
of common sense, then I’m cold-blooded. Though I’m a 
bit tired of hearing you fling the word in my face. Tiinotliy 
Waite always was as good a man as you ; and why 
not ? ” 

I should call lum a mean, money - grubbing sort of 
chap myself — cloae-flsted too. He’s not a sportsman, any- 
way. You can’t deny that.” 

“ Not much good being generous, if you’ve got nought to 
be generous with. And mean he iirnot. He lent money to 
your uncle, and never pushed the claim half as hard as many 
smaller men. I know liim a long sight better than you do. 
And, if you’ve got s!hy sense left, you’ll go to him and ask 
him if he can help you to find a job. I’m only thinking of 
you — ^not myself. I can go into a hat shop any day ; but 
you — ^you can’t do anytliing. What are you good for ? 
For that matter you don’t seem to be able to get a chance 
to show w'hat you are good for. All your swell hunting 
friends are worth just what I said they were worth. Now 
you’re down on your luck, they look t’other way.” 

He began to grow angry, 

“ You’re the fair-weather sort too, thep ? One here and 
there has hinted to me that you were — ^your brother 
^always said it. But never, never wftuld I stand it from 
any of them. And now I see that it is so.” 

“ No need to call names. The case is altered since 
Nathan Baskervi^e ruined you, and I’m not the sentimental 
kind to pretend different. As we’re on this now, we’d 
better go through with it. You want to mar^ me and I 
wanted to many you ; but we can’t live on air, I believe. 
I can’t, an3rway. It’s a v^ry simple question. You wish 
to marry me so soon as I please ; but whatuo you mean to 
keep me on ? I’ve got nothing — ^you know that ; and 
you’ve ^ot less than nothing, for there’s the rent of the 
house we were to have lived ih^^’ ^ 
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“ I’Ve let the house and I am looking round. I’m open 
to any reasonable offer.” 

‘‘ \^at nonsense you talk ! Who are you that people 
should make you offers ? Wliat can you do ? I ask you 
that again ? ” ^ 

“ By God ! And you’re supposed to love mfe ! ” 

“ When poverty comes in at the door — ^you know the 
rest. I’m not a heroine of a story-book. All very well for 
you*; but what &bout me ? YOu can’t afford to marry, 
and I (ian’t afford not to ; so there it stands. There’s only 
one thing in the world — only one thing — that you can be 
trusted to earn money at, and that’s teaching people to ride 
horses. And that you won’t do. I’vp thought it out, 
and you needn’t swear and curse ; because it’s the trutli.” 

“ Damn it all ” 

” No good raging. You’re selfish, and you never think 
of me working my fingers to the bone and, very likely, not 
knowing where to look for a meal. You only jvant ipe — 
not my happiness and prosperity. That’s not love. If 
you loved me, you >Vould have come long since and released 
me from this engagement, and saved me the pain of ail this 
talk. Nobody ever thinks of me and my future and my 
anaeties, I’ve only got my face and — and — you say 
‘ damn ’ and I’ll say it too. Damn — damn — damn — that’s 
thrice for your once ; and I hate you thrice as much as 
you hate me, and I’ve thrice the reason to. I hate you for 
being so selfish ; and ’tie no good ever you saying you care 
about me again, because you never did— not really. You 
couldn’t — eke you wouldn’t have put yourself first always.” 

He started, qufte* reduced to silence by this assault.# 
She struck him dumb, but liis look infuriated her. 

“ You won’t make me draw back, so you needn’t think 
it,” she cried. “ I’m not aishamed of p, word I’ve said. 
’Tis you ought to be ashamed. And I’m not sorry for you 
neither, for you’ve never once been sorry for me. After 
the crash, not one word of trouble for my Icfcs and my dis- 
appointment did you utter — ’twa^ only whining about your 
horses, and the* house at Plympton, and all thq rest of it. 
Vain cursing of the man in his grave ; when you ought to 
have cursed yourself for letting him have the power to do 
what he did. I’d tove stuck tp you, money or no moneys 
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if you’d been a different man — I swear that.* Pd have 
takei^you and set to work — as I shall now, single-handed — 
but how can any decent girl with a proper conceit of herself 
sin^ herself to your level and become your drudge ? 
Ani I to worl^ for us both ? Are you going to live on the 
money I make out of women’s bonnets ? ” 

“ No ! ” he answered. “ Don’t think that. I’m dull, I 
know, and slow-witted. Such a fool was^I that I never 
believed anything bad of a woman, or ever thought an un- 
kind thought of anything in petticoats. But you use very 
straight English always, and you make your meaning per- 
fectly clear. I know it won’t be easy for me to get the work 
I want. I may be poor for a long time — perhaps always. 
I’ll release you, Cora, if that’s what you wish. No doubt 
I ought to have thought of it ; but I’ll swear I never did, I 
thought you loved me, and evcrytlifhg else was small by 
comparison. If anybody had said ‘ release her,’ I’d have 
told Wm that he didn’t fatiow what love of woman meant — 
or a woman’s love of fhan. But you can be free and wel- 
come, and put the fault on my shoulders. They can bear 
it. Go to Timothy. He’s always wanted you.” 

“ You needn’t be coarse. I’m sick and tired of all you 
men. You don’t know what love means — ^none of you. 
And since you say I’m to go, I’ll go. And I’ll find peace 
somewhere, somehow ; but not with none of you.” 

He laughed savagely. 

You’ve riuned me — that’s what you’ve done. Meat 
and drink to you, 1*11 wageif J Ruined me yorse than ever 
my uncle did. I could have stood up against that. I 
did. I’d pretty well got over the piiAjfi of it. Though 
’tw'as far more to me than anybody, I took it better than 
anybody, and my own mother will tell you sg. But why ? 
Because I thought I^d got you safe enough and nothing else 
mattered. I never thought this misfortune meant that 
you’d give me the slip. If any man had hinted such a thing, 
I’d have knocke*& his teeth down his throat. But I was 
wrong as usual.” • 

** You gave me credit for being a fool as usual.” 

“ Never that, Cora. I always knew very well you were 
clever, but I thought you were something more. You 
crafty things — ^all of you ! And now-— what f JTwiU be 
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said'i’vfe jilted another girl — ^not that the only woman I 
ever honestly worshipped with all my heart have ^jilted 
me.?* 

‘‘ No need to use ugly, silly words about it. All J^iat 
will be said by sensible people is that we’ve b^h seen reason 
and cut our coats according to our cloth. Tiie people will 
only say you’v 3 got more wits than they thought. Let it be 
uujderstood \^ere of the same mind, and so we both get 
a bit of credit for sense.” 

“ Never ! ” he burst • out passionately. You’re a 
hardhearted, cruel devil. You know where the fault is 
and who’s to blame. You think of nought but your own 
blasted comfort and pleasure, and you never cared no more 
for me than you cared for my cousin before me. But I’ll 
not hang myseM — be sure of that ! ” 

She shrugged her sfioulders. 

“ You might do worse, all the same,*’ she said. “ For 
you’re only cumbering the earth that I can see.” c 

Thereupon he swore wild oaths alhd rushed off arid left 
her on the hillside alone. 

When he was gone she w^ent her own way, but not to 
XJndershaugh. By deep lanes and field-paths familiar to 
her she took a long walk, and at the end of it found herself 
at Coldstone Farm, the abode of Mr. Timothy Waite. 
He was from home, and she asked for pen and paper that 
she might leave a note for him. Her communication was 
short, and when she had written it and sealed it with 
exceeding care^she set off again for home. 

Anon Mr. Wajte opened it and was much disappointed 
at the length. Eht Cora’s matter atoned for this short- 
coming. 

** Have settled with N. B. Yours, C.” 

And elsewhere, while she retraced her way from Cold* 
stone^ the discarded lover came to a wild conclusion with 
him^lf. He steadied hia steps, stood at the Moor edge in 
two minds, then turned and set off for Hawk House. 

This blovr nad staggered him, had even awakened, him 
from 4he fatuous dream in whiUh he passed his days. He 
had a vague idea that Humphrey might be glad to know 
of this brpken engagemwt ; timt it might even put his uncle 
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into a more amiable temper. Ned had been adVised by 
Rupejt to see Mr, Baskerville ; but had declined to do so 
until the present time. 

^ Hawk House Mrs. Hacker met him and made no 
effort to hide astonishment. 

Wonders never cease, I’m sure ! You, of all men ! 
Master be on the Moor, riding somewheres, but if you want 
him, you can wait for him. He always cqmes in at dusk. 
How’s your young woman ? ” 

The man was in no mood for talk with Susan and cut her 
short. 

“ I’ll wait, then,” he said. “I’ll wait in the garden.” 

He walked up and down amid the nut trees for an hour. 
Then Humphrey returned. 

Tea was serv^ for them in the kit<jjien ; Susan went out 
and the way opened for Ned. 

“ You might be surprised to see me,” he began ; “ but 
though I know you don’t like me — natural enough too — 
still, I’m your eldest nephew, and I felt %t a time like this 
you’d not refuse to let me speak to you.” 

“ Speak, and welcome.” 

“ Of course, all our lives are turned upside down by this 
terrible business.” 

“ Not all. In these cases ’tis the drones, not the workers, 
that are hit hardest. If you’ve got wit enough to under- 
stand what you see under your eyes, you’ll find that your 
brother Rupert, for instance, can go on with his life much 
as before ; and scores "of^ others — they’ve lost a bit of 
money — cheated out of it by my brother,, the late Nathan 
Bhskerville — but it don’t wreck them. ^ ’Tis only such as 
you — accustomed all your life to idle and grow fat on other 
men’s earnings — ’tis only such as you that are stranded by 
a thing like this. J^suppose yofi want to get back into the 
hive — ^like t’other drones when the pinch of winter comes — 
and the world w<gi’t let you in ? 

This uncompromising spe^h shook Ned and, under the 
circumstances, he felt that it was more than could bear. 

“ If you knew what had happened to me to-dey, you’d 
not speak so harsh, Uncle Humphrey,’ ’ he answered) I 
may tell foxx that I’ve been struck a very cruel blow in the 
quarts I least expected it. Ctoralintern’stiirownipeover.’’ 
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Caf-hearted little bitch,” he said. ** And you bleat 
about a ‘ cruel blow ’ ! ^ Why, you young fool, escape from 
her is the best piece of fortune that ever fell to your lot — or 
is over likely to. And you ask me to be sorry for y4»u ! 
Pool’s luck is always the best luck. You’;p’e had better 
fortune far than ever you deserved if she’s quitted you.” 

“ You can’^ look at it as 1 do ; you can’t see what my 
life must be without her,” 

“ Eat your meat and don’t babble that stuff,” 

Ned shook his head. 

“ Don’t want nothing, thank you,” 

“ Well, hear me,” said Humphrey. “ You sought me 
of your own free w'ill, and so you may as well listen. You’ve 
come, because you think I can do you a turn — eh ? ” 

“ I’m down on my ^uck, and I thought perhaps that you — 
anyway, if you can help, or if you can’t, you might advise 
me. I’ve looked very hard and very far for a bit of work 
such as I could do ; and I’ve not found it.” • 

The work yop can do won’t be easily found. Begin at 
the beginning. You’re Godless — always have been.” 

“Let God alone and He’ll lot you alone — ^that’s my 
experience,” said Ned. 

“ Is it ? Well, your experience don’t reach far. You’ve 
come to the place where God’s Avaiting for you now — 
waiting, and none too pleased at what you bring afore Him. 
You’re a fool, and though we mourn for a wise man after 
he’s dead, wo mourn for a fool^all the days of his life. 
D’you know tvhere that coiiles^ from ? Of course you 
don’t.” 

“ I can mend, 1 suppose ? Anyway, I’ve got to be nfy- 
self. Nobody can be different to their own character.” 

“ Granted-*-you can’t rise above your own character ; 
but you can easily sink bblow it, Tfcat’s what you have 
done, and your father helped you from the first.” 

“ I won’t hear you say nothing against him. Uncle 
Humphrey. Good or bad, he was aU goodness to me.” 

“ You tlniQk: so, but you’re tsrrong. Well, I’ll leave him. 
But ’tie vain to judge you too hard when I remember your 
up-bringing,” 

“ All the same^ I will say this for myself : •'when you 
pull mocto pieoes, you’ll find no wickedness in me worth 
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mentionirig. Whatever I may be, IVe always beh&ved 
like a^gentleman and a sportsman, and none will deny it,” 
declared Ned. 

\The biggest fool can be witty when it comes to excusing 
his own vices to his conscitoce,” replied the old man. 
“ Fox yourself with that rubbish, if you can, not me. To 
behave like a gentleman is to be a gentleman, I should 
think, and I understand the word very different from you. 
You’re a selfish, worthless thing — a ma^ that’s reached 
near to thirty without putting away his childisTi toys — a 
man that’s grown to man’s estate and stature without doing 
so much good in the world as my blind pony — nay, nor so 
much good as the worm that pulls the autumn leaves into 
the wet ground. And you pride yourself on being a gentle- 
man ! Better larn to be a man first and a gentleman 
afterwards.” • 

“ I’ve never had no occasion to work till now. Nobody 
ever-asked me to ; nobody ever wanted me to. It \va3 
natural that I shouldh’t. A man can’t help his character, 
and I can’t help mine. I hate work and always shall.” 

” That’s clear, then. And I can’t help my character 
either. I hate idleness and always shall. Never have I 
given a loafer a helping band, and never will I. A man 
ought to be like Providence and only help those who help 
themselves.” 

“ But I moan to work ; I need to work ; I must work.” 

“ Laziness is a cancer,” said Mr. Baskerville. “ ’Tis 
just as much a cancef as the human ill we call by that 
name. And ’tis a modern thing. There’s something rotten 
With a world where any man can live without earning the 
right to. When next you find yourself caddling about 
on the Moor wasting your time, take a lookjat the roundy- 
pouxidies — they ciijples of stones cast about on the hillsides 
and by the streams. My son Mark knew all about them. 
They were set up by men like ourselves who lived on the 
Moor very long &go. life was real then. Nought but their 
own sweat stood betweei^i the old men and destruction. 
The first business of life was to keep life In them days. 
They hunted to live, not for pleasure. They huntpd and 
were hunted. No time to be lazy then. Did they help 
beggars ? Did they keep paupers 1 No ; all had to toil 
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for Ihe^coXnmon good ; and if a man didn’t labour, be 
didn’t eat. They had their work cut out for ’em to wring a 
bare living out of the earth and the creatures on it. No soft- 
ness of mind or body then. No holidays and pleasu^gs 
and revels then. And I’d have it so again to-morrow, if I 
could. Work and eat ; idle and starve — tliat’s what I’d 
say to my fellow-creatures.” 

“ I mean to work ; I’m ready for work.” 

All very well to say that now. You may be ready for 
work ; but what sort of work is ready for you ? Wiat 
can you do ? Can you break stones ? There’s a Cornish 
proverb hits you this minute : ‘ Them as can’t scheme 
must lowster.’ Your father was very fond of using it — 
to every lazy body but you. It means that if you haven’t 
the wits to make a living with your brains, you must do 
it with your hands. St all comes back to work.” 

“ I know it does. I keep on telling you I’m ready for 
it — any amount of it. But not breaking |itones.« I’ve 
got brains in my head, though 1 kn6w yoii don’t think so. 
I came to-day to' know if you would give those brains a 
trial. I’m a free man now. Cora has flung me over, so 
there’s no obligation anywhere. I’m free to stand up and 
show wliat I’m good for. I’ve sold my horses and given up 
hunting already. That’s something.” 

“ Something you couldn’t help. How much did you get 
for that big bright bay ? ” 

“ Porty-five guineas.” 

And gave ? ” 

” Seventy. !6ut, of course, I’ve not got enough capital 
all told to be muck practical use in buying into anything. 
What I really want is five hundred pounds.” 

“ A commoit;^ want.” 

** And I thotight perhaps that you— thought of it as I 
came here to see you.” 

“ And still you try to make out you’re not a fool ? ” 

I can ^ve interest and security,” * 

Yes — ^Uke your uncle Nathan, perhaps. In a word, 
m not do anJHbiug. Not a farthing of mon^ and not a 
hand gi help. But ” 

He stopped as the younger man rose. « 

I diihii’t ask for money ; % only suggested a loam’* 
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“ I’ll loan no loans to you or any man. Buff this I will 

• do, b^ause you are the head of our family now, and I don’t 

want anybody to say I helped to cast you lower when you 
weijs down. This I will do : I’ll double tl\e money you 
earn.” ^ 

“ Double it ! ” exclaimed Ned, 

* “ That’s my word ; and now the boot’s on the other leg, 
and I’m the fool for my pains, no doubt, ^ut understaynd 
me, ’Tis what you earn, not what you get. When you 
come to me and say, ‘ I’ve found a job, and I’m paid so 
much a week for doing it by an independent man,’ then I’ll 

* double what he gives you. But let there be no hookem- 
snivey dealings, for I’ll very soon find them out if you try 
it. Let it be figures, let it be horses, let it be clay, let it 
be stones by the road — I’ll double what you earn for five 
years. By that time, maybe, yotffll know what work 
means, and thank Heaven, that’s taught you what it means. 
Go aikd find #vork— that’s what you’ve got to do ; go and 
find what you’re worth in the open market of men. And 
you needn’t thank me for what I oflter! ’Twill be little 
enough, I promise you — as you’ll find when you come to 
hear the money value of your earning powers.” 

All the same I do thank you, and I thank you with all 
my heart,” said Ned : ” and perhaps you’ll be a bit more 
astonished thhn you think for, Uncle Humphrey, when you 
find what I can do.” 

Then his nephew went away in doubt whether to be 
elated or cast dowm, • 
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A N elderly man called* Abraham Elf ord became tenant 
of ‘ The White Thorn * after Baskerville’s death. He 
lacked the charm of Nathan, and it was rumoured that 
the quality of liis liquor by no means equalled that provided 
by the vanished master of the inn ; but no choice offered 
of other drinking-houses, and the new publican retained 
all former patronage'-' 

One subject at this season proved rich enough to shut 
out all lesser matters from conversation, tor the wide 
waves of concern set rolling when Nathan died had as yet 
by no means subfided. Each day for many days brought 
news of some fresh disaster to humble folk ; and then 
came another sort of intelligence that gratified the few 
and angered the many. 

Mr. Elford and certain of his customers, not directly 
interested, found the subject of Nathan^s affailfe exceedingly 
wearisome and often sought to turn talk into other channels; 
but not for long could they be said to succeed. Local 
politics and weather soon lost their power to bold the 
people ; and tliqse disasters spread by the late publican 
swiftly cropped uf> again to the exclusion of less pungeht 
concerns. 

A party of ^mcn was assembled at ‘ The White Thorn * 
near Christmas time, and they wrangled on over this well- 
trodden ground until Joe Voysey, who had not suffered, 
turned to the grey-headed host behind the bar and asked 
a question. 

** Did this here fire fail afore you corned, Abraham ? he 
asked. “ *Ti8 a Well-known fact that ‘ The White Thorn * 
hearth haven’t been cold for a hundred year-peat always 
smouldering, or else blazing, upon it.” 

“ Yes, and a thousand pities,” answered the other. ** At 
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the time of Mr. Baskerville’s death, of course, thSre was* a 
.terrible deal of running about and confusion. And the fire 
was forgot. I knowed the old saying and was very sorry to 
see ill black out.” 

“ miat do it matter ? ” asked Jack Head, tie was in a 
quarrelsome raSod and bad company on the occasion. 

These silly sayings and fancies are better forgot. Who’s 
the wiser for a thing like that ? Probably, when all’j 
said, ’tis a lie. I dare say the fire went out ^ores of times 
when Nathan was here, and somebody just lit it again and 
said nought about it.” 

• “ Tliat’s wrong, Jack,” declared Heathman Lintem, 
\^ ho was present. “JVIr. Baskerville took a lot of care 
of the fire and felt very proud of it. A score of times I’ve 
heard him tell people about it, and that the fire had never 
been douted for more than a hundred y%ars.” 

“ One tiling I know, that if there w as such a place as hell, 
he’d soon mc<|t wdth a fire as would last longer still,” 
answered Head. “ A fills that never wnll be douted. And 
right well he’d deserve it.” * 

Thomas Gollop found himself in agreement with this 
ferocity. 

“ You’re right there, and there is such a place — ^liave 
no fear of that, though ’tis your way to scorn it. For my 
part I say that there couldn’t be no justice without it. 
He devoured widows’ houses and stole the bread of the poor 
— what worse can any man do ? ” 

“ A man can backbite the^^dead, and spit (^ut his poison 
against them as never hurt him in word or deed,” answered 
Heathman Lintern. “ ’Tis always your wfty to blackguard 
them that be out of earshot and the power to answ^er ; and 
the further a man be away, the louder you yelp. Faults or 
no faults, the likes of jfou wasn’t worthy to wipe his shoes.” 

“ You Linterns — w'ell, I’ll say nought,” began Jack Head; 
but the subject was too attractive for him and he pro- 
ceeded. • 

“ If he left your mother any money, it’s against the law, 
and you can toll her so. It wasn’t his to leav^, and if she 
got money from him in secret, it’s my money — not hei^ — 
mine, and many other people’s before it’s hers. And if she 
wim honest she’d give it back.” 
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You^vo lost your wits over this,” answered Lintern, 
“ and if you wasn’t an old man, Jack, I’d hammer your face, 
for mentioning my mother’s name in such a way. She 
never had a penny by him, and the next man that/ says 
she did shall get a flea in his ear — old or yopng.” * 

“ Let it be a lesson to all sorts and conditions not to 


trust a Diss-^nter,” said Gollop. “I’ve known pretty well' 
\vhat they’re good for from the first moment they began to 
lift their heads in the land. They never were to be trusted, 
and never vill be. And as for Nathan Baskerville, he 
was a double serpent, and I shall tell the truth out against 
him when and where I please ; and why for not ? ” 

“ You don’t know the moaning of^truth,” began Heath- 
man ; “no more don’t that old cat your sister.” 

“ Better leave my sister alone, or ’twill be the worse for 
you,” answered the'parisli clerk. 

“ I’ll leave her alone w^hen she leaves my mother alone, 
and not sooner. She a lying, foul-minded«old baggage — 
not to be trusted in a respectable hbuse — and if I was better 
to do, I’d have the law of her for the tilings she’s said.” 

“ You talk of the law,” answered Jack. “ You might 
just so well talk of the prophets. One’s aS rotten as 
t’other nowadays. The law’s gone that weak that a man’s 
savings can be taken out of his pocket by the first thief 
that comes along with an honest face ; and him powerless. 
Five-and-thirty pound — that’s what he had of mine, and 
the law looks on and does nought.” 

“ Because Jbhere’s nought for it to do,” suggested Mr. 

Elford. “The Jaw can’t make bricks without straw ” 

“ Just what i<f can do — when it’s writing its own bilto o* 
costs,” answered Jack. “ They’m damn clever at that ; 


but let a rogue rob me of my savings and the law don’t 
care a brass farthing. Why ? Because Fm poor.” 

“ Iff there to be nought declared in the pound ? ” in- 
quired an old man beside the fire. “ He had eight, ten of 
mine, and I was hopeful us might get back a little, if ’twas 
only shillin|5s.” 

“You’ll see nothing of it, gaffer,” declared Head. 
“ There wasn’t much more than enough to pay for the man’s 
coffin. And the te^s shed at his grave ! 1 la^^ when I 
think 9f all them gulls, and the parsons, with theit! long 
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faces, thinking they was bur3dng a good man and & bugmii)^ 
Jight.” 

“ A burning light now, if he wasn’t afore,” said Gollop,. 
returning to his favourite theme. 

“ 'i^tftu’re a mean cur at heart, Jack,” burst cfut the dead 
man’s son to Mr. Head. “ With all your noise about 
Justice and liberty and right and wrong, none on God’s 
earth can show his teeth quicker and snarl worse if his own 
bone be took aw^ay. You knowed Nathan »Baskerville-2. 
no one knowed him better than you. And w^ell you know 
that w ith a.ll his faults and foolish, generous w^ay of playing 
with his money and other people’s — well you know^ there 
was a big spirit in the man. He meant terrible kindly alw^ays.. 
He didn’t feather his own nest. For a hundred that 
curse him now, there’s thousands that have blessed him in 
past years. But ’tis the curses comoiliome to roost and 
foul a man’s gi*ave ; the blessings be forgot.” 

The young man’s eyes shone and his eloquence silenced 
the bar for a n?oment. • 

Jack Head stared. • 

“ ’Tis Mark Baskerville speaking,” he said. ' “ Even sc 
he w^as used to talk ! But I didn’t know you w^as.tho soft 
sort too, Heathman, What was Nat to you, .^r you to Nat, 
that you can stand up for him and talk this nonsense in 
the face of facts ? Where’s my money ? When you tell 
me that. I’ll tell you ” 

“ Who knows whether you’m forgot after aU, Jack ? ” 
interrupted Joe Voysey. Everybody han’t ruined. 
There’s a few here and there — especially tlJfe awful poor 
pecmle — as have had their money made ^od.” 

know all about that,” answered Head ; “ ’tis that 
fool the parson. Masterman have no more idea of justice 
than any other church minister, ^tnd he’s jusf pick^ and 
chosen according to flis own fancy, and made it up Jto this 
man and that man out of his own riches.” 

“To no man has he made it up,” corrected Gollop. 
“ ’Tis only in the case of certain needy females that he’ve 
come forward. A widow here and there have been paid 
back in full. *I made so bold as to ask Lawyer Popham 
about it ; but he’s not a very civil man^ and he fobbed me 
off with a lawyer’s answer that meant nought.” 
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'“’J’iS' Well knowed to be Masierman, however/’ said 
Voysey. 

‘‘ Yes ; well knowed to us ; but not to the general public.' 
Some think it’s the lawyer liimsclf ; but that’s jy, wild 
saying. La.st thing he’d do. He’ll be out of pock^fc as it 

is. ” * 

At this juncture was presented the unusual spectacle, 
of a woman in the bar of ‘ The Wliite Thorn/ and Susan 
Hacker onterud. 

She w^as known to several present and men liked her. 
She understood the sex, and could give as good as she got. 
She expected little in the way of civility or sense from 
them, and she was seldom disappointed. 

“ Hullo I ” cried Head. “ Be you on the downward 
path then, Susan ? ’Tis your old man driving you to drink 
w ithout a doubt ! ’i 

The abundant u oman pushed Jack out of her way and 
came to the counter. 

“ Don’t you pa3’^ no heed to* that there sauce-box/* 
she said. “And him old enough and ugly enough to know 
better, you’d think. A drop of gin hot, please. 1 be 
finger-cold and I’ve got to speed home yet.” 

“ How’s ‘ the Hawk ’ ? ” asked Mr. Voysey. “ VVe all 
thought when poor old Nathan was took off that he’d come 
forward with his money bags — ^knowing the man, didn’t we, 
souls ? ” 

This excellent jest awakened laughter till Susan stopped 

it. She took her drink to the fire, loosed a mangy little 

fur tippet frt)ni her great shoulders and warmed her feet 
alternately. ^ 

“ A funny old fool you are, Joe — just funny enough to 
make other fools laugh. And why should Humphrey 
Baskerville*^ waste his money on a^lot of silly people? 
Whiefe of you would come forward and help liim if he was 
hard up ? ” 

“ I would,” said Jack Head. “ With my opinions I’d 
help any thrifty persoii let ii^by this dead man — ^if I could. 
But I was in myself. And you’re in the truth to call us 
fools, for so we were,” 

It’s reason, every way, that your master ^ght think 
of his brother’s good name and ri^t the wrong done by the 
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man who was here afore me/* declared Mr. Eliord im- 
part! fdly. 

Why ? *’ asked Mrs. Hacker. “ Why do you say *tis 
rea'^pn ? If ’tis reason for him, ’tis just as much reason for 
every other man who can afford to mend it.” 

That’s what I say,** argued Jack Head, but none agret^d 
with him. 

“ Ban’t our business, but ’tis Humphrey Baskerville*fe,” 
declared the publican. “ The dead man was his own brother 
and his only one. For the credit of the family he ought to 
come forward, and not leave the parson and other outsiders 
to do it.” 

“ Because your btothcr does wrong, ’tis no business of 
yours to right the wrong,” answered Mrs. Hacker. “ Be- 
sides, ’tis well known that charity begins at home.” 

“ And stops there,” suggested Gollop. “ No doubt at 
Haw k House, you and him be as snug as beetles in the tree 
barkj^wliile ftther people don’t know where to turn for a 
roof to cover ’em.” • 

“ They’d have poor speed if they was to turn to you, 
anyway,” she said. ‘‘ ’Tis like your round-eyed, siUy 
inipudonce to speak like that of a better man than ever you 
w^as or will be, or know how to be. He ban’t bound to tell 
you where he spends lus money, I believe ; and if you was 
half as good a man — but there, what can you expect from 
a Gollop but a grunt ? You’m a poor generation, you 
and your sister — God knows which is the worse.” 

“ Bravo, Susan ! Have another drop ^long o* me,” 
cried Heathman Lintern, and she agreeiHo do so. 

What do you know and what don’t you know ? ” 
asked Head presently. ‘‘ Be your old party going to do 
anything or nothing?” • • 

“ I don’t know, ^ut this I do^ow, that all your wild 
talcs down here about his money be silly lies. We live 
hard enough, I can promise that, whatever you may think. 
If every man here spent his money so wise as Humphrey 
Baskerville, you wouldn’t all be boozing in tliis bar now, 
but along with your lawful wives and families, helping the 
poor women to find a bit of pleasure in life. But I know 
you * you get a shipload of brats and leave their mothers 
to do all the horrid work of ’em, while you come in here 
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every night like lords, and soak and twaddle and waste 
your money and put the world right, then go honiie not 
fit company for a dog ” . 

“ Steady on — no preacliing here — rule of the bar,” ^id 
Mr. Voysey. “You think we’re all blanksc because you 
drew a blank, Susan. Yes, a blank you drew, though you 
might have had me in the early forties.” 

** You ! I’d make a better man than you with a dozen 
pea-sticks,” retorted Susan. “ And I didn’t draw a blank, I 
drawcd Hacker, who’d be here now teaching you chaps to 
drink, if the Lord had spared him. You can’t even drink 
now — so feeble have you growed. Hacker, with all his 
faults, was a fine man; and so’s Hifmphrey BaskerviUe 
in his w^ay.” 

“ Talk on ; but tglk to the purpose, Susan. What 
have he done ? That’s the question. You ain’t going to 
tell me he’s done nought,” suggested Mr. Head. 

“ I ain’t going to tell you noth;ing at all, because I 
don’t know nothing at all. He wouldn’t ax me how to 
spend lu8< money — nor you neither.” 

“ Tell us who he’s helping — ^if anybody,” persisted the 
man. “How is it none haven’t handed me back my 
money ? You can mention — ^if you’ve got the pluck to do 
it — that I want my bit back so w^ell as t’others ; and mine 
be quite as much to me as Ned Baskerville’s thousands 
was to him.” 

“ Charity begins at home,” repeated Susan, “ and I’ll 
lay you my hat, though the fog's took the feather out of 
curl, that if he anything, ’twill be for his own first. 
He’s that sort, I believe.” * 

“ They people at Cadworthy ? ” 

“ Yes, Not that I thi^k he’ll do aught ; but if he 
does, ’twill be there. Mrs. Baskerville be taking very 
unkindly to the thought of leaving. She’ve lived here all 
her married life and brought all her childer there. But 
she’ve got to go. They’re aU off after Lady Day. Too 
much rent wanted by the new owner.” 

“ Same with txs,” said Heathman. “ Thede here men» 
who Have got the places on their hands now, ’pear to think 
a Dartmoor farm’s a gold mine. Me and my mother clear 
out too.”« 
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Mrs, H&cker drank again. , ^ » 

“ And after this glass, one of you chaps will have to see 
me up over,” she said. 

We’ll all come, if you’ll promise another drink at 
t’o^Jier end,” declared Heathman ; but Susan turned to 
Jack Head. » 

“ You’d best to come, Jack,” she declared. 

He cxliibited indifference, but she pressed him and ho 
agreed. « • 

‘‘ If I’ve got a man to look after me, there’s no hurry,” 
she concluded. “ I’m in for a wigging as ’tis.” 

The easy soul stopped on imtil closing time, and then Mr. 
Head fulfilled liis promise and walked homeward beside 
her through a foggy night. She rested repeatedly while 
climbing the hill to the Moor, and she talked without 
ceasing. Susan was exhilarated and loquacious as the 
result of too much to drink. Head, however, bore with 
her and acquired a most startling and unexpected ifiece 
of information. « 

He mentioned the attitude of Heatliman Lintera and his 
fiery championsliip of the dead. 

‘‘ I thought he’d have come across and hit me down, be- 
cause I told the naked truth about the man. And ho 
denied that his mother was the better by a penny when 
Nathan died. But how about it when he was alivo ? ” 

“ Truth’s truth,” answered Susan. “ You might have 
knocked me down with a feather when — but there, what am 
I saying ? ” 

He smelt a secret and cBigled for it. • 

“ Of course, you’re like one of the^askerville family 
yourself, and I’ve no right to ask you things ; only such a 
man as me with a credit for sense be different to the 
talking sort. Truth’s truth, as,you say, and the truth will 
out. But Eliza Gollop — of course she knows nothing. 
She couldn’t keep a secret like you or me.” 

Mrs. Hacker stood still again and breathed hard in the 
darkness. Her tongue itched to tell a tremendous thing 
known to her ; but her muddled senses fought against this 
impropriety! 

‘‘ Two can often keep a secret that pretty well* busts 
one,” said Mr. Head with craft. He beUeved that Hum- 
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phrey Bfiskerville was paying some of his brother’s debts ; 
and since this procedure might reach to him, he felt the 
keenest interest in it. Mrs. Lintern did not concerivhim. 
He had merely mentioned her. But Priscilla was the sij^b- 
ject wliich filled Susan’s mind to the exclusion of all Iqijiser 
things, and she throbbed to impart her knewledgo. No 
temptation to confide in another had forced itself upon 
her until the picsent ; 5^et with wits loosened and honour 
fogged by drink, she now year^ied to speak. At any 
other moment such a desire must have been silenced, by 
reason of the confession of personal wrongdoing that it 
entailed. Now, however, she did not remember that!. 
She was only lusting to tell, and quite forget how she had 
learned. Thus, while Head, to gain' private ends, en- 
deavoured to find whether Mr. Baskerville was paying his 
brother’s debts, Susaij. supposed that his mind ran upon 
quite another matter : the relations between PrisciUa 
Lintern and Humphrey’s dead brother. 

Mrs. Hacker knew the truth. Shci-had acquired it ih the 
crudest manner, by listening at the door during an inter- 
view between Nathan’s mistress and her master. This 
tremendous information had burnt her soul to misery 
ever since ; but a thousand reasons for keeping the secret 
existed. Her own good name was involved as much as 
another’s. She could not whisper a word for her credit’s 
sake ; and a cause that weighed far heavier with her was 
the credit of Eliza Gollop. 

Eliza had guessed darkly at what Susan now knew; 
but as a resuH of her subterranean hints, Eliza had 
suffered in the ptf^ic esteem, for few believed her. 

To confirm Ehza and ratify her implications was quitfe 
the last thing that Mrs. Hacker would have desired to do ; 
and yet such wlis the magic sileight of alcohol to masquerade 
in the sliape of reason, justice, and rfght — such also its 
potency to conceal danger — that now this muddled woman 
fell. She was intcUigent enough to make Jack promise 
on Bible oaths that he would keep her secret ; and then 
she told him the lost thing tha\i he expected to hear. 

With acute interest he waited to know Humphrey’s 
future* intentions respecting his brother’s creditors ; in- 
stead he listened to widely different facts. 
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“ m tell you if you’ll swear by the Book to kpep it to 
yourself. I’ll be the better for telling it. ’Tis too large a 
4jhing forgone woman — there — all that gin — I know ’tis that 
have loosed my tongue even while I’m speaking. And 
yet, why not ? You’re honest. I’m sure I can’t tell what 
I ought to do. ,^You might say ’twas no business of mine, 
and I don’t wish one of ’em any harm — ^not for the wide 
Vorld do I.” 

“I’ll swear to keep quiet enough, my dear woman? 
And ’tis your sense, not your thimble of liquor, makes you 
want to talk to me. If not me, who ? I’m the sort that 
* kiiows how to keep a secret, like the grave knows how to 
keep its dead. I’m a friend to you and Mr. Baskerville 
both — Ms greatest frielid, you might say.” 

“ In a word, ’tis natural that young Lintern — you swear, 
Jack — on your Bible you swear that yoij won’t squeak ? ” * 

“ I ain’t got one ; but I’ll swear on yours. You can 
trust me.” 

“ ’Tw^s nati:ft*al as Liq^tem got vexed down there then, 
and you was lucky not to feel the weight of his fist. For 
why — ^for why V He’s Natlian’s son ! Gospel truth. 
They’m all his : Cora, t’other girl, and Heathman. The 
mother of ’em told my master in so many words ; and I 
heard her tell him. I was just going into the room, but 
stopped at the door for some reason, and, before I could get 
out of earshot, I’d catched it. There ! ” 

“ Say you was eavesdropping and have done with it,” 
said Mr. Head. He took this startling news very quietly, 
and advised Susan to do the Jike. > 

“The less you tlunk about it, the letter. Wliat’s 
dontf be done. We don’t know none ot the rights of 
it, and I’m not the sort to blame anybody — woman or 
man — for their private actions^ ’Tis only® Natlian’s 
public actions I jumpdH on Mm for, and if Heathman was 
twice Ms son, I’d not fear to speak if ’tw^as a matter of 
justice.” 

“ I didn’t ought to have told you, but my mind’s a 
sieve if there’s a drop of gin irf my stomach, I Jiad to let 
it go to*night. • If I hadn’t told you what I knowed, so 
like as not I’d have told Mr. Baskerville hisself when* I 
* * Squeak — ^break silence. 
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got back ; and then ’twould have corned ‘^out that I’d 
listened at the door — for I did, God forgive me.” 

Susan became lachrymose, but Jack renewed his»promises 
and left her tolerably collected. The confession had^^ased 
her mind, tjalmed its excitement, and silenced her/tongue 
also. < 

Jack tried to learn more of the thing that interested 
him personally, but upon that subject she knew nothing'. 
"She believed' the general report ; that Mr. Masterman, by 
secret understanding with the lawyer, was relieving the 
poorest of Nathan’s creditors ; and she inclined to the 
opinion that her master had no hand in tliis philanthropy. 

They parted at the garden wicket of Susan’s home, and 
Mr. Head left her there ; but not before she had made him 
swear again with all solemnity to keep the secret. 



CHAPTER V 


A S Humphrey Baskerville had pointed out to his nephew 
Ned, disaster usually hits the weak harder than the 
strong, and the lazy man suflEers more at sudden reverses 
than liis neighbour, who can earn a living, come what 
trouble may. 

Rupert and his wife were prepared seek a new home, 
and Milly, at the bottom of her heart, suffered less from 
these tribulations than any of her husband’s relations. 
The blow hax? robbed lym of nothing, since he possessed 
nothing. To work to win Cadworthy .was no longer 
possible, but he might do as well and save money as steadily 
elsewhere ; and the change in their lives for Milly meant 
something worth having. In her heart was a secret wish 
that her coming child might be bom in her own home. As 
for her husband he now waited his time, and did not imme- 
diately seek work, because Humphrey Baskerville directed 
delay. His reason was not given, nor would he comriiit 
himself to any promise ; but he offered the advice, and 
Rupert took it. * • 

Mrs. Baskervillc’s gnef at leaving home proved 
excessive. She belonged to the easy sort of people who 
are glad to trust their affairs in any capable control, 
and she suffered now at this sudden catastrophe, even as 
Ned suffered. She Ifad very little money, and was con- 
strained to look to her sons for sustenance. It was pro- 
posed that she and May should find a cottage at Shaugh ; 
but to display her poverty daily before eyes that had seen 
her prosperity was not good €o her. She found it hard to 
decide, and finhlly hoped to continue life in a more distant 
hamlet. All was still in abeyance, and the spring had 
come. Unlil Ned’s future theatre of toil was certain, his 
mother would not settle anything. She trusted that he 
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might win a respectable post, but employment did not 
offer, Hester’s youngest son Humphrey had been pro- 
vided for by a friend, and he was now working with Saul 
Luscombe at Trowlesworthy. ^ 

Then came a date witlxin six weeks of the family’s de- 
parture. The packing was advanced, and still nothing 
had been quite determined. Ned was anxious and trou- 
bled ; Rupert fwaited for his uncle to speak. He knew of 
good work at Cornwopd, and it was decided that his 
mother and May should also move to a cottage there, 
unless Ned achieved any sort of work vdthin the next 
few weeks. Then liis plans might help to determine their 
own. 

At this juncture, unexpectedly on a March evening, 
came their kinsmaq from Hawk House, and Rui)ert met 
liim at the outer gate. 

“ Is your mother here ? ” asked the rider, and when he 
heard that the family was witliin-r— save Ned, who stayed 
at Tavistock on Ixis quest — ^lie dismounted and came 
among them, 

A httcr and disorder marked the house. There were 
packing-cases in every room ; but less than a moiety of 
Hester’s goods would leave her home. She must dwell in 
a small cottage henceforth, and her furniture, with much 
of her china and other precious things, was presently 
destined to be sold. The i)eriod of her greatest grief had 
long j>assed ; she had faced the future with resignation 
for many months, and returned to her usual placidity. 
She and her dau^Hor could even plan their little possessions 
in a new cottage, and smile together again. They had 
fitted their minds to the changed condition ; they had 
calculated the probable re^sult of the sale, and Mrs. Basker- 
ville, thrown by these large reverses from her former easy 
and tranquil optimism, had fallen upon the opposite 
extreme. 

She now looked for no amelioration of the future, fore- 
saw no possibility of adequate work for Ned, and was as 
dumb as a wounded horse or cow, even at the tragical 
sug^tion of her son’s enlistment. This he had op^y 
discussed, but finding that none exhibited any horror 
before the possibility, soon dropped it again. 
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To these people came Mr. Baskerville — ^ grey, 
saturnine. His eyes were causing liim some trouble, and 
their ri¥ns were grown red. They thought in secret that 
he had never looked uglier, and he declared openly that 
he had seldom felt worse. 

“ ’Tis the season of the year that always troubles me,” 
,he said. “Gout, gravel, rheumatism, lumbagy — all at 
me together. Nature is a usurer, Hester, as you may livp 
to find out yet, for all you keep so healthjr. She bank- 
rupts three parts of the men you meet, long afore they 
pay back the pinch of dust they have borrowed from her. 
The rate of interest on life runs too high, and that’s a fact, 
even though you be 3s thrifty of your powers as you 
please, and a miser of your vital parts, as I have always 
been.” 

“ Your eyes are inflamed seemingly?” said his sister-in- 
law. “ Vivian’s went the same once, but doctor soon 
cured ’^m.” ^ 

They sat in the kitchen and he spoke to May. 

“ If you’ll hurry tea and brew me a *fetrong cup, I’ll 
thank you. I feel just as if ’twould do me a deal of good.” 

She obeyed at once, and Humphrey, exhibiting a most 
unusual garrulity and egotism, continued to discuss himself. 

“ For all my carcase be imder the weather, my mind is 
pretty clear for me. Things bo going well, I’m glad to 

say, and you might almost think I However, no 

matter for that. Perhaps it han’t the minute to expect 
you to take pleasure at any other’s prospeijty. There’s 
nothing like health, after all. You’ll find yourself more 
pc%peful now, Hester, now you know the'^^rst of it ? ” 

“ Peaceful enough,” she said. “ I don’t blame myself, 
and ’tis vain to blame the dead. Master trusted his brother 
Nathan, like you tru^ spring to Bring the leaves. There- 
fore it was right and proper that I should do the same. 
’Twas all put in his hands when Vivian died. Even if I 
would have, I wafti’t allowed to do anything. But, of 
course, I trusted Nathan too.. Who didn’t ? ” 

“ I didn’t, i\ever — Rupert will bear me out^n that. I 
never trusted him, though I envied the whole-hearted 
respect and regard the world paid him. We envy in 
wother what’s denied to ourselves — even faults^ some* 
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times. Yet I*m pretty cheerful here and there — ^for me* 
Have you heard any more said about his death and my 
hand in it ? ” ^ 

“ A lot,’* answered Mrs. Baskerville. “ And most under- 
standing creatures have quite come round to seeing your 
side. Only a man here and there holds out that you were 
wrong.” 

I may tell you that the reverend Masterman couldn’t 
find no argument against it. He came to see me not long 
since. He wouldn’t be kept to the case in point, but 
argued against the principle at large. When I pinned 
him to Nathan at last, he said, though reluctantly, that 
he believed he would have done no less for his own brother. 
That’s a pretty good one to me — eh ? ” 

“ My uncle Luscombe thinks you did the proper thing,’* 
declared Milly. 

Presently May called them to the table and handed 
Humphrey his tea. * . 

He thanked her. r 

No sugar,” ke said, ** and you ought not to take none 
neither, May. Trouble haven’t made you grow no narrower 
at the waist seemingly.” 

• The girl tried to smile and her family stared. Jocosity 
in this man was an exhibition almost unparalleled. If he 
ever laughed it was bitterly against the order of things ; 
yet now he jested genially. The result was somewhat 
painful, and none concealed an emotion of discomfort and 
restraint. 

The old mith perceived their surprise and returned into 
himself a little.'^'^i* , 

You’ll wonder how I come to talk so much about my 
own affairs, perhaps ? ’Tisn’t oftbn that I do, I believe. 
W^, let’s ^6p ’em and some to you^s. Have you found 
work, Rupert ? ” 

”I can, when you give the word. There’s Martin at 
Comwood wants me, and mother can come there. We’ve 
seen two houses, either of wl^ch would suit her and May 
very well. One, near the church, she likes best. There’s 
a cottage that wm fit me and Milly not far off.” 

” Why go and have fi^n expensive move whqn you can 
live at ShQ,ugh Prior ? ” 
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*‘I’vo got my feelings,” answered the wicio\^ rather 
warmly. You can’t expect me to go there.” 

Jlr. Baskcrville asked another question. 

So much for you all, then. And what qf Ned ? ” 
Tavistock, wearing out liis shoe-leather trying to 
find work.” 

“ If he’s only wearing out shoe-leather, no harm’s done.’* 

“ He told us what you offered last and I’m sure 
’twas over and above what many men would have done,” 
declared Ned’s mother. 

“ I was safe to offer it,” ho answered. “ ’Tis only to 
say I’ll double nought. He’s not worth a box of matches 
a week to any man,^’ 

They very near took him on at the riding-school w’heri 
he offered to go there.” 

” But not quite.” ^ 

And that gave him the idea to ’list in the horse soldiers. 
He knows a3 about it^,^ along of being in the yeomanry.” 

“ To enlist ? Well, soldiering’s ip^n’s work by all 
accounts, though I hold ’tis devil’s work myself — ^just the 
last mischief Satan finds for idle hands to do.” 

It would knock sense into Ned, all the same,” argued 
Rupert. ‘*The discipline of it would be good for him, 
and he might rise.” 

“ But he’s not done it, you say ? ” 

“ No,” answered Mrs. Baskerville, “ He’s not done it. 
I’ve suffered so much, for my part, that when he broke 
the dreadful thing upon tne, I hadn’t a tear left to shed. 
And the calm way I took it rather diss^ointed him, poor 
fbllow. He had a right to expect to see me and May, if not 
Rupert, terrible stricken at such a thought ; but we’ve 
been through such a lot a’rea<Jy that we oeuldn’t for the 
life of us take on ^out it. I’m sure we both cried rivers 
— cried ourselves dry, you might say — when Cora lantern 
threw him over ^ but that was the last straw. Anything 
more happening leaves us dazed and stupid, like a sheep 
as watches another sheep *being killed. can’t suffer 
no more.” * 

” Even when Ned went oiit rather vexed because we 
took it %o calm, and said he’d end his life, we didn’t do 
anything — did we, mother ? ” asked May. 
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“ Noj” answered Hester. “ We was past doing or 
caring then — even for Ned. Besides, he’s offered to make 
a hole in the water so terrible often, poor dear fellow. ’Twas 
a case where I felt the Lord would look after His o^^. 
Ned may do^'somo useful thing in the world yet. ^He’s 
been very brave over this business — brave as a lion. ’Tis 
nought to mo. I’m old, and shan’t be hero much longer. 
But for him and May ’twas a terrible come-along-of-it.” 

“ Ned’s a zany, and ever will be,” declared Humphrey. 
** Rupert, here, is different, and never was afraid of work. 
Fortune didn’t fall* to him, and yet ’twas his good fortune 
to have to face bad fortune, if you understand that. 
Money, till you have learned the usciof it, bo a gun in a 
fool’s hand ; and success in any shape’s the /iame. If it 
comes afore you know the value and power of it, ’tis a 
curse and a danger. ' It makes you look awTy at life, and 
carry yourself too proud, and cometh to liarm and bitter- 
ness. I know, none so well.” 

They did not answer. Then May rose and began to 
collect the tea tliihgs. 

Humphrey looked round the dismantled room, and his 
eyes rested on the naked mantelshelf. 

“ Where are all the joanies ♦ ? ” he asked. “ You used 
to have two big china figures up there.” 

Some are packed, and some will go into the sale. 
They two you mean are worth money, I’m told,” explained 
Mrs. Baskerville. 

Then the visitor said a thing that much astonished 
her. 

“ ’Twill give y?>a trouble now,” he remarked, “ but 
’twill save trouble in the end. Let me see them put back 
again.” . 

Milly looked at May in 'wonder. T® argue the matter 
was her first thought ; but May acted. 

They be only in the next room, with other things to 
be sold,” she said. You can see them again, uncle, if 
you mind to,” 

Rupert spoke while she was from the room/. 

Why don’t you buy ’em, uncle ? They’d look fine at 
your place.” ^ 

♦ omaments of glass or china. 
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“ Put ’em back on the shelf,” answered Mr. Baskerville* 
“ And, what’s more, you may, or may not, be glad to 
know they can stop there. ’Tis a matter of no account at 
all; and I won’t have no talk about it, but you can feel 
youi«elf free to stay, Hester, if you’d ratfier not make 
a change at ^our time of life. You must settle it witli 
Rupert and your darter. In a word, I’ve had a tell with 
the owner of the farm and he’s agreeable.” ^ 

“ I know he’s agreeable,” answered Humphrey’s nephew, 
“ but I’m not agreeable to his rent.” 

• “ If you’d keep your mouth shut till you’d hoard me, 

' ’twould be better. I was going to say that Mr. West- 

cott of Cann Quarycs, who foreclosed on the mortgage 
of this place when your uncle died — Mr. Westcott is agree- 
able to let me have Cadworthy ; and, in a word, Cad- 
worthy’s mine.” • 

May came in at this moment with the old cliina figures. 
She entered ^ profound silence, and returned the puppets 
to their old places oif the mantelpiece. It seemed that 
this act carried with it support andT^dhfirmation of the 
startling thing that Hester Baskerville had just heard. 

Humplirey spoke again. 

“ Past candle-teening, and snow offering from the north. 
I must be gone. Fetch up my pony, Rupert, and then you 
can travel a bit of the way back along with me.” 

His nephew was glad to be gone. A highly emotional 
spirit began to charge the air. Hester had spoken to May, 
and her daughter, grown white and round-^ed, wrs trying 
to speak. 

• “ You mean — you mean we can all^felop, and Rupert 
can go on here ? ” she said at last. 

“ If he thinks it good enough. He’d bought back a bit 
of the place a’read^, as he thought, from Ned. I can go 
into all that with him. And for you women — ^well, you’re 
used to the rounds of Cadworthy, and I’m used to your 
being here, YoiTve done nought but trust a weak man. 
I don’t want all the blue * to be off the plum for you yet. 
But I waited till now, because you’ll see, fooking back, 
that you’ll be none the w^orse for smarting a few mpnths. 
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IV© smarted all my life, and I’m not very much the 
worse, I suppose. So now I’ll be gone, and yqu can 
unpack when you please.” 

They could not instantly grasp this great reversal" of 
fortune. , 

“ Be you sure ? ” asked his niece. “ Oh, uncle, be you 
sure ? ” 

Sure and sure, and double sure. A very good invest- 
ment, with a man like your brother Rupert to work it for 
me. But let him see the rent’s paid on the nail.” 

He rose, and Mrs. Baskerville tried to rise also, but lie'r 
legs refused to carry her. 

“ Get my salts,” she said to IVCUy ; then she spoke to her 
brother-in-law. 

“ I’m a bit dashed at such news,” she began. “ It have 
made my bones go** to a jelly. ’Tis almost too much 
at my age. Tlie old can’t stand joy like the young ; 
they’m better tuned to face trouble. But t6 stop here — 
to stop here — ’ti^ like coming back after I’d thought I 
was gone. I can’t believe ’tis true. My God, I’d said 
^ good-bye ’ to it all. The worst was over.” 

“ No, it wasn’t,” answ^ered Humphrey. “ You think 
•twas ; but I know better. The worst would have come 
the day the cart waited, and you got up and drove off. 
Now cheer yourself and drink a drop of spirits. And 
don’t expect Rupert home till late. I’ll take him back 
with me to supper,” 

He offered his hand, and the woman kissed it. Where- 
upon he uttered-,a sound of irritation, looked wildly at 
her, and glared at his fingers as though there had be^ 
blood upon them instead of tears, Milly stopped with 
Mrs. Baskerville ; May wpnt to the door with her uncle 
and hdped him into his coat. ^ 

“ I can’t say nothing,” she whispered. “ It won’t 

bear talking about — only — only . It you knew how I 

loved mother ” 

” Be quiet” be answered. * Don’t you play the fool 
too. I let you fret to get your fat down* a bit — that 
was tile main reason, I do believe ; and now you’ll only 
get stouter than ever, of course. Go back to%er, and 
let’s have no nonsense; and, mind, when I come over 
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again, that my house is tidy. I never see sucb a jakes of 
a mess as you’ve got it in.” 

He Vent out and met Rupert at the gate. 

“ You’d best to oome back with me,” he said. “ I’ve* 
toldmthcm you’ll sup at Hawk House. ’TVill give ’em 
time to calm flown. It takes nought to fluster a woman.” 
“ ‘ Nought ’ ! You call this ‘ nought ’ ! ” 

Rupert helped Mr. Baskerville on to his pony and 
walk^ beside him. It was now nearly flark, and a few 
flakes of snow already fell. 

. ” Winter have waited for March,” said Humphrey ; 
“ and I waited for March. You might ask why for I let 
’em have all this ^rouble. ’Twas done for their good. 
They’ll rate what they’ve got all the liigher now that it 
had slipped from them ; and so will you.” 

Rupert said nothing. • 

” Yes,” repeated his uncle ; “ winter waited for the new 
year, and sc^did I. And now ’tis for you to say whether 
you’ll stop at my famr or no.” 

“ Of course, I’ll stop.” 

“ No siUy promises, mind. This is business. You 
needn’t be thanking me ; and in justice we’ve got to 
tliink of that fool your elder brother. But be it as it will,, 
’tis Hester’s home for her time.” 

“ I’U stop so long as my mother lives.” 

“ And a bit after, I hope, if you don’t want to quarrel 
with me. But I shall be dead myself, come to think of it. 
What shall I forget next^? Bo much for that. We’ll go 
into figures after supper.” * 

* “ I know you don’t want no thanks^idt nothing of that 
sort,” said Rupert ; but you know me pretty well, and 
you know what I feel upon it. ’Tis a masterpiece of 
goodness in you to^o such a thing.” * 

” Say no more. I’ve killed two birds with one stone, 
as my crafty manner is. That’s all. ’Tis a very good 
farm, and I’ve Sot it cheap ; and I’ve got you cheap — 
thanks to your mother. X benefit most — my usual way 
in business.’’ ' • 

They passed along, and the snow silenced the footfall 
of horse*and man. Near Hawk House came the sudden 
elfin cry of a soreech-owl from the darkness of the woods* 
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“ Huah said Humphrey, drawing up. “ List to that. 
I’m glad we heard it. A keeper down-along boasted to 
me a week ago that he’d shot every owl for a mile round ; 
but there’s a brave bird there yet, looking round for his 
supper.” * ^ 

The owl cried again. 

“ ’Tis a sovnd I’m very much addicted to,” explained 
Mr^ Baskerville. “ And likewise I’m glad to hear the 
noise of they crfs-haw^ks sporting, and the bark of a fox. 
They be brave tilings that know no fear, and go cheerful 
through a world of enemies. I respect ’em.” 

“ You never kill a snake, ’tis said.” 

“ Not I — I never kill nought. A snake’s to be pitied, 
not killed. He’ll meddle with none as don’t meddle with 
liim. I’ve watched ’em scores an’ scores o’ times. They 
be only humble worfns that go upon their bellies dirt 
low, but they gaze upward for ever with their wonnerful 
eyes. Belike Sata*n looked thus when they iflinged «him 
out of heaven.” ^ 

You beat me,*‘ “said Rupert, “ You can always find 
excuses for varmints, never for men.” 

His uncle grunted. 

Most men are varmints,” he answered. 



CHAPTER VI 


^HE effect of his ffnancial tribulation* on Jack Head 
was not good. Whatever might have been Hum- 
phrey Baskerville’s theories as to the value of worldly mis- 
fortune and the tonic property of bad luck upon character, 
in this man’s case* the disappearance of his savings de- 
ranged his usual common sense, and indicated that his 
rational outlook was not based upon sure foundations. 
From the trumpery standpoint of personal welfare, it 
seemed, after all, that he appraised lifo; and upon his 
loss* a native acerbity and intolerance increased. He 
grew morose, his qujflity of humour failed him, and his 
mind, deprived of this cathartic anJ^salutary sense, grew 
stagnant. At his best Jack was never famed for a delicate 
choice of time or place when pushing his opinions. Pro- 
priety in this connection he took pleasure in disregarding. 
He flouted convention, and loved best to burst liis bomb- 
shells where they were most certain to horrify and anger. 
Following the manner of foolish propagandists, he seldom 
selected the psychological moment for his onslaughts; 
nor did he perceive that half the battle in these cases 
may depend upon nice choice of opportyinity. 

• There came an evening, some time^hfter he had learnt 
the secret of the Lintern family, when Head, returning to 
Shaugh Prior, fell in with Cora, who walked#upon the same 
road. He had never liked ner, and now remembered 
certain aggressive remarks recently cast at him by her 
brother. The qjan was going slower than the woman, 
and had not meant to take any notice of her, but the 
somewhat supercilious nod she gave him touched his 
spleen, and*he quickened his pace and went along beside 
her. 

“ Hold on,” he said, “ I’ll have a tell with you. ’Tisn’t 
often you hear sense, I believe.” 
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Cora, iop* once in a mood wholly seraphic over private 
affairs, showed patience. 

“ I*m in a bit of a hurry, but I’ve always got time t6 hear 
sense,” she said. 

Thus unexpectedly met, Mr. Head found himself r/ith 
nothing to say. One familiar complaint at that time run- 
ning against Cora for the moment he forgot. Therefore 
he fell back upon her brother. 

•^You might tell Heathman I was a good bit crossed 
at the way he spoke to. me two nights agone. I’ve as 
much right to my opinion as him, and if I say that the 
late Nathan Baskervillc was no better than he should be, 
and not the straight, God-fearing man he made us think 
— well, I’m only saying what everybody knows.” 

” That’s true,” she said. “ Certainly a good many 
people know that.” 

” Exactly so. Tlien why for does he jump down my 
throat as if I was backbiting the dead ? Ti^ith’s ti^uth, 
and it han’t a crime to tell the truth about a man after 
he’s dead, any mofvr than it be while he’s alive.” 

“ More it is. Very often you don’t know the truth till 
a man’s dead. My brother’s a bit soft. All the same, 
you must speak of people as you find them. And Heath- 
man had no quarrel with Mr. Baskerville, though most 
sensible people had seemingly. He was a tricky man» and 
nobody can pretend he was honest or straight. He’s left 
a deal of misery behind him.” 

The relationship between Cora^anfd Nathan Baskerville 
suddenly flashed into Jack^s memory. Her remark told 
him another fact*: judg^ from it that she could not 

be aware of the truth. It seemed improbable that Cora 
could utter such a sentiment if she knew that she spoke 
of her father. Then he Vemembere^ how Heathman 
certainly knew the truths tod he assumed that Cora must 
also know it. She was, therefore, revealing her true 
thoughts, Secure) in the l^Uef that, since* her companion 
would be ignorant of the relationship between her and the 
dead,, she ne^® pretend to no conventional regard before 
him. ^t another time Jack Head might have approved 
her fraxikness, but to-day he designed to quarsel, and 
chose to be at^erod at this unfilial spirit. Upon that 
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subject lus mouth was sealed, but there returneji to him 
the recollection of her last achievement. He reminded 
her o? it and rated her bitterly. 

“ Very well for you to talk of dishonest men and crooked 
deciings,’* ho retorted. “ You, that ddh’t know the 
meaning of # straight deed — you that flung over one chai) 
and made liim hang himself, and now have flung over 
another. You may flounce and flirt and walk quick, but 
I’ll walk quick too, and I teU you you’fo no better ftian 
a giglet wench — ^heartless, greedy, good for nought. You 
chuck Ned Baskerville after keejung him on the hooks for 
years. And why ? Because he came down in the world 
with a run, and yoii knew that you’d have to work if you 
took him, and couldn’t wear fine feathers and ape the 
beastly people who drive about in carriages.” 

Her lips tightened and she flashed at him. 

“ You stupid fogl ! ” she said. “ You, of all others, to 
blame me-w-you, who were never tired of bawling out 
what a worthless tiling the man was. You ought to be 
the first to say he’s properly punishKirand the ^t to say 
I’m doing the right thing ; and so you would, but just 
because you’ve lost a few dirty jw^unds, you go yelping and 
snarling at everybody. You’re so mighty clever that 
perhaps you’ll tell mo why I should marry a pauper, who 
can’t find work far or near, because he’s never learnt how 
to work. Why must I keep in with a man like that, and 
get children for him, and kill myself for him, and go on 
the parish at the end ? . You’re so fond of putting every- 
body right, perhaps you’ll put me right.’^ 

• The other was not preparejj^ for tWs* vigorous counter- 
attack. 

Very well for you to storm,” he said but you only 
do it to hide youj. own cowartlly nature. * You pretended 
you was in love with him, and took his gifts, and made 
him think you meant to marry him, and stick up for him 
for better, for ^orse ; but far from it. You was only in 
love with his cash, and hadn’t got no use for the man. 
I’m not s€^ng you would do well to maAy him for the 
minute ; but to chuck him when he’s down 

** You’re a one-sided idiot--^like most other* men,” 
she answered. ** ’Tis so easy for you frosty creatures. 
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with' no ^iiore feeling than a frog, to talk about ‘ love * 
and ‘ waiting/ There, you make a sane woman wild ! 
Waiting, waiting — and wdiat becomes of me whild' I’m 
waiting ? I’m a lovely woman, you old fool, don’t you 
understand what that moans ? Waiting — waiting — #!i,nd 
w^ill time wait ? Look at the crow’s feet cofiining. Look 
at the line betwixt my eyebrows and the lines from my 
nose, each side, to the comers of my mouth. Will they 
waif ? No, curst} ’em, they get deeper and deeper, and 
no rubbing will rub ’em .out, and no w^aiting will make 
them lighter. So easy to bleat about ‘ faithfulness ’ and 
‘ patience ’ iryoii’re ugly as a gorilla and flat as a pancake. 
I’m lovely, and I’m a jjauper, and I’^ve got nought but 
loveliness to stand between me and a rotten life and a 
rotten death in the workhouse. So there it is. Don’t 
j>rcach no more of youf cant to me, for I won’t have it.” 

She was furious ; the good things in her mind had 
slipped for the moment aw^ay. While uttering; tliis tii;£ide 
she stood still, and Mi*. Head did tke like. He saw her 
argument perfectly-- 'v^ell. He perceived that she had 
reason on her side, but her impatience and scorn angered 
him. Her main position he could not shake, but he 
turned upon a minor issue and made feeble retort. 

His answer failed dismally in every w^ay. Of its small- 
ness and weakness she took instant advantage; and, 
furtlier, it reminded her of the satisfactory event that 
Mr. Head had for the moment banished from her mind. 

“ Hard words w^on’t make the gase better for you,” he 
began. “ And to be well-looking outside is nought if 
you’re damned ugty^fnside ;^and that’s what you be ; and^ 
that’s what everybody very well knows by now,” 

She sneered at him. 

“ Parson’s t^lk — and podT at that, ^ If you want to 
snuffle that sort of trash you’d better ask Mr. Masterman 
to teach you how. You, of all folk — so wise and such a 
book-reader ! What’s the good of tellin|f that to me ? 
’Tis the outside we see, and the putside w^e judge by ; and, 
for the rest, ycm’ll do well to mind your own bqsiness, and 
not presume to lecture your betters,” 

« Very grand ! Very high and mighty, to sure. 
That’s how you talked to Humphrey Baskerville, I sup* 
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pose, and* got a flea in your ear for your pains. ^ And I’ll 
give you another. ’Tis the inside that matters, and not 
the dht, though your empty mind thinks different. And 
mark this : you’ll go begging now till you’re an old woman ; 
andt’twon’t be long before you’ll have youf age dashed in 
your face hf every female you anger. Yes, you’ll go 
begging now — ^none will have you — none will take you 
with your record behind you. An old maid you’ll be, 
and an old maid you’ll deserve to be. "Wou just chew* the 
end of that.” 

“ What a beast you arc ! ” she retorted. “ What a low- 
minded, cowardly creature to strike a woman so. But 
you spoke too sooi\, as usual. The likes of you to dare to 
say that ! You, that don’t know so much about women 
as you do about rabbits ! ” 

“ I know enough about men, anyhow, and I know no 
man will ever look at you again.” 

“.Liar ! ^ man asked me to marry him months ago ! 
But httlo did I think you’d bo the first to know it when 
we decided that it should be known.^I5e asked, and he was 
a man worth calling one, and I took him, so you may 
just swallow your own lies again and choke yourself with 
’em. You’re terrible fond of saying everybody’s a fool — 
well, ’twill take you all your time to find a bigger one than 
yourself after to-day. And don’t you never speak to me 
again, because I won’t have it. Like your cheek — a 
common labouring man ! — ever to have spoke to me at all. 
And if you do again, I’H^tell Mr. Timothy Waite to put liis 
whip round your shoulders, so now then !^’ 

# “ Him ! ” , • • 

“ Yes, ‘ him ’ ; and now you can go further off, and 
keep further off in future.” ^ 

She hastened forward to cirry her news to other ears, 
and Jack Head stood still until she was out of sight. Ho 
felt exceedingly angry, but his anger swiftly diminished, 
and he even found it possible to laugh at himself before he 
reached Shaugh Prior. He knew right well that he must 
look a fool, but the knowledge did not inofease his liking 
for Cora lintem. He reflected on what he had, heard, 
and saw her making fun of him in many quarters. He 
even debated a revenge, but no way offered. Once 
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he speculated as to what her betrothed would say if 
he knew the truth of Corals paternity ; but, to do him 
justice, not the faintest thought of revealing the®secret 
tempted Jack. 

“ Leave it, dnd she’ll most hkely wreck herself with Wm,” 
he thought. “ Waite’s a sharp chap, and ndt easily hood- 
winked. So like as not, when he’s seen a bit of her mean 
Boijl he’ll think twice while there’s time.” 

Mr. Head began to reflect again upon his own affairs, 
and, finding himself at the vicarage gate, went in and 
asked for Dennis Masterman. The rumour persisted, and 
even grew, that Dennis w^as paying back certain losses in- * 
curred at Nathan Baskerville’s death among the poorest 
of the community. The fact had wounded Mr. Head’s 
sense of justice, and he was determined to throw some 
light on Mastermanb foggy philanthropy. The vicar 
happened to be in, and soon Str. Head appeared before him. 
Their interview lasted exactly five minutes, atiA Jacfcrwas 
in the street again. He explained his theory at some 
length, and gave itnii^ his opinion that to pick and choose 
the cases was not defensible. He then explained his 
own loss, and invited Mr, Mast^rman to say whether a 
more deserving and unfortunate man might be found 
within the quarters of the parish. The clergyman listened 
patiently and answered with brevity. 

“ I hear some of the people are being helped, but per- 
sonally the donor is not known to me. I have nothing to 
do with it. He, or she — ^probaJ>ly a lady, for they do 
that sort of thing oftenest — ^is not responsible to anybody ; 
but, as far as I fiave heard, a very good choice has beer 
made among the worst sufferers. As to your case. Jack, 
it isn’t such a very hard one. You are strong and hale 
still, and youVe got nobddy to thinje of but yourself. 
We know, at any rate, that Mr. Nathan BaskerviUe did a 
lot of good with other people’s money. Isn’t that what you 
Socialists are all wanting to do ? But *1 dare say this 
misfortune has modified your views a little here and there. 
I’ve never yet met a man with fifty pounds in the bank 
who v^as what I call a Socialist. Gwd evening to you, 
Jack.” ♦ 
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A lice MASTERMAN,. the vicar’s sister, eame in t:o 
speak with Dennis after Jack Head had gone. Ho 
was composing a sermon, but set it aside at once, for the 
tone of her voice declared that she could brook no denial. 

“It’s Voy8ey,’’«>she said. “I’m sorry to trouble you 
about him again, but he’s got bronchitis.” 

“Well, send Um some soup or something. Has that 
last dozen of parish port all gone y%t ? ” 

“ I was thinking of another side to it,” she confessed. 
“ Don’t you think this might be an excellent opportunity 
to get rid of him ? ”* ^ 

“ Isn’t that rather hitting a man wben he’s down ? ” 

“ Well, it’s perfectly certain you’ll never hit him when 
he’s up again. If you only realised how the man robs us — 
indirectly, I mean. He doesn’t actually steal, I suppose, 
but look at the seed and the thousand and one things he’s 
always wanting in the garden, and nothing to show but 
weeds.” 

“You must be fair, Alice. There are miles of large, 
fat cabbages out therei’ • 

“ Cabbages, yes ; and when I almost go down on my 
•knees for one, he says they’re not Rady and mustn’t be 
touched. He caught the cook getting a sprig of parsley 
yesterday, and was most insolent. Shewsays that if he 
opens his mouth to her again she’ll give warning ; and she 
means it. And even you know that cooks are a thousand 
times harder to get than gardeners.” 

Dennis inghed and looked at his manuscript. 

“Funny you should say these things— I’m preaching 
about the fruits of the earth next Sunday.’^ 

“ The man’s maddening — always ready with an •excuse. 
The garden must be swarming with every blight and horror 
that was ever known^ according to him. An^ somehow 
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I alwayS feci he"s being impertinent all the time he’s 

speaking to me, though there’s nothing you can catch hold 

of. Now it’s mice, and now it’s birds, and now it’s canker 

in the air, or sipme nonsense ; and now it’s the east wind, 

and now it’s the west wind — ^I’m sick of it^. and if^oii 

ask for an onion he reminds you, with quite an injured air, 

that he took Jiree into the house last week. There’s a 

wretched cauliflower we had ages ago, and he’s always 

talking about it still, as if it. had been a pineapple at 

least.” 

“ I. know he’s tiresome. I tell you what — ^wait till he’s* 
back, and then I’ll give him a serious talking to.” 

“ Only two days ago I met him lumbering up with that 
ridiculous basket he always w^ill carry — a huge thing, 
large enough to hold a sack of potatoes. And in the 
bottom were three ridfbulous little lettuces from the frame, 
about as long as your thumb. I remonstrated, and, of 
course, he was ready. ‘ I know to a leaf what Ws reverence 
eats,’ he said ; ‘ anj if .^Jiat woman in the kitchen, miscalled 
a cook, don’t serve ’em up proper, that’s not my fault.’ 
He didn’t seem to think I ever ate anything out of the 
garden.” 

‘‘ Old scoundrel ! I’ll talk to him severely. I’ve had 
a rod in pickle ever since last year,” 

Dennis laughed suddenly, but his sister was in no laugh- 
ing mood. 

I really can’t see the funny side,” she declared. 

** Of course ».ot. There is none. He’s a fraud ; but 
I remembered w’hat Travers said last year — you recollect ? 
The thrips and buf^^and all sorts of things got into th6 
vines, and we asked Travers what was the matter, and he 
explained what a shamefql muddle Voysey had made. 
Then, when Joe had gone chattering off; saying the grapes 
were worth five shillings a pound in open market, and 
that they’d only lost their bloom because we kept ^ger- 
ing them, Travom said he looked as if he wad infested with 
thrips and m^ly bug himself. shall always laugh when 
I think of that — ^it was so jolly true.” 

I bate a man who never owns that he is wrong ; atid 
I do wish you’d get rid of him. It’s only fair to^me. I 
have but Jew pleasures, and the garden is one of them. 
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He tramples and tears, and if you venture to fek^him to 
tidy — well, you know what happens. The next morning 
the garden looks as though there had been a plague of 
locusts in it — everything has gone.” 

“ He ought to retire ; but he*s saved nothing worth men- 
tioning, poor old fool ! ” 

“ That’s his affair.” 

“ It ought to be ; but you know well ^nough that im- 
providence all round is my affair. We are faced with it 
everywhere. Head has just been in here. There’s a 
^ rumour about the poor people that the innkeeper swindled. 
* He took their savings, and there’s nobody to pay them back 
now^ he’s gone. Bub it seems that here and there those hit 
hardest — mostly women — ^have had their money again. 
Not your work, I hope, Alice ? But I know what you do 
with your cash. Voysey w^as talkfhg about it a little 
time ago, and I blamed him for not having saved some 
money hims«lf by this time. He said, ‘ better spend w^hat 
you earn on yourself ^than give it«^o somebody else to 
save for you.’ Tlie misfortunes of the’ people seemed to 
have pleased him a good deal. ‘ We’m mostly in the 
same box now,’ he said; ‘but I had the rare sense to 
spend my brass myself. I’ve had the value of it in beer 
and tobacco, if no other way.’ ” 

“ Detestable old man ! And Gollop’s no better. Any- 
body but you would have got rid of them both years and 
years ago.” 

“ They must retire soen — ^they simply pmst. Tliey’re 
the two eldest men in the parish.” , 

• “And, of course, you’ll pension tBbm, or some such 
nonsense.” 

“ Indeed, I shall do no such thing. Perhaps this is the 
end of Voysey. may see the sense of retiring now.” 

“ Not he. He’ll be iU for six weeks, and lie very snug 
and comfortable jlrawing his money at home ; then, when 
the weather gets to suit him, he’ll crawl out again. And 
everything that goes wrong all through nex^ year will be 
owing to Us Jiaving been laid by.” 

“I’U talk to him,” repeated her brother. “I’ll talk 
to him and Gollop together. Gollop has pretty well ex- 
hausted my patience, 1 assure you.” 
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MisQiM&Bterman left him with little hope, and* he resumed 
his sermon on the fruits of the earth. 

But next Sunday the unexpected happened, and Thomas 
Gollop, even in the clergyman’s opinion, exceeded the 
bounds of deieency by a scandalous omission. 

It happened thus. The sexton, going hiS rounds before 
morning service, was confronted with an unfamiUar object 
in^ the churchyard. A tombstone had sprung up above 
the dust of Nathan Baskerville. He rubbed his eyes with 
astonishment, because the time for a memorial was not yet, 
and Thomas must first have heard of it and made ready 
before its erection. Here, however, stood what appeared? 
to be a square slate, similar in desigp to those about it ; 
but investigation proved that an imitation stone had been 
set up, and upon the boards, painted to resemble slate, 
was inscribed a ribfld obituary notice of the dead. It 
scoffed at his pretensions, stated the worst that could be 
said against him, and concluded with a scurylity in«verse 
that consigned him to the devil. • 

Now, by virtue^fiiis office, apart from the fact of being 
a responsible man enlisted on the side of all that wae 
seemly and decorous, Mr. Gollop should have removed 
this offence as quickly as possible before any eye could 
mark it. Thus he would have disappointed those of the 
baser sort who had placed it there by night, and arrested 
an outrage before any harm was done by it. But, instead, 
be studi^ the inscription with the liveliest interest, and 
found himself much in sympatljy therewith. 

Here was tffe world’s frank opinion on Nathan Basker- 
ville. The innkfeeper deserved such a censure, and Thon^ 
saw no particular reason why he should interfere. He 
was alone, and none had observed him. Therefore he 
shuffled off alnd, rather tlfan fetch his spade and barrow 
to dig up this calumny and remove it, left the board for 
others to discover. 

This they did before the bells began to ring, and when 
Dennis Masterman entered the churchyard, on his way 
to the vestry, he was arrested by the sight qf a consider- 
able crowd collected about the BaskerviUe graves. The 
^ple were trampling over the mounds, and standing up 
on the monuments to get a better view. On the outikirt 
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cf the gathering was Ben North in a state of greaf excite- 
ment j but single-handed the policeman found himself 
unable to cope with the crowd. A violent quarrel was 
proceeding at the centre of this human ring, and Master- 
man^heard Gallop’s voice and that of Heathman Lintern. 
Dennis ordered some yelling choir-boys down off a flat 
tomb, then pushed his way through his congregation. 
Parties had been divided as to the propycty of the itew 
monument, and the scene rather resembled that in the 
past, when Nathan BaskerviUe was buried. 

^ ■ As the vicar arrived, Heathman Lintern, who had lost 
his self-control, was just knocking Mr. GoUop backwards 
into the arms of liis sister. The man and woman tell 
together, and, with cries and hisses, others turned on 
Heathman. Then a force rallied to the rescue. Sunday 
hats were hurled off and trampled into the grass ; Sunday 
coats were torn ; Sunday collars were fouled. Not until 
half •a dozen men, still fighting, had been thrust out of 
the churchyard, was* Dennis ablf^to^ learn the truth. 
Then ho examined the cause of the riot and listened to 
Lintern. 

The young man was bloody and breathless, but he gasped 
out his tale. A dozen people were already inspecting the 
new gravestone when Heathman passed the church on 
his way to chapel with his mother and sisters. He left 
them to see the cause of interest, and, discovering it, 
ordered Gollop instantly to remove it. Tliis the sexton 
declined to do on the ground that it was Sunday, There- 
upon, fetching tools, Heathman himself.prepared to dig 
up the monument. But he was prevSRted, Many of the 
people approved of the joke and decreed that the board 
must stand. They arrested l][eathman in •his efforts to 
remove it. Then ciphers took his side and endeavoured to 
drag down the monument. 

Having heard path Lintern and Golloj), the clergyman 
read the mock inscription. 

D’you mean to say that you refused ta remove this 
outrageous thing ? ” he asked the sexton ; but Thomas was 
in no mood for further reprimand. He had suffered a 
good deal in credit and temper. Now he mopped a bleed* 
ing nose and was insolent. ^ 
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“ Ye^, r do ; and I won’t break the Fourth Command- 
ment for you or fifty parsons. Who the mischief be you 
to tell me to labour on the Lord’s Day, I should like to 
know ? You’ll bid me covet my neighbour’s ass and take 
my neighbour’s wife next, perhaps ? And, when, all’s 
said, this writing be true and a lesson to the parish. Let 
’em have the truth for once, though it do turn their tender 
stomachs.” 

“ Get out of the churchyard, you old blackguard ! ” 
cried Hcathman. ‘‘ You’re a disgrace to any persuasion, 
and you did ought to be hounded out of a decent village.’.’ 

“ Leave Gollop to mo, Lintern. Now lend a hand here,* 
a few of you ; get this infamous thing away and destroyed 
before anybody else sees it. And the rest go into church 
at once. Put on your surplices quick, you boys ; and 
you, Jenkins, tell Mius Masterman to play another volun- 
tary.” 

Dennis issued his orders and then helped dig up this 
outrage among the tombs. Thomas Gollop and his sister 
departed togethef. ‘*'JtJen North, Lintern, and another 
assisted Mr. Masterman. 

Then came Humphrey Baskerville upon his way to 
church, and, despite the entreaty of the young clergyman 
that he would not read the thing set up over Nathan’s 
grave, insisted on doing so. 

“ I hear in the street there’s been a row about a tomb- 
stone to my brother. Who put it there ? ’Tis too soon 
by half. I sh^ll lift a stone to^tho man when the proper 
time comes,” he said. 

“ It isn’t a stoiRj, it’s an unseemly insult — eai outrajp. 
Not the work of Shaugh men, 1 hope. 1 shall investigate 
the thing to Jibe bottom,” answered Dennis. 

“ Let me see. Stay yJur hand, LjiUtem.” 

The old man put on his glasses deliberately, and read 
the evil words. 

“ Tear it down,” he said, “ That Uhn’t all the truth 
about the man, and half the .truth is none. Quick, away 
with it ! TBiere’s my sister-in-law from Cad^orthy coming 
into. the gate.” 

The burlesque tombstone was hurried away, Master- 
man wont into the vestry. Others entered church, and 
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Heathman at last found himself alone. The bellfe stopped, 
the organ ceased to grunt, and the service proceeded ; but 
young Idntem was only concerned with his own labours. 
He ransacked Mr. Gollop’s tool-shed adjoining the vestry. 
It wan locked* but he broke it open, and, finding a hatchet 
there, proceeded to make splinters of the offending in- 
scription. He chopped and chopped until his usual 
equable humour returned to him. Then, the work com- 
pleted, he returned to his father’s grave and repaired the 
broken mound. He was engaged upon tliis task to the 
murmur of the psalms, when Jack Head approached and 
bade him * good morning.* 

“ A pretty up-store, I hear. And you in the midst of 
it — eh > ” 

“ I was, and I’d do the same for any chap that did such 
a beastly thing. If I thought you had any hand in it, 
Jack ” 

Th# other remembered that the son of the dead was 
speaking to him. • ^ 

“ Not me,” he answered. “I have a i)rctty big grudge 
against Nathan Baskervillo that was, and I won’t deny 
it ; but this here — insults on his tomb — ’tis no better than 
to kick the dead. Besides, what’s the use ? It won’t right 
the Avrong, or put my money back in my pocket. How 
did it go — the words, I mean ? ” 

“ I’ve forgot ’em,” answered Heathman. “ Least said, 
soonest mended, and if it don’t do one thing, and that is 
get Gollop the sack, I shaU be a bit astonisl^^.’* 

He laughed. 

®“You should ’a seen the old montey*just now! He 
was the first to mark this job, and he let it stand for all 
to see, and was glad they should see it — shai^^e to him.” 

” Wrote it himself so like as not.” 

” Hadn’t the wdt to. But he left it, and ho was well 
pleased at it. And then, when I ordered him as sexton to 
take it down, he wouldn’t, and so I lost my head and gave 
him a tap on the ribs, and over he went into his sister’s 
arms, as was. standing screeching like a polf-parrot just 
behind him. Both dropped ; then Tom Sparkes hit nxe 
in the mouth ; and so we went on very lively till Mr, 
Masterman came,” 


341 



THE THREE BROTHERS 

* € 

“Wouldn’t have missed it for money,” said Jack. 
**But just my luck to be t’other side the village at such 
a moment.” 

He sat down on a sepulchre and filled his pipe. He 
knew well w*hy Heathman had thrown hiqaself so fcrcely 
into this quarrel, and he admired him for it. The sight 
of the young man reminded him of his sister, 

* “ So your Cyra is trying a third, she tells me ? ” 

“ Yes ; ’tis Tim Waite this time,” answered Cora’s 
brother. “ I shouldn’t envy him much — or any man who 
had to live his life along with her.” 

“ You’re right there : no heart — that’s what was left 
out when she was a-making. She told me the news a bit 
ago, just when I was giving her a rap over the knuckles 
on account of that other fool, Ned Baskerville. And she 
got the best of th# argument — I’ll allow that. In fact, 
you might say she scored off me proper, for I told her 
that no decent chap would ever look at her again, and 
what does she ans;^\:er ? Why, fliat Tim Waite’s took 
her.” 

“ Yes, ’tis so. He and me was talking a bit ago. He’ll 
rule her.” 

“ But I got it back on Cora,” continued Mr. Head. 

I’m not the sort to be beat in argument and forget it. 
Not I ! I’ll wait, if need be, for a month of Sundays afore 
I make my answer ; but I always laugh last, and none don’t 
ever get the whip hand of me for long. And last week 
I caught up Y^ith her again, asi we was travelling by the 
same road, and«I gave her hell’s delights, and told her the 
ugly truth about herself till she could have strangled me 
if she’d been strong enough.” 

“ I know you did. Slip came home in a pretty tantara 
— ^blue with temper ; and she’s going to teU Waite about 
it. But don’t you sing small, Jack ; don’t you let Timothy 
bully you.” 

“ No man bullies me,” said Head ; “ least and last of all 
a young ma^* Waite have too much sense, I should hope, 
to fall foul of me. But if it comes to that, I can give him 
better than he’ll give me — ^a long sight better, too.” 

“ The Cadworthy people have been a bit off us since 
Cora drppped Ned,” declared Heathman. wonder, 
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neither, but my mother's cruel galled about it.» 'Twasn’fe 
her fault, however. Still, that's how it lies.” 

Mr. Head was examining this situation when the people* 
began to come out of church. 

rose, therefore, and went his way, while Hcathman 
also departed? Many returned to the outraged grave, 
but all was restored to order, and nothing remained to see.. 


343 



CHAPTER VIII 

TACK HEAD presently carried his notorious grievances 
^ to Humphrey Baskerville, and waited upon him one 
evening in summer time. They had not met for many 
weeks, and Jack, though he found little leisure to mark 
the ways of other people at this season, could not fail to 
note a certain unwonted cheerfulness in the master of 
Hawk House. Humphrey’s saturnine spirit was at rest 
for the moment. To-night he talked upon a personal 
topic, and found evident pleasure in a circumstance vhich, 
from the standpoint^pf his visitor, appeared exceedingly 
trivial. The usual relations of these men seemed changed, 
and Mr. Baskerville showed the more reasonable and con- 
tented mind, while Jack displayed an active distrust of 
everything and everybody. 

“ I wanted a bit of a tell with you,” he began, “ and 
thought I might come over.” 

“ Come in and welcome,” answered Humphrey. “ I 
hope I see you pretty middling ? ” 

“ Yes, well enough for that matter. And you ? ” 

“ Never bettcy. ’Tis wonnerful how the rheumatics be 
holding off — along'of lemons. You might stare, but ’tis 
a flame-new remedy of doctor’s. Lemon juice — pints 
of it.” 

“ Should have reckoned there waj enough lemon in 
your nature without adding to it.” 

“ Enough and to spare. Yet you needn’t rub that 
home to-day. I’ve heard a thing that’s very much pleased 
me, 1 may t^ you. Last news such a cranky and uncom- 
fortable man as me might have expected.” ^ 

” Wish I could hear summat that would please me, I’m 
sure,” said Jack. ” But all that ever I hear of nowadays 
is other ^people’s good luck. And there’s nothing more 
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damned uninteresting after a bit. Not that »I grudge 
t’others ” 

“ Of course you don’t — ^not with your liigh opinions. 
You’ve said to me a score of times that there’s no justice 
in th% world, therefore ’tis no use your fretting about not 
getting any. We must take tilings as we find them.” 

“ And what’s your luck, then ? More money rolling in, 
I suppose ? ” 

“ My luck — so to call it — mightn’t loolf over large to 
another. ’Tis that my nephew Rupert and his wife want 
for bo to me godfather to their babe. The child will bo 
balled after me, and I’m to stand godfather ; and I’ll 
confess to you, in secr^it, that I’m a good deal pleased about 
it.” 

Jack sniffed and spat into the fire. Ho took a pipe 
out of his pocket, stuffed it, and lighted it before he 
answered. 

“ I«was goijig to say that little things please little minds, 
but I won’t,” he began. “ If you can find pleasure in 
such a trifle — well, you’m fortuUSle. I should have 
reckoned witli all the misery there is in the world around 
you, that there’d be more pain than pleasure in ” 

He broke off. 

“ ’Tis the thought,” explained Mr. Baskerville. ‘‘ It 
shows that they young people feel towards mo a proper and 
respectful feeling. It shows that they’d trust me to be a 
godparent to this newborn child. I know very well that 
folk are often asked just fpr the sake of a silver spoon, or 
a christening mug ; but my nephew«Ruperl and his wife 
MJlly be very different to that. The*e’s*iio truckling in 
them. They’ve thought this out, and reckoned I’m the 
right man — old as I am. And naturally I feel well satisfied 
about it.” * * 

‘‘ Let that be, then. If you’re pleased, their object be 
gained, for naturally they want to please you. Why not ? 
You must die soofler or later, though nobody’s better con- 
tent than me to hear you’m ^oing so clever just at present. 
But go you Qiust, and then there’s your mi|;)ity fortune 
got to be left to something or somebody.” 

“ Migiyjy’s not the word, Jack.” 

Ban’t it ? Then a little bird tells the people a lot of 
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lies. And, talking of cash, I’m here over ihat matter 
myself.” 

But Humphrey was not interested in cash for the mo- 
ment. 

“ They sent me a very well-written letter on thg sub- 
ject,” he continued. “ On the subject of tlie child. 'Twas 
more respectful to me and less familiar to put it in writing 
— so they thought. And I’ve written back a long letter, 
arid you shall hear just how I wrote, if you please. There’s 
things in my letter I’d rather like you to hear.” 

Mr. Head showed inlpatience, and the other was swift 
to mark it. 

“ Another time, if ’tis all the same to you,” Jack replied. 

Let me get off what’s on my chest *fimt. Then I’ll be a 
better listener. I han’t got much use for second-hand 
wisdom for the momf^nt,” 

Mr. Baskerville had already picked up his letter; but 
now he flung the pages back upon his desk and his 
manner changed. 4 * 

‘‘Speak,” he saidr^ “You learn me a lesson. Ban’t 
often I’m wrrapped up in my own affairs, I believe. I beg 
your pardon, Head.” 

“ No need to do that. Only, seen from my point, with all 
my misfortunes and troubles on my mind, this here two- 
penny-halfpenny business of naming a newborn babby 
looks very sms^. You can’t picture it, no doubt — you 
with your riches and yoxir money breeding like rabbits. 
But for a man such as me, to see the sweat of his brow 
swept away all at a stroke — ^ndhght else looks of much 
account.” • ^ 

“ Haven’t you got over that yet ? ” ^ 

“ No, I haven’t ; and more wouldn’t you, if somebody 
had hit you s 6 hard,” • 

“ Say your say then, if ’twill do yoiS any sort of good.” 

“ What I want to know is this. Why for do Lawyer 
Popham help one man and not help tbther ? Why do 
this per 8 on*-r.I dare say you know who ’tis— do what he’s 
doing and pick and choose according to his fancy ? It 
isn’t Masterman or, I’d have gived him a bit of my mind 
about it. And if 1 could find out who it was, I would 
do so.” 
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“ The grievance is that you don’t get your bit* back T 
Are you the only one ? ” 

“ No, I’m not. There’s a lot more going begging the 
same way. And if you know the man, you^ can tell him 
from Ine that Ve may think he’in doing a very fine thing, 
but in my opinion he isn’t.” 

Mr. Baskerville had relapsed into his old mood. 

“ So much for your sense, then — you theib pride yourself 
such a lot on being the only sane man among us. Have you 
ever looked into the figures ? ” 

• * “ I’ve looked into my own figures, and they be all I care 
about.” 

“ Exactly so ! Bdt them that want to right this wrong 
have looked into all the figures ; and so they know a great 
deal more about ’em than you do. You’re not everybody. 
You’re a hale, hearty creature getting good wages. More 
than one man that put away money with my brother is dead 
long*ago, and there are^ women and children to be thouglit 
upon ; and a bedridden widow, aukd.two twin boys, both 
weak in the head ; and a few other such items. Wl\y for 
shouldn’t there be picking and choosing ? If you’d been 
going to lend a hand yourself and do a bit for charity, 
wouldn’t you pick and choose ? Ban’t all life picking and 
choosing ? Women and childer first is the rule in any 
shipwreck, I believe — afloat or ashore. And if you was 
such a bom fool as to trust, because others trusted, and 
follow the rest, like a sheep follows his neighbour sheep, 
then I should reckon you deserve to w^histlo for your money. 
If this chap, who was fond of my brother and be set on 
cibaring his name, will listen to me, you and the Ukes of you 
will have to wait a good few years yet for your bit — if you 
ever get it at all. You ought to know better — ^you as 
would shoulder in rffore the w^eak ! And now you can go. 
I don’t want to see you no more, till you’ve got into a larger 
frame of mind.*’ • 

“ What a cur-dog you be ! ” said Head, rising and 
scowling fiercely. ‘‘So miXch for Christian^ charity and 
doing to youf neighbour as you would have him do to you— 
so much for all your cant about righteousness. You wait — 
that’s all! Your tom will come to smart some day. 
And if I find out this precious fool, who’s got paoney to 
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squander, ‘I’ll talk a bit of sense to liim too. He’s no right 
to do things by halves, and one man’s claim on that scamp, 
your brother, is just as lawful and proper as another man’s ; 
and because a person be poor or not poor don’t make any 
difference in the matter of right and wron^” 

“ That’s where you’re so blind as any other thick-headed 
beetle,” snarled back Humphrey. “ For my part I’ve 
looked into tlip figures myself, and I quite agree with 
Nathan’s friend. None has a shadow of reason to question 
liim or to ask for a penny from him. ’Tis his bounty, not 
your right.” 

“ Very easy to talk like that. Why don’t you put your* 
fingers in your own pocket and lend a liand yourself ? Not 
you — a sneaking old curmudgeon ! And then w'ant people 
to tliink well of you. Why the devil should they ? Close- 
fisted mully-grubs tlfat you are ! And hark to tliis, Miser 
Baskerville, don’t you pretend your nephew wants you to 
stand gossip for his bleating baby to pleasure you.* ’Tis 
because he’s got hia, weather-eye* lifting on your dross. 
Who’s like to care for you for yourself ? Not a dog. 
Your face be enough to turn milk sour and give the childer 
fits.” 

“ Get along with you,” answered Humphrey. “ You — 
of all men ! I could never have believed this — never. 
And all for thirty-five pounds fifteen and sevenpence ! 
So much for your wisdom and reason. Be off and get down 
on your knees, if they’ll bend, and ask God to forgive you.” 

Head snorted and sw'ore. Then he picked up his hat 
and departed ii\ a towering rage. 

Mr. Baskerville’slhnger lasted a shorter time. Ho walki^d 
to the window, threw it open, listened to Head’s explosive 
departure and then, when^ silence was restored, Humphrey 
himself went to his doorstep and lool^d out upon the fair 
June night. 

Mars and a moon nearly fuU sailed south together through 
unclouded skies, and beneath them lay, lirst, a low horizon, 
whose contcjjm, smoothed bytuight’s hand into dim dark- 
ness, showed neither point nor peak under the stars. 
Beneath aD, valley-bom, there shone silver ra^ance of mist 
— dense and luminous in the moonlight. Apparently 
quiescenjb, this vapour in truth drifted with ghostly proper 
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motion before the night wind, and stole from the Vater- 
. meadows upward toward the high places of the Moor. 

Against these shifting passages of fog, laid along the 
skirts of forest and above the murmuring ways of a liidden 
river, lascended silhouettes of trees, all bla'ck and still 
against the pearly light behind them. The vapour spread 
, in wreaths and filaments of moisture intermingled. Seen 
• afar it was still as standing Avater ; but .j)o one moving 
beside it, the mist appeared as on a trembling loom where 
moonlight wove in ebony and silver. The fabric broke, 
ravelled, fell asunder, and then built itself up once more. 
Again it dislimned and shivered into separate shades that 
seemed to live. From staple of streams, from the cold 
heart of a nightly river were the shadows born ; and they 
writhed and worshipped — poor, heart-stricken spirits of the 
dew — love-mad for Selene on high. Only when red Mars 
descended and the moon went down, did these forlorn 
phantoms of <rapour shrink and shudder and lie closer, for 
comfort, to the water nfother that Jjp^e them. 

Hither, nigh midnight, in a frame of mind much out of 
tune with the nocturnal peace, passed Jack Head upon 
his homeward way. His loss had now become a sort of 
mental obsession, and he found it daily wax into a mightier 
outrage on humanity. He would have suffered in silence, 
but for the aggravation of these events whereby, from time 
to time, one or another of the wounded found his ill fortune 
healed. 

Examination might hav^ shown an impar^al mind that 
much method distinguished the process of j^his alleviation, 
hose responsible for it clearly possesiBed close knowledge 
of the circumstances ; and they used it to minister in turn 
to the chief sufferers. The wido^ys and fatherless were first 
indemnified ; then others who least could sustain their 
losses. 

A sane system marked the procedure ; but not in the 
eyes of Mr. Head. First, he disputed the right of any 
philanthropist to select and •single out in such a matter, 
and next, when defeated in argument on that* contention, 
he fell back upon his own disaster and endeavoured to 
show hovi his misfortune was among the hardest and most 
ill-deserved. 
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That man after man should be compensated and himself 
ignored, roused Jack to a pitch of the liveliest indignation. 
He became a nuisance, and people fled from him and his 
inevitable topic of speech. And now he had heard Hum- 
phrey Baskcrville ux)on the subject, and found hint as in- 
different as the rest of the world. 

The old man’s argument still revolved in Jack’s head 
ahd, too late,' came answers to it. Ho moved along in 
the very extremity of rage, and Humphrey might have 
smarted to hear the things that his former friend thought 
against him. Then, as ill chance willed, another came 
through the night and spoke to Head. 

Timothy Waite went happily upon uis homeward way and 
found himself in a mood as sweet as Jack’s was the reverse. 
For Timothy was love-making, and his lady’s ripe experi- 
ence enabled her ti give him many pleasant hours of this 
amusement. 

Neither was sentimental, but Qora, accufitomed to the 
ways and fancies of ^Ve courting male, affected a certain 
amount of femininity, and Timothy appreciated this, and 
told himself that his future wife possessed a woman’s 
charms combined with a man’s practical sense. He was 
immensely elated at the thing he had done, and he felt 
gratified to find that Miss Lintem made a most favour- 
able impression amid his friends and relations. 

Now, moved thereto by his own cheerful heart, he gave 
Jack Head ^ good night ’ in a friendly tone of voice and 
added, A bsautiful evening, sure enough.” 

The way wan overshadowed by trees and neither man 
recognised the other until Waite spoke. Then Mr. HeCid, 
feeling himself within the atmosphere of a happy being, 
gruntM a churlish answer and made himself known. 

Thereon Timothy’s manner changed and he regretted 
his amenity. 

** la that Head ? ” he asked in an altered tone. 

“ You know my voice, I suppose.” 

Yes, 1 4o* I want,to speak to you. And I have meant 
to for some time past. But the chanoe didzi^t offer, as you 
donH} go to church, or any respectable place ; and I don’t 
frequent publics.” " 

^e qjbner bristled instantly. 
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“ What \he hell’s the matter with you ? ” l\e Routed. 

Nothing’s the matter with me. But there’s a lot the 
matter with you by all accounts, and since you can’t keep a 
civil tongue in your head, it’s time your betters took you in 
hand a bit.” _ 

JaBk staredvspeechless at this blunt attacK. The moon 
whitened his face, his lean jaw dropped and his teeth 
glimmered. 

“ Well, I’m damned ! ‘ My betters * — eh ? ” • 

“ Yes ; no need for any silly pretence with me. You 
know what 1 think of your blackguard opinions and all that 
•rot about equality and the rest. I’m not here to preach to 
you ; but I am here to tell you to behave yourself where 
ladies are concerned! Miss Lintern has told me what you 
said to her, and she complained sharply about it. You 
may think it was very clever ; but I’d have you to know it 
was very impertinent, coming from you to her. Why, if I’d 
been by, I’d have horsewhipped you. And if it happens 
agaih, I wilt. You’re^ a lot too familiar with people, and 
seem to think you’ve a right to talk to everybody and any- 
body in a free and easy way — ^from parson downwards. 
But let me tell you, you forget yourself. I’d not have 
said these things if you’d been rude to any less person 
than the young lady I’m going.to marry. But that I won’t 
stand, and I order you not to speak to Miss Lintem again. 
Learn manners — that’s what you’ve got to do.” 

Having uttered this admonition, Mr. Waite was pro- 
ceeding, but Jack stopped him. 

** I listened to you very patient,” he said? “ Now you’ve 
got to listen to me, and listen you sha]}. Why, God stiffen 
it, you bumbling fool ! who d’you think you are, and 
who d’you think any man is ? You be china to my cloam, 
I suppose 7 And who was youa grandfather*? Come now, 
speak up ; who w* he 7 ” 

“ I’m not going to argue — ^I’ve told you what I wish you 
to do. It doesn’t matter who my grandfather was. You 
know who 1 am, and that’s enough.” 

“ It is enough,” said Jack ; it’s enough t 9 make a toad 
laugh ; but I don’t laugh — no laughing matter to me to be 
told by a vain, puffed-up booby, like you, that I’m not good 
enough *to have speech with people. And *that touded 
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bitch — there — and coining on what I’ve just heard ! If 
it don’t make me sick with human nature and all the 
breed ! ” 

“ Be sick vdth yourself,” answered Timothy. “ I don’t 
want to be too hard on an uneducated and self-sufficient 
man ; but when it comes to insulting ivomen, some- 
body must intervene.” 

By way of answer the older man turned, walked swiftly 
to Waite and struck him on the breast. The blow was a 
hard one and served its purpose. Timothy hit back and 
Head closed. 

“ You blackguard anarchist,” shouted the farmer. “ You 
will have it, will you ? Then take it » ” 

Jack found himself no match for a strong and angry 
man full twenty-five years his junior, and he reaped a 
very unpleasant har^^st of blows, for the master of Cold- 
stone carried an ash sapling and when he had thrown Mr. 
Head to the ground he put his foot on him and flogged 
him heartily without heeding where# his strokes might fall. 
Head yelled and cursed and tried to reach the other’s legs 
and bring him down. A column of dust rose into the 
moonlight and Timothy’s breath panted steaming upon 
the air. Then, with a last cruel cut across the defeated 
labourer’s shoulders, he released him and went his way. 
But Head was soon up again and, with a bleeding face, 
a torn band and a dusty jacket, he followed his enemy. 

Rage is shrewd of inspiration. He remembered the one 
blow that he could deal this man ; and he struck it, hoping 
that it might ^ink far deeper than the smarting surface- 
wounds that now made his own body ache. 

Devil — coward — garotter ! ” he screamed out. “ You 
that hit old men in the dark — listen to me ! ” 

Waite stopped. 

“ If you want any more, you can have it,” he answered. 
“ But don’t go telling lies around the country and saying I 
did anything you didn’t well deserve. YdU struck me first, 
and if you are mad enough to strike your betters, then 
you’ll find th«y will strike back.” 

** I’U strike — ^yes. I’ll strike — don’t fear that. I’ll 
strike-^a harder blow than your evil hand kno^s how. 
rU strike with truth-^and that’s a weapon goes deeper 
' 3Sat 
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tliaa your bully’s stick. Hear me, and hear a bit»about 
your young lady — ‘ young lady ’ ! A woman without a 
father — a child got — ax her mother where and how — 
and then go to blazing hell — ^you and your nameless female 
both. ^ I fciow — I know — and I’ll tell you if ^ou w^ant to 
know. She’s Nathan Baskervillc’s bastard — that’s what 
your ‘ young lady ’ is ! There’s gall for yours. There’s 
stroke for stroke ! And see which of us smarts longest 
now ! ” * ‘ * 

Jack took liis bruises homeward and the other, dazed at 
such a storm, also w’cnt his way. He scoffed at such 
malice and put this evil tiling behind him. He hastened 
forw^ard, as one hastens from sudden incidence of a foul 
smell. 

But the wounded man had aped a poison more pesti- 
lential far than any born of physic^ji cause. The germ 
thus dispatched grew wliile Waite slept ; and with morning 
light its (hmensions were increased. 

UnSor the inoori, he had laughed at this furious assault « 
and scorned it as the vile imagining* of a beaten creature ; 
but with daylight he laughed no longer. The barb was 
fast ; other rumours set floating after the innkeeper’s death 
now hurtled like lesser arrows into his bosom ; and Mr. 
Waite felt that until a drastic operation was performed and 
these w’^ounds cleansed, his peace of mind would not return. 

He debated between the propriety of speaking to Cora 
about her father, or to Mrs. Lintcm on the subject of her 
husband ; and he decided that the latter course would be 
most proper. 
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CHAPTER IX 


OUSAN HACKER and her master sat together in the 
^ kitchen. He had lighted his pipe ; she was clearing 
away the remains of a somewhat scanty meal, and she was 
grumbling loudly as she did so. ' 

“ Leave it,” he cried at length, “ or I won’t show you the 
christening mug for Milly’s baby. * It have come from 
Plymouth, and a rare, fine, glittering thing it is.” 

“ I won’t leave iy’ she answered. “ You can’t see the 
end of this, but I ca&i. People know you’ve got plenty of 
money, but they don’t know the way you’re fooling it 
about, and presently, when you gp and get^ ill, and* your 
bones begin to stick -through your skin, ’tis I shall be 
blamed.” 

“ Not a bit of it. They all think I’m a miser, don’t they ? 
Let ’em go on thinking it. ’Tis the way of a miser’s bones 
to stick out through his skin. Everybody knows that I 
live cheap from choice and alw^ays hWe. I hate the time 
given to eating and drinking.” 

You’ve always lived like a labouring man,” she 
admitted. “ But of late, here and there, people be more 
friendly towards you, because you let your folk bide at 
Cadwortliy ; and J^’m sick and tired of hearing Hester 
Baskerville tell me you don’t eat enough, and Rupert afid 
Milly too. Then there’s that Gollop woman and a few other 
females have«said things against me about the way I run 
this house. And ’tis bad to suffer it/ for the Lord knows 
I’ve got enough on my mind without ^eir lies.” 

“ <^t ’em off your mind, then,” he answered. You’re a 
changed woman of late, and I’U tell you what’s done it. 1 
only found <jnt myself a bit ago and said nought ; but now 
I will speak. I’ve wondered these many w^ks what had 
come over you, and three days since I discovered. And 
who was iVd’you think, told me ? ^ 
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Her guilty heart thumped at Susan’s ribs. 

“ Not Jack Head ? ” she asked. 

“ Jack ? No. What does he know about you ? Jack’s 
another changed creature. He was pretty good comi>any 
once, #)ut his losses have soured him. ’Twasn’t Jack, 
’Twas the reverend Masterman. You’ve signed the pledge, 

' I hear,” 

“ He’d no business to tell,” declared Susan. “ Yes, 
have signed it. I’m a wicked woman, and never .another 
drop shall pass my lips.” 

, “ ’Tis that that’s made you cranky all the same,” he 
declared. “You was accustomed to your tipple and you 
miss it. However, I’£n the last to say you did wrong in 
signing. When your organs get used to going without, 
you’ll find yourself better company again. And don’t 
worry about the table I keep. I live Ibw from choice, not 
need. It suits me to starve a bit. I’m the better and 
cheerfuller fof it.” ^ 

But then she took up the analyaui and explained to him 
wlience his good health and spirits had sprung. 

“ Ban’t that at all, ’Tis what you be doing have got 
into your blood. I know — I know. You’ve hid it from all 
of ’em, but you haven’t hid it from me. I don’t clean up 
all the rubbish you m&e and sift your waste-paper basket 
for nought. I itch to let it out ! But God forgive me, I’ve 
let out enough in my time.” 

He turned on her angrily ; then fearlessly she met hia 
frown and he subsided. > m 

“ You’re a dangerous, prying woman,” .he said, “ and 
you ought to be ashamed of yourself.” 

“ I’m all that,” she admitted ; “ and shame isn’t the 
word. I’m ashamed enough, and more than ashamed.” 

If you let out a>.brea5i of my little games, I’ll pack 
you off into the street that very day, Susan.” 

She sat down by the fire and took her knitting off the 
peat box where it was usually to be found. 

“ You needn’t fear me,” she answered. “ ^’ve had my 
lesson. If ever I tell again what I should not, you may kick 
me into the gutter.” • 

He mused over the thoughts that she had awakened. 

I know a mazing deal more about the weakness^ of my 
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brother Nathan now than ever I did while the man was in 
life,’* he began. “ He was always giving — always giving, 
whether he had it to give or whether he hadn’t. I’m not 
defending him, but I know what it felt like a bit now. 
Giving be like drink : it grows on a man the same ac liquor 
does. Nathan ought to have taken the pledge against 
giving. jAnd yet ’tis just another example of how the 
Bible word never errs. On the face of it you’d think 
’twas better fun to receive than to give. But that isn’t 
so. Once break down the natural inclination, shared by 
the dog with his bone, to stick to what you’ve got — once 
make yourself hand over a bit to somebody else — and you’ll 
find a wonderful interest arise out of it.” 

“ Some might. Some would break their hearts if they 
had to fork out like you’ve been doing of late.” 

“ They be the rd£L misers. To them their stuff is more 
than food and hfe and the welfare of the nation. And 
even them, if wc could tear their gold away from' them, 
might thank us after, they’d got^over the operation, and 
found themselves better instead of worse without it.” 

“ All that’s too deep for me,” she answered. “ The thing 
that’s most difficult to me be this : How do you get any 
good out of helping these poor folk all underhand and un- 
known ? Surely if a man or womfc does good to others, 
he’s a right to the only pa3nnent the poor can make him ? 
And that’s gratitude. Why won’t you out with it and let 
them thank you ? ” 

“ You’re wrong,” ho said. ‘-I’ve lived too many years 
in the world to want that. I’m a fool hero and there, 
Susan ; but I’m not the sort of fool that asks from men md 
women what’s harder to give than any other thing. To 
put a fellowMDreature under an obligation is to have a faith in 
human nature that I never have had,^and nevei* shall have. 
No, I don’t want that payment ; I’m getting better value 
for my money than that.” , 

“ So long as you’re satisfied ” 

Silence followed and each pursued a private line of 
thought. Humphrey puffed his pipe ; Susasn knitted, and 
her < wooden ne(^es tapped and rattled a regular tune. 
She was wondering whether the confession that she desired 
to make might be uttered at this auspicious moment. 
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Her conscience tortured her ; and it was the weight of a 
great misery on her mind» not the fact of giving up liquor, 
that had of late soured her temper. She had nearly 
strung herself to tell him of her sins when he, from the 
dep^s of his being, spoke again. But he was scarcely 
conscious of & listener. 

“ To think that a man like me — so dark and distrustful — 
to think that even such a man — I, that thought my hpart 
was cracked for ever when my son died— I, that said to 
myself ‘ no more, no more can any earthly thing fret you 
. now.’ And yet all the time, like a withered pippin — 
brown, dry as dust — there was that within that only wanted 
something — some li^iat to the pulp of me — to plump me 
out again. To tliink that the like of me must have some 
other tiling to — to cherish and foster ! To think my 
shrivelled heart-strings could ever^tretch and seek for 
aught to twine around again ! Who’d believe it of such 
a man as jno ? God A’mighty ! I didn’t believe it of 
myself ! ” • 

“ But I knowed it,” said SdBan. “ You always went 
hunger-starved for people to think a bit kindly of you ; you 
alw^ays fretted when decent folk didn’t like you,” 

“ Not that — not that now. I wanted their goodwill ; 
but I’ve found something a lot higher than that. To see 
a poor soul happy is better far than to see ’em grateful. 
What does that matter ? To mark their downward eye 
uplifted again ; to note their fear for the future gone ; to 
see hope creep back to^’em ; to w^atch ’em walk cheerful 
and work cheerful ; to know' they laugh in their going 
^nce more ; that they lie themselires ^own with a sigh 
of happiness and not of grief — ^ban’t all that grander than 
their gratitude ? Gratitude must fade sooner or late, for 
the largest-heartc^ can’t feel It for ever, Iry as he may. 
Benefits forgot are dust and ashes to the giver — ^if he 
remembers. But none can take from me the good I’ve won 
from others’ g<fod; and none can make that memory 
dim.” 

“ ’Tis a fgiry story,” murmured Mrs. Hacfcer. 

“ No,” he said, “ ’tis a little child’s story — the thing 
they Iqarn at a mother’s knees ; and beqieiuse T was a 
growed-up man, I missed it, ’Tis a riddle a generous child 
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could h'dV6 guessed in a minute ; but it took one stiff- 
necked fool from his adult days into old age afore he 
did.” 

Susan’s mind moved to her purpose, and she knew 
that never again might fall so timely a moment. She 
put down her knitting, flung a peat on the flS’e, and spoke. 

You be full of wonderful tales to-night, but now 1*11 
please ask you to listen to me,” she began. “ And mark 
this : you can’t Well be too hard upon me. I’ve got a pack 
of sins to confess, and if, when you’ve heard ’em, you won’t 
do with me no more, then do without me, and send me 
through that door, I deserve it. Tliere’s nought that’s 
bad I don’t deserve.” , 

He started up. 

“ What’s this ? ” he said. “ You haven’t told any- 
body ? ” c 

“ No, no, no. Ban’t nothing about your affairs. In a 
word, I overheard a secret. I listened. I dfd it out of 
w'oman’s cursed curiosity. And, as If that weren’t enough, 
I got drunk as a fly do\’«^' to ‘ The White Thorn ’ a w^hile 
back and let out the truth. And nought’s too bad for me — 
nought in nature, I’m sure.” 

Mr. Baskerville i)ut down his pipe and turned to her. 

Don’t get excited. Begin at the beginning. Wiat did 
you hear ? ” 

“ I heard Mrs. Lintern tell you she w as your brother’s 
mistress. I heard her tell you her children was also his.” 

“ And you’re scourged for knojring it. Let that be a 
lesson to you, woman.” 

“ That’s only the beginning. I ban’t scourged for that^^ 
I’m scourged because I’ve let it out again.” 

“ I’m shocked at you,” he answered. Yes, I’m very 
much shocked' at you ; but I’m not at all surprised. I 
knew as sure as I knew anything that "’twould out. The 
Lord chooses His own time and His own tool. But that 
don’t make your sin smaller. You’re a wicked woman.” 

“I’ve signed the pledge, ^lowever, and not another 
drop— ^ ^ 

“ How many of ’em did you tell ? ” 

“ Blit one. , Of course, I chose the man with thejon^est 
tongue. Jack Head saw me up the hill after closing time 
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and — there* ’twas — I had to squeak. But I made him 
swear as solemn as he knowed how that he wouldn’t.’* 

“ He’s not what he was. We had a proper row a month 
ago. I doubt if he’ll ever speak to me again. And until 
he makes a humble apology for what he spokq, I won’t hear 
him,"* • 

“ He swore he wouldn’t tell.” 

“ Be that as it may, it will be known. It’s started and 
it won’t stop.” • 

They talked for tw^o hours upon the problems involved in 
these facts. Then there came a knock at the door and 
■JSusan went to answer it. 

Mr. Baskcrville heard a protracted mumble and finally, 
after some argument, Mrs. Hacker shut the door and 
returned into the kitchen with a man. 

It was Jack himself. ^ 

He explained the reason for liis unduly late visit. Ho 
was anxious and troubled. He 8X)oke without his usual 
fluency. * • 

“ I didn’t come to see you,” 4ie skid. “ I waited till 
’twas past your hour for going to bed. But know'ing that 
Mrs. Hacker was always later, I thought to speak to her. 
How^ever, nothing would do but I came in, and here I be.” 

“I’ll have nought^ to say to you, Head — not a single 
word — until you make a solemn apology for your infernal 
impudence last time you stood here afore me,” said tho 
master of Hawk House, surveying his visitor. 

“ So Susan tells me, and so I will then,” replied Jack. 
“ So solemn as ever yoif like. You was r%ht and I w-as 
wrong, and I did ought to have beenjdcked from here to 
C^sdon Beacon and back for what I said to you, * We’m 
alw^ays punished for losing of our tempers. And I was 
damn soon punished for losing mine, as yflu shall hear. 
But first I confess ftiat I was wrong and ax you, man to 
man, to forgive me.” 

“ Which I will do, and here’s my^hand on it,” said the 
other. 

The old men shook hands and Susan wept. Hgt emotion 
was audible Itnd Humphrey told her to go to bed. She 
refused * 

“ I’m m this,” she said. '* ’Tis all my wicked fault from 
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beginning « to end, and I’m going to hear it out. I shall 
weep my eyes blistered afore morning.” 

“ Don’t begin now, then. If you’re going to stop here, be 
silent,” said Humphrey. 

She sniffed^ wiped her face, and then fetched a black 
bottle, some drinking, water, and two glasse®. 

“ Light your pipe and say what you feel called upon to 
say,” concluded Humphrey to Mr. Head. 

’Tis like this,” answered the other. “ Every man 
wants to boss somebody in tliis world. That’s a failing of 
human nature, and if w^e ain’t strong enough to lord it 
over a fellow-creature, w^o try to reign over a boss or even 
a dog. Something we have to be master of. Well, long 
since I marked that, and then, thanks to my understanding 
and sense, I corned to see — or I may have road it — that 
’twas greater far to^^lord it over yoiirself than any other 
created thing.” 

“ And harder far,” said Humxdirey. 

“ Without doubt you’m right. Arid I set about it, and 
I had myself in hand 'iiomething wonderful ; and very 
proud I felt of it, as I had the right to feel.” 

“ Then the Lord, seeing you puffed up, sent a hard 
stroke to try whether you was as clever as you thought 
you was — and He found you wTre-.not,” suggested Mr. 
Baskerville, 

I don’t care notliing about that nonsense,” answ^ered 
Jack; “ and, knowing my opinions, there ain’t no call to 
drag the Lord in. All I do know is that my hard-earned 
savings went,* and — and — well, *^1 got my monkey up 
about it, and I got ^ut of hand. Yes, I got out of hand. 
The awful shock of losing my tliirty-five pounds odd took 
me off my balance. For a bit I couldn’t stand square 
against it, anfl I did some Vain things, and just sank to be 
a common, everyday fool, like most other people.” 

“ *Tis a good tiling you can see it, for ’twill end by right- 
ing your opinion of ycwirself.” ^ 

My opinion of myself was a thought too high. I admit 
it,” answered Jack. “For fhe moment I was adrift — 
but only for the moment. Now I’ve come^ back to my 
common sense and my high ideas, I can assure y^u. But 
the mischief is that just while 1 was dancing with rage and 
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out of hand altogether, I did some mistaken things. 
Enough I had on my mind to make me do ’em, too. But 
I won’t excuse ’em. I’ll say, out and out, that they were 
very wrong. You’ve agreed to overlook, one of those 
things, and y®u say you’ll forgive me for talking a lot of 
rubbish against you, for which I’m terrible sorry. So 
that’s all right, and no lasting harm there. But t’other 
job’s worse.” 

Jack stopped for breath, and Susan sighed from the 
bottom of her immense bosom. Humphrey poured out 
• some gin and water for his guest. Then he helped himself 
more sparingly. 

“ Here’s to you,’^ said Jack. To drink under this 
roof is to be forgiven. Now I’ll go on with my tale, and 
toll you about the second piece of w(jfk.” 

He related how ho had left Haw^k House in wrath, 
ho\v he had met with Timothy Waite ; how he had been 
reproved and how h« had hit back both with his fists 
and his tongue. 

“ He knocked me down and gave me the truth of music 
wuth his heavy stick. I hit him first, and I’m not saying 
anything about what he did, though there may be tliirt^ 
years between us ; l^ut anyway he roused Cain in me and 
I told him, in a word, that the woman he w as going to 
marry was the natural child of Nathan Baskervillo. 
’Twas a double offence against right-doing, because I’d 
promised Susan here not to let it out, and because to tell 
Waite, of all men, was*a cowardly deed Sgainst the girl, 
seeing he meant to marry her. But I’d quan-elled with 
tier already, and tell him I did i and now I tell you.” 

He drank and stared into the fire. For some time Hum- 
phrey did not reply ; but at laSfet he expresi^d his opinion* 

“ It all depend? on the sort of chap that Waite may 
prove to be. He’ll either believe you, or he won’t. If 
he don’t, no harih’s done. If he do, then ’tis his character 
and opinions will decide him. For lus own sake we’ll 
trust he’ll throw her off,*for woe betide the man that 
marries her*; but if he loves her better than her havage, 
he’ll go his way and care notlung. If he look^ at it 
different, and thinks the matter can’t rest &ere, he’ll go 
further. For my part I can’t say I care mucb about it* 
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All I know is that Priscilla lantern has rare virtues, 
though she weren’t virtuous, and she’ve lived on no 
bed of roses, for all the brave way in which she stands up 
for my late brother. She won’t be sorry the murder’s 
out. When she told me — or when I tokUher — I ifiade 
it plain that in my opinion this ought to be known. 
She stood foi the children, not herself, and said it n(?ver 
mu#t be known *for their sakes. Well, now we shall see 
who hears it next. As for you two, you’ve got your con- 
sciences, and it han’t for me to come between you and 
them.” 

“ Well, I’ve told my story, and admitted my failings 
like a man,” said Jack, “ and, having done so, I can do no 
more. My conscience is cleared, and I defy it to trouble 
me again ; and I ma;j^ add that I’ll take mighty good care 
not to give it the chance. So there you are. And 
come what may, I can stand to that.” 

“ How if they deny it and have you up for libel ? ” as^ked 
Mr. Baskerville ; but Jack flouted the idea. 

** Not them,” he said. Have no fear on that score. 
I’ve got this woman for witness, and I’ve got you. For 
that matter, even if ’tw'as known, nobody wouldn’t die of 
astonishment. Since the things Eli:^ Gollop said after 
Nathan died, ’twould come as a very gentle surprise, I 
believe. And, when all’s said, who’s the worse, except 
what be called public morals ? ” 

Mr. Baskerville nodded. 

“ There’s sonfe sense in what y6u say, Jack. And I’m 
glad we’re friends aggiin. And now I’m going to bed, so 
I’ll ax you to be gone.” 

Head rose, finished his refreshment, and shook Mr. 
Baskerville’s htod. ♦ 

And I’m the better for knowing as^you’ve been forge- 
minded enough to forgive me,” he said. “ And as yon 
can, 1 suppose Susan h^e can. I know Fm very much in 
her black books, and I deserve that too, and I’d make it 
up to her in #ny way I can— e'kcept to marry her. That 
I never will do for any woman as long as I livd,” 

“ Nd, and never will get the chance to,” replied Susan ; 
and I only trust to ’twill all die out, and w^e hear no 
more of it.” 
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Head«tumed at the door and spoke a final word. • 

“ It may interest you to know that ev«?ryBody have 
had their money now — everybody but me and Thomas 
Coode, the drunken farmer at Heavy. ’Tis strange I should 
bo put in the same class with Coode ; but so it is. How- 
ewer, I’ve ^irned my lesson. I shall say no more about 
that. Think of it I must, being but mortal, but speak I 
won’t.” 

“ You’ll do well to forget it,” answered Mr. Baskgrville. 
“ Tlie man, or w^oman if ’twas one, be probably settled in 
their mind not to pay you or Coode back — since you’re so 
little deserving.” 

Jack shrugged his shoulders, but kept his recent promise 
and went out silently. 
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A J4i.Y, with hash of azure and rose, fluttered scream- 
ing along from point to point of a coppice hard by 
Hawk House, and Cora lantern saw it. She frowned, 
for this bird was associated in her mind with a recent and 
an unpleasant incident. Her brother Heathman, w'^liose 
disparate nature striking against her own produced many 
explosions, had recently told her that the jay was her 
bird — showy, tuneless, hard-hearted. She remembered 
the occasion of tliis attack, but for the moment had no 
energy at leisure with wliich to hate him ; for difficulties 
were rampant in her own path, and chance began to 
treat her much as she had treated 5thcr people in the 
past. ^ 

In a word, her lover grew colder. As yet she had no 
knowledge of the reason, but the fact could not be denied, 
and her uneasiness increased. He saw somewhat less of 
her, and he made no effort to determir^ the time of the 
wedding. Neither did he invite her to do so. He had 
come twice to see Mrs. Lintern when Cora was not by, 
and an account of these visits was reported by her mother. 

“ I don’t exactly know why he drqpped in either time,” 
said Mrs. Lintem. ‘‘ He kept talking on everyday mat- 
ters, and never named yl»ur name. ’IVas curious, in fact, 
the way ho kept it out. All business, but nothing about 
the business of iparrying you. Yet there was plenty on 
his mind, I do believe. I should reckon ita he’d come for 
a special purpose, but finding himself here, it stuck in his 
throat. He’s strong with men, but weak^with women. 
Have he told you of aughfr that’s fretting him ? ” 

Her daughter could remember nothing of the sort. 
Neither did she*oonfess what she did know — that Waite 
was unqt^estionably cooler than of old. 

‘*’Tis time tfie day was named,” declared Priscilla. 
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And you’d better suggest it when next you meA with 
him.” 

But Cora did not do so, because there was much in 
Timothy’s manner that told her he desired no expedition. 
Some^time had now elapsed since last she saw him, and 
to-day she was* going, in obedience to a note brought by 
a labourer, to meet him at the Rut, half a mile from Cold- 
stone Farm. That he should have thus invited her ^o 
come to him was typical of the change in his sentiments. 
Formerly he would have walked or ridden to her. The 
tone of his brief note chilled her, but she obeyed it, and 
A^as now approaching their tryst at evening time in early 
September. • 

In a little field nigh Hawk House she heard the purr 
of a corn-cutting machine. It was clinking round and 
round, shearing at each revolution a ulicc from the island 
of oats that still stood in the midst of a sea of fallen grain. 
A boy droves the machine, and behind it followed Hum- 
phrey Baskcrville and •Rupert. The younger man had 
come over to help garner the cro^ Together they worked, 
gathered up the oats, and set them in little sheaves. The 
waning sunlight gilded the standing oats. Now and then 
a dog barked and darted round the vanishing island 
in the midst, for thefts — separated from safety by half an 
acre of stubble — certain rabbits squatted together, and 
waited for the moment when they must bolt and make 
their final run to death. 

Cora, unseen, w^atched Jhis spectacle ; the^ii Mrs. Hacker 
appeared with a tray, on w’^hich were three mugs and a 
jijg of cider. • * 

The girl was early for her appointment, but she saun- 
tered forward presently and marked Timothy^Waitc in the 
lower part of the vayey. * 

It was the Rut’s tamest hour of late summer, for the 
brightness of the flowers had ceased to shine ; the scanty 
heath made little display, and auttmnn had as yet lighted 
no beacon fire. Stunted tljom trees ripened their har- 
vest, but the j:ound masses of the greater furzl w^ere dim ; 
a prevalent and heavy green spread over the Rut, an^ the 
only colour contrast was that presented by long stretches 
of dead brake fern. The litter haa been cut several weeks 
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before and allowed to dry and ripen. It liaA now taken 
upon itself a dark colour, widely different from the richer, 
more lustrous, and gold-sprinkled splendour of auburn 
that follows natural death. The dull brown stuff was 
being raked, together ready for the cart ; and Cor^, from 
behind a furze clump, watched her sweetheart carry 
immense trusses of the bracken and heave them Up to the 
growing pile upon a wain that waited for the load. All 
sfie could see Vas a pair of straight legs in black gaiters 
moving under a little ,stack of the fern ; then the litter 
was lifted, to reveal Timothy Waite. 

Presently he looked at his watch and marked that thb 
time of meeting was nearly come. JVhereupon he donned 
his coat, made tidy liis neckcloth, handed his fork to a 
labourer, and left the working party. He strolled slowly 
up the coomb along^the way that she must approach, while 
she left her hiding-place and set out to meet him. He 
shook hands, but he did not kiss her, and h^, did not look 
into her eyes. Instead, he evaded her own glance, spoke 
quickly, and walked qilickly in unconscious obedience to 
his own mental turmoil. 

I can’t run,” she said. If you want me to hear what 
you’re saying, Timothy, you must go slower, or else sit 
down in the hedge.” r 

“ It’s terrible,” he answered. “ It"s terrible, and it’s 
made an old man of me. But some things you seem to 
know from the first are true, and some you seem to know 
are not. And when first I heard it I said to myself, ‘ ’Tis 
a damned lie of a wicked and venomous man ’ ; but then, 
with time and^thought, and God knows how many sleep- 
less nights, I got to see ’twas true enough. And why 
wasn’t I told ? I ask you that. Why wasn’t I told ? ” 
Her heart* sank and h8r head grey giddy. She trans- 
lated this speech with lightning intuition, and knew too 
well all that it must mean. It explained his increasing 
coolness, his absenca»^and evasions. It signified that he 
had changed his mind upon learning the secret of the Lin- 
tems. « * ^ 

A natural feminine, histrionic instinct made her pre- 
tend* utmos^ astom'shment, though she doubted i^bether it 
would deodfve him. 
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“What you’re talking about I haven’t the slightest 

idea,” she said. “ But if you have a grievance, so have I 
— and more than one. You wasn’t used to order me here 
and there six weeks ago. ’Twas you that would come 
and Jee me th%n ; riow I’ve got to weary my*leg8 to tramp 
to do your bidding.” 

He paid no heed to her protest. 

“ If you don’t understand, then you must, and befbre 
we part, too. I can’t go on like this. No living man 
could do it. I called twice to see your mother about it, 
;for it seemed to me that ’twas more seemly I should speak 
to her than to you ; but when I faced her I couldn’t open 
my mouth, much as*I wanted to do so. She shook me al- 
most, and I’d have been thankful to be shook ; but ’tis 
the craft and cunning of the thing that’s too much for me, 
I’ve been hoodwinked in this, and tio doubt laughed at 
behind my back. That’s what’s made me feel as I do now. 
I wftited ariS hoped oy, and loved you for years, and saw 
you chuck two other men, and^und I’d got you at last, 
and reckoned I was well rewarded for all my patience ; 
and — then — then — this ” 

“ What ? This what ? Are you mad ? What didn’t 
you dare to speak jp my mother, and yet you can speak 
to me ? What have I done that’s set you against me V 
What sin have I committed ? Don’t think I’m blind. 
I’ve seen you cooling off clear enough, and for the life of 
me I couldn’t guess the reason, try as I would and sorrow 
about it as I would. But since you’ve ordered me here 
for this, perhaps you’ll go straight yn and tell me what’s 
mil the matter.” 

“ I want you to answer me one question. The answer 
you must know, and I ask you* to swear afore your Maker 
that you’ll teU me #ie truth. Mind this, I know the truth. 
It’s scorched into me like a burn this many a day. But I 
must hear it from you too, Cora.” 

She guessed liis question, and also guessed that in truth 
lay her last hope. He spoke positively, an^ she doubted 
not that he knew. His fear before her mother was natural. 
She perceived how easily a man might have gone to a 
woman* with this momentous question on his mind, and 
how naturally the presence of the woman m^ht strike 
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him dumb at the actual meeting. None knew better tlpn 

Oora how different is the reality of a conversation wim a 
fellow-creature from the imaginary interview formulated 
before the event. There was but one problem in her mind 
now — the adf^antago or disadvantage oi truth. f She 
judged that the case was desperate, but that her only hope 
lay in honest". 

“^Speak,” she, said. “And I swear I’ll answer nought 
but the truth — ^if I know the truth.” 

He hesitated, and considered her answer. He was fond 
of her still, but the circumstance of this deception, to * 
wliich he supposed her a party, had gone far to shake his 
affection. The grievance was that tWe facts should have 
been hidden from him after his proposal. He held that 
then was the time when Cora’s paternity should have been 
divulged. He bclie^^^d that had ho known it then, it 
would have made small diflcrence to his love. It was not 
so much the fact as the hiding gf the fad; that had 
troubled him. , 

“ Who was your father ? ” he asked at length, and the 
words burst out of him in a heap, like an explosion. 

“ I know who he was,” she answered. 

“ Name him, then.” ^ 

“ You see, Timothy, you never asked. I often thought 
whether there was any reason to tell you, and often and 
often I felt you ought to know ; but you’re a wise and far- 
seeing man, and I wasn’t the only one to be thought on. 
I’d have told yau from the first, even at the risk of anger- 
ing you, but thcBiB was mother. I couldn’t do it — ^know- 
ing what she’d feel, t was a daughter afore I was a sweet*? 
heart. Would you have done it when you came to think 
on your mother ? ” 

“ Name him.” 

“Nathan Baskerville was my father, and my sister’s and 
brother’s father. My mother was his wife all but in name, 
and they only didn’t nfSn'y because it meant losing money. 
You understi^nd why I didn’t tell you — because of ray 
poor mother. Now you can do as you please. I’m my- 
self anyway, and I’m not going to suffer for another’s sins 
more than t can help. There’s no stain on nfe, and 
well you I910W it,” 
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* ‘ Nathan was your father ? ” 

\ He was. I suppose Heathman told you. He’s 
threatened to oft enough.” 

“ No matter for that. ’Tis so, and ’twas deliberately 
hid(fen from jne.” • 

“ ’Twas hidden from all the world. And why not ? I 
diet no wrong by hiding it, feci as I might. There was 
four to tliink of.” . • 

“ ’Twasn’t hidden from all the world, and ’tisn’t hidden. 
I didn’t learn it from Heathman. You’ve brought this 
; on yourself in a way. If you hadn’t quarrelled with a 
certain man I shouldn’t have done so either. Jack Head 
told me after I’d thrashed him for insulting you ; and I 
suppose if he hadn’t I might have gone to church with you, 
and very likely gone to my grave at last, and never known 
what you was ? ” • 

“ I should have told you when iny mother died.” 
D’you^wear that ? ” 

“ I tell you it is so, I’m |jr>ing to swear no more at 
your bidding. ’Tis for me to speak now. You’ve cut 
me to the quick to-day, and I doubt if I shall ever get over 
it. ’Tisn’t a very manly way to treat an innocent girl, 
I should think. Hjw^ever, I forgive everytliing and always 
shall, for I love the ground you walk on, and you know it, 
and ’twasn’t from any wish to treat you without proper 
respect that I hid away this cruel thing. I said to myself, 
‘ It can’t hurt dear Tim not to know it, and it would hurt 
my mother and my si«ter terribly if ’twms known,’ So, 
right or wTong, I did what I did ; and ngw you’re in judg- 
imient over me, and I can’t — I can’f live another moment, 
dear Timothy, till I know how you feel about it.” 

She had begun in a spirit rather dictatorial, but changed 
swiftly into tliis milder appeal when she marked the ex- 
pression of liis face. He was prepared to stand little. 
From the first ^he felt almost hopeless that she would 
have power to move him. 

“ Who told Jack Head asked Timoth^i^. 

“ God knows. My brother, I should think. There’s none 
else in the world but mother and Phyllis that knew it.** 
Others were told, but not me. I was deceived by all 
of you.” 
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That’s not true,” she answered as her fighting insiinet 

got the better of tact. “ ’Twasn’t to deceive you not Ao 
tell you. All families have got secrets — ^yours too.” 

“ You did wrong to me. ’Tisn’t even like as if I was 
nobody. I coAe of pretty good havage on^y motber’s 
side, and I think a lot of such things.” 

“ Well, the 3askervilles ” 

“ Don’t be foolish, woman ! D’you think I’m ? 

There, ’tisn’t a case for talk that I can see. The thing be 
done and can’t be undohe. I’d have overlooked it, so 
like as not, if 3 ^ou’d made a clean breast of the truth w^hen ^ 
I offered for you ; but to let me go on blind — I can’t for- 
give that.” • 

Perceiving what had hurt him, Cora set herself to lessen 
the sting as mucli as possible ; but she failed. They talked 
to no purpose for an IJour, while she used every argument 
that occurred to her, and he opposed to her swift mind 
and subtle reasoning a blank, impassive waK of sulky 
anger and wounded pride. -» It began to grow dark before 
the conclusion came, and they had walked half-way back 
to Shaugh. At the top of the hill he left her, and the 
battle ended in wTath on both sides and a parting irre- 
vocable, ^ 

Her failure it was that made Cora lose her temper, and 
when she did so, he, thankful for the excuse, spoke harshly, 
and absolved his ow n uneasy spirit for so doing. 

The final scene w’as brief, and the woman, w^earied in 
mind and body*w^th her efforts te propitiate him, drew 
it down upon them. 

“ Why don’t you speak out like a man, then ? ” she saidft 
at last. Why d’you keep growling in your throat, like 
a brute, and net answering.my questions ? ’Tis because 
you can’t answ^er them in right and justice. But one word 
you’ve got to find a tongue to, though well you may be 
shamed to do it. It shan’t be saidT’ve thrown you over, 
if that’s the cowardlf*^hing you’re pla 3 ring up for. I 
promised to jparry you, and I would marry you ; but 
you don’t wont to marry me, it seems, and you’ve pitched 
on this paltry tiling to get out of it.” 

“ ‘ Paltry thing * ! You’re shameless.” * 

** 'yes, it, is palt]^ ; and everybody would say so ; and 
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TOu’ll hear what decent people think of you ptetty soon 
It you throw mo over, I can tell you. How can a child 
nelp its own father, or see whether its parents be properly 
married ? You’re cruel and mad both.” 

“ We’ll see, then,” he answered. “ Sin<je you’re bent on 
hearing me%peak, I will. And don’t pretend as I’m growl- 
Mg and you’re not hearing. I’ll tell you what I mean, 
and my words shall be as clear as my mind is about it. I 
won’t marry you now, and I wouldn’t if you was all you 
ought to be. I’ve had a taste of your tongue this evening 
that’s opened my mind a good bit to what you are. You’ve 
shown me a lot more about yourself than you think for. 
And if I did growV, like a brute, my ears was open and my 
wits was w'ide awake, like a man. And I won’t marry 
you, and I’ve a perfect right not to do so after tliis.” 

** You dirty coward 1 No, yoi:^ shan’t marry me, and 
you shouldn’t if you crawled to me across the whole world 
on your ^nees, and prayed to me to forgive you. And if 
you’re well out of it, what am I ? And don’t you think 
you’ve heard the last of this^because you have not. I’ve 
got good friends and strong friends in the world, though 
you’d like to fancy as I was friendless and outcast, for 
men like you to spit on. But I can fight my own battles 
very well, come ^ that, as you shall fed ; and I’ll have 
you up for breach, God’s my judge ; and if decent men 
don’t bring in proper, terrifying damages against you. I’ll 
ask you to forgive me. Yes, I’ll make your name laughed 
at from one end of the Moor to t’other^ as you shall find 
afore you’m many days older,” 

He stood stiD before this threat, alid, finding that he 
did not answer, she left him and hastened home. 

There she blazed her startling news. Cora’s own atti- 
tude towards th^ truth was^ow one of ifidifference. She 
raged against her fate, and for the time being could not 
look forward. Phyllis alone displayed grief. She was 
engaged to a jfoung baker at Cac^wood, and feared for her 
own romance : therefore^ she wept and revealed the live- 
liest oon(;em. But Heathman, perceiving Priscilla’s in- 
difference, exhibited the like. It appeared that mother 
and ^on were glad rather than regretful ^t this escape of 
truth. 
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Mrs, Lfntcm, however, exhibited exceeding wonder, if 
little dismay. She was sorry for Cora, but not for herseK. 

“ I had a feeling, strong as death in me, that ’twould 
come to light,” she said. “ Somehow I always knew that 
the thing must struggle out some time. Many and many 
actually knew it in their hearts, by a sort of^understand- 
ing — like a dog’s reason. And I knew they knew it. B;.t 
the truth was iiever openly thrust in my face till he died, 
and Eliza Gollop spoke it. And, she being what she is, 
none believed her; and ’twas enough that she should 
whisper scandal for the better sort to flout her and turn 
a deaf ear. And now^it’s out, and the groat wonder in 
me han’t that ’tis out, but who let it out For the moment 
it looks as if ’twas a miracle ; yet, no doubt, time will clear 
that too.” 

“ I suppose you’ll go now%” said Cora. “ Anyway, if 
you don’t, I shall. There’s been nought but trouble and* 
misery for me in this hole from my ohildhood upward.” 



CHAPTER XI 


T here visited Cadworthy Farm, on a Sunday after- 
noon, Priscilla Liiitern with her son and her younger 
daughter. 

; They came unexpectedly, though Rupert had told 
Heathman they would not be imwelcomc. May was from 
home, and the busind^s of preparing tea fell upon Milly^ 
Ba^skerville. Phyllis helped Rupert’s vife in this operation, 
and w liile they were absent in the kitchen and the men 
went to the farm, Hester and Priscdla spoke together. 
The’ one discussed her son, the other her daughter and 
herself. • ^ 

“ I’ve been coming over to se%you this longful time,” 
said Mrs. Baskerville, “ but what with the weathef and — 
•and ” 

“ The things that are being said perhaps ? ” 

No, not them. an old woman now, and if I’ve 

not got patience at my age, when shall I get it ? Good 
things have happed to me — better than I deserved — and 
I’m only sorry for them as have had less fortune. I never 
pay no heed to stories at any time. My master taught 
me that,” • • 

“ I merely want to tell you that ’tij all true. For my 
chiJdren’s sake I should never have told it, but since it 
liad to come I’m right glad.” 

“ I’d rather you spared yourself,” said Mrs. ®askerville. 

“ You’ve had enough^to bear, I should reckon. Leave it. 
I’ve always felt a very great respect for you, and always 
shall do so ; and I’*ve no wish to h§ar anything about it. 
Well I know what men are, and whllt life is. Ho was 
lucky — lucky in you and lucky in his broth^s. What 
he took away from me, Humphrey has given back. Now 
we’ll go on as before. Mr. Waite have thrown your 
maiden over, I hear. What’s she going to do ?•” 
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“ 19iank you for being kind,” answered Sirs. Lin^era, 

I’ve been a good deal astonished to find how easily'' the 
people have took this thing. The world’s a larger-r«!inded 
place than I, for one, had any idea of. The neighbours, 
save here apd there, seem to be like you, and reckon that 
’tis no business of theirs. My son’s terrible pleasld that 
it have got out ; and the young man who is goijg to 
marry Phyllis don’t mean to alter his plans. And your 
lirother is glad also, I sui)po8e, for he wished it. But to 
Cora, this business of being flung over hit her very hard, 
and she wanted to bring an action for breach of promise 
against Timothy. She went to see Mr. Popham about if ; 
only he didn’t seem to tliink she’d pet much, and advised 
^ her to do no such tiling.” 

“ Why han’t she along with you to-day ? ” 

“ She won’t go nowhere. She’ll be off pretty soon to 
a milliner’s to Plymouth. She wants to clear away from 
everything so quick as may be.” 

“Natural enough. Let her go in a shop somewhere 
and begin again. MyiJed, I may tell you, have found 

“Work, I hope?” 

“ No, Another girl to marry him. It looks as if it 
might go through this time, though I can’t see liim really 
married after all his adventures with the maidens. ’Tis 
the daughter of the livery-stable keeper at Tavistock. 
And she’s the only one, and King — that’s her father’s name 
— ^worships the ground she goes on. It’s like to happen after 
Christmas. ^Lnd Ned’s been stvaight about it, and he’ve 
broke in a young torse or two very clever for Mr. King, 
so I suppose he’ll let them wed for the girl’s sake. He’s 
there to-day.” 

Mrs. Lintern nodded. * 

“ Where’s May ? ” she asked. “ ?iway too ? ” 

“Only till evening. She’s drinking tea along with 
her uncle Humphrey j?t Hawk House.’*’ 

“ A strange marine is.” 

“ ’Tis etrange for any maft to be so good.” 

“ fie first found out about me and his* brother. And 
hovi^ d’you reckon ? From Cora. His sharp eyes saw her 
father in "her long before Nathan died. l’v$ b^n to 
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Hwk House since it came out. He was content that Cora 
haoi suffered so sharp, and said so.” 

“ He thinks a great deal of you and Heathman, how- 
ever.” 

Miily brought the tea at this moment and 'called Heath- 
majj and Rupert, who w’ere smoking in the farmyard. 
They appeared, and Milly’s baby was carried to join the 
company. Rupert shoAved the cuj) that his godfather 
had given to the child. 

The Baskervillcs made it clear that they designed no 
ichange in their relations with Mrs. Lintern. A sharp 
estrangement had follow'ed Ned’s jilting, but that belonged 
to the past. Amity Veigned* and Milly expressed regret at 
Mrs. Lintern’s determination to leave Sliaugh Prior in the 
following spring. 

They’ll both be gone — botli gMs,” she explained, 

and Heathman here haven’t got no need of a wife yet, 
he says, So Be and I shj-U find a smaller and a cheaper place 
than Undershaugh.” ^ 

Cora will marry yet,” foretold Rupert. “ Thifd time’s 
lucky, they say.” 

“ ’Twill be tlie fourtli time,” corrected Milly. 

They ate and (fi^fink, and spoke on general subjects ; 
then the Linterns prepared to start, and Priscilla uttered 
a final word to Hester before the younger people. 

“ I thank you for letting the past go. There was but 
few mattered to me, and you were the first of them.” 

They departed, and the Baskervilles taltisd about them. 

Behind her back, they spoke gegtly of Priscilla, and 
€)ld Mrs, Baskerville revealed even a measure of imagina- 
tion in her speech. 

The worst was surely afte^he sank intoi>liis grave and 
the storm broke,” ftiid Hester. “ To think she was stand- 
ing there, his unknown, unlawful wife, yet a wife in spirit, 
with all a wife’s#love and all a wife’s belief in him. To 
think that her ear had to hear, axm tter heart had to break, 
and her mouth had to be dumb. Gall an<L vinegar that 
woman havd had for her portion these many cy^ys — ^yet she 
goes unsoured.” 

Sh&’s got a rare good son to stand by her,” declared 
Rupert.# 
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And SO have I,” murmured Milly, squeezing the b#>^by 
wlio was sucking her breast. f 

“ And I’ve got four,” answered Mrs. Baskerville. “ Four 
brave boys — one on sea and three on land. Things be 
divided curious ; but our part is to thank tGod for ^hat 
we’ve got, and not worry because them that deserve n^>ro 
have so muen less. That’s His work, and the balance will 
swing true again in His own good time.” 


Elsew'here, upon their journey homo, the Linterns fell in 
with May. She w^as excited, and turned back and walked, 
beside them for lialf a mile. 

^ “ I’m just bursting with news,” she said, “ and I hope 
you liaven’t heard it.” 

“ Tile world be full of news,” answered Heathman, 

There’s a bit down^to Shaugh as I meant to tell Rupert 
just now and forgot, owing to press of other matters. It 
proves as I’m a prophet too, for I’ve Ssiid this three year that 
it was bound to happen. And that disgrace in the church- 
yard ove¥ my father’s grave have brought it to a climax. I 
mean Tommy Gollop and that other old rip, Joe Voysey. 
Both have got the sack 1 The reverend Masterman 
have hit out right and left and £loor^>d the pair of ’em. 
Mind you tell Rupert that. ’Twill make him die of 
laughing. The old boys be showing their teeth too, I 
promise vou.” ' 

“ ni tell him.” 

“ And w^hat t^as your news ? ” awsked Mrs. Lintern. 

‘‘ Very good ; -yet .perhaps no news neither to many 
folk who understand tilings better than me. Yet I’d ofterv 
thought in my mind that ’twas my uncle Humphrey 
clearing off Uncle Nathan’s* ” 

She stopped, brought to silence by •the recollection of 
their relationship. 

“ Say it,” said Prisqjlla. “ I know • what’s on your 
lips. Don’t fear to sSy it.” 

That ’tw^ Uncle Humphrey made all right,” continued 
May. “ And paid back what had been lost. We can’t say 
how it might have gone if Uncle Nathan had lived. No 
doubt, soone# or late, he’d have done the same, tot never 
would he (let man or woman suffer if he oould .help it. 
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AWway, ill be in the fair way to have their monoy again. 
Ar^ I aslced Lawyer Popham long ago, when he came to 
Caaworthy, who ’twas, and he wouldn’t say ; but had no 
doubt w'e could guess. And then I asked Susan Hacjkcr, 
and she wouldn’t say, but yet came so near sa^ng that there 
was little lefti*to know. And to-day I tackled Uncle Hum- 
pljrey and gave him no peace till ’twas out. ‘ To please 
Jiimself ’ he’s done it.” 

She panted for breath, and then continued — • 

“And there’s more yet. ’Twas liim paid up my married 
sister’s legacy, and even Ned’s not forgot — for Justice. 
And when Uncle Humphrey dies — and far be it off — ^my 
brother Rupert’s to have Cadworthy ! I got that out 
of him too. But* I’ve solemnly promised not to tell 
Rupert. He’s going to tell him hamself.” 

“ A useful old fairy, and no mistake,” laughed Heath- 
njan. “ He’ll beggar himself afore Ae’s finished, and then 
you’ll all have to set to work to ket>p him out of the work- 
horse ! ^ ^ 

“ He said that very thing, ’’answered May, “ and Susan 
said the same. Not that it makes any differemJIfe to liim, 
for ho hasn’t got any comforts round him, and gets savage 
if you ask liim so much as to take a hot brick to bed with 
him to warm hirasslf in winter.” 

“ All these things,” said Mrs. Lintern, “ have been done 
for honour of the name. Your folk go back-along far 
— ^far into the past, and there’s never been a cloud between 
them and honest dealing. But, when Heathman’s father 
was cut off with his work unfinished, it •happed that he 
left no money, and the many tliingp thnA he had planned 
•all fell short, without liis master-mind to pick up the 
threads and bring them through. Then came Humphrey 
Boskerville, and for love of his brother and for love of 
the name, did tliftje gocaf deeds. And to beggar lumself 
in money be nought in the eyes of that man, if he 
leaves his family rich in credit ajprc the eyes of the world. 
Such another was your own father, May ; and such 
another is your brother Rupert ; and such another was 
your cousin Mark. Tliey had their own signt and looked 
at the world their own way and all saw it different, maybe ; 
but tfiey never saw justice different.” • 
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“"And| such be I,” declared Heathman. “ I *can*t c^ 
myself a Baskerville, and shan’t get no thinner for th A ; 
but I’m the son of my mother, and she’s wortli a shipl/ad 
of any other sort — better than the whole flight of you 
Baskcrvilles, May — good though you be. And I’m very 
well pleased t6 be kin to you all, if you like, and if ^ou 
don’t like, you can leave it.” ^ 

They parted then, and May returned home. Heathman 
showed himself higlily gratified at what he had.»heard, and 
his sister shared his satisfaction. But their mother was 
sunk deep in the hidden places of her own heart, and they 
left her alone while they spoke together. 
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CHAPTER XII 


J OE VOYiSEY walked over one evening to talk .with hia 
lifelong friend Thomas Gollop. The gardener felt 
^choked to the throat with injustice, and regarded his dis- 
missal from the vicarage as an outrage upon society ; while 
Mr. Gollop laboured •under similar emotions. 

Both declared tliat the ingratitude of Dennis Masterma^ 
was what principally stung them. To retire into private 
life caused them no pain ; but to ha^K? been invited to do 
so^w'as a bitter grievance. 

Miss Eliza Gollop chanced to be out, and Thomas sat by 
the fire alone. His BiBle stood jeii the table, but he was not 
reading it. Only when Voysey’s knock soundg^ at the 
cottage door did Thomas wheel round from the fire, 
open the book and appear to be buried in its pages. 

He had rather expected a visit from Mr, Mastcrman, 
hence these prepatations ; but w hen Voysey entered, 
Thomas modified his devout attitude and shut the Bible 
again. 

“ I half thought as that wretched man from the vicarage 
might call this evening,” he said. ^ 

“ He won’t, then,” replied Joe, for he’ve got together 
gll they fools who have fallen in Vith*liis wish about 
yowling carols at Christmas. Him and her be down at 
the schoolroom; and there’s^ row enough^ rising up to 
fright the moon.” • 

‘‘ Carol-singing ! I wish the time was come for him to 
sing to his God for mercy,” said Thomas. 

Then he went <>b a cupboard anfl brought out a bottle of 
spirits. 

Have he said anything to you about pension ? ” 
asked Voysey. 

” Noy not yet. I thought he might be coining in about 
that to-pight. My father afore me got a pension — a 
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shilling a day for life — and I ought to have twice as mjfch, 
in my opinion, though I don’t expect it. And w'hei^’ve 
got all I can, I’m going to shake the dust off my roots 
against the man and his church too. Never again, till I’m 
canied in to aiy grave, will I go across the thresholc^ not 
so long as he be there. I’m going to tali'e up with the 
Dissenters, and I advise you to do the same.” 

V That woman have told me about my pension,” an- 
swered Joe — “ Alice Masterman, I mean. I ^n’t call her 
‘ Miss ’ no more, for ’tis too respectful. She’ve worked 
on her brother — ^so she says — to give me three half-crowns 
a week. But I doubt she had anything to do wdth it— ^ 
such a beastly stinge as her. Howewer, that’s the money ; 
vnd who d’you think they’ve took on ? That anointed 
fool the policeman’s brother ! Hc’ve been leai*ning a lot 
of silliness down V> ^ nurseryman at Plymouth, and 
he’m coming here, so bold as brass, and so noisy a.s a 
drum, to show what can be done with that garden. -And 
if I don’t look over the wall sometimes and have a laugh 
at him,vtis pity ! ” 

GoUop nodded moodily, but he did not answer. Then 
Joe proceeded with malevolent glee. 

“ I clear out on the last day of the year,” he said ; 
“ and if I haven’t picked the eyes oflt of his garden and 

got ’em settled in my patch afore that day ! She met 

me taking over a lot of mint plants a bit ago. ‘ Where bo 
you taking they mint plants ? ’ she said. * To a neighbour,’ 
I said. ‘ He Y^-nts ’em, and we can spare ’em.’ ‘ You’ll 

ask me, please^ before you give things away, Voysey,’ 
she said. And*now*I ax, humble as a maggot, if I may 
take this or that to a neighbour afore I move a leaf. And 
she alw^ays says, ‘ Yes, if w'e can spare it.’ Had her there 
—eh ? ” * . 

“ As for me,” said Gollop, “ I shall be the last regular 
right-down parish clerk w^e ever have — ^unless the good 
old times come bao^ later. A sexton He must use, since 
people have got to be buried^ but who ’twill be I neither 
know nor c^e.” « 

“ kfind you take the tools,” said Joe. They be fairly 
your property, and you can sell ’em again if you don’t want 
’em yourself. I’ve ma(fe a good few shillings that way 
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Mring the last forty years. But as for leaving* the church, 
I Shouldn’t do that, because of the Christmas boxes. 
’Tib well knowed in Shaugh that your Christmas boxes run 
into a tidy figure, and some people go so far as to say 
thtii what you take at the door, when the bettermost 
come out after Christmas morning prayer, is pretty near so 
g(5od as what be dropped in the bags for the offerings.” 

“ Lies,” declared Thomas. “ All envious lies. I never 
got near what the people thought. Still, I hadn’t re- 
membered. That’s yet another thing where he’ll have 
robbed me.” 

When Miss Eliza Gollop appeared half an hour later, she 
w^as cold and dispirited. 

“ What be you doing in here ? ” she said to Mj. Voysii?y. 

“ Having a tell w'ith Thomas. We be both wishing to 
God we could strike them hateful jjieople to the vicarage. 
Harm be bound to come to ’em, for their unchristian 
ways ; •but me and your brother w'ould hke to be in it.” 

“ You’ll be in it alone, th^,” she answered ; “ for this 
place have gone daft whore they’re concerned. ,^5hey can’t 
do no wrong seemingly — except to us. The people babble 
about him, and even her, as if they was angels that had 
lost their wings.” 

“ ’Tis all lax and lawless and going to the dogs,” said 
Thomas, “ There’s no truth and honesty and manliness 
left in Shaugh. The man found a human thigh-bone kicldng 
about up under the top hedge of the churchyard yesterday. 
Lord knows where it had come from. I jiever seed it no- 
where ; but he turnea on me and said ’twas sacrilege, and 
I know not what else. ‘ Wherft there’s churchyards, 
there’ll also be bones,’ I said to the fool ; ‘ and if one here 
and there works to the top, alpng of the najjural heaving of 
the earth, how c%n a sexton or any other man help it ? ’ 
A feeble creature, and making the young men feeble too. 
Carol-singing ! ^ Who wants carols ? However, I’ve done 
with him, I’ve stood between tlinvand his folly time and 
again ; but never no mor^. Let him go,” 

“ ’Tis a Jknock-kneed generation,” declarM Mr. Voysey. 
“ All for comfort and luxury. Tea, with sugar in.it, have 
took 4)he place of the good, honest, sour <uder like wrhat 
every man had in harvest days of old. But now, these here 
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young youths, they say sharp cider turns their innardi I 
It never used to turn ours. ’Tis all of a piece, and 
nation’s on the downward road, along of too much 
cosseting.” 

“ For my part, I think ’tis more the weakness of mind 
than the weakness of body that be ruining us,” observed 
Miss Gollop. “ As a nurse I see more than you men can, 
andf as a female, I hear more than you do. And I wiU say 
that the way the people have taken these here doings of 
that scarlet woman to Undershaugh is a sin and a scandal. 
At first they wouldn’t believe it, though I blew the trumpet 
of truth in their ears from the moment that Dissenter died ; 
but, afterwards, when ’twas known -as a fact and the 
pfLrties couldn’t deny it, and Mr. Waite throwed over Cora 
Lintern, as any respecting man would when he heard the 
shameful truth — then who came to me and said, ‘ Ah, you 
was right, Eliza, and I was wrong ’ ? Not one of ’em ! 
And what’s w^orse is the spirit they’ve taken* it ^n. 
Nobody cares, though everyjjody ought to care ! ” 

“ Every:, person says ’tis none of their business,” ex- 
plained Voysey. 

“ More shame to ’em ! ” declared Thomas. “ As if it 
wasn’t the business of all decent men and women. Time 
was when such an incontinent terror of a woman would 
have been stoned out of the village in the name of law 
and righteousness. Yet now, mention the thing where 
I will, ’tis taken with a heathen calmness that makes 
my blood boil. »,And Masterman ^orst of all, mind ! If 
it wasn’t a case for a scorching sermon, when was there 
one ? Yet not a word. And not a word from the Dis- ^ 
senters neither — not in the meeting-house— though ’tis a 
subject they’m^ very great against most times* However, 
I’ve inquir^ and I find it has been passed over.” 

No godly anger anywhere,” admitted Eliza, “ and not 
one word of sorrow to me for the hard things what were 
spoken when I stood Up single-handect and told the 
truth.” 

'^Beligion be dying out of the nation,” summed up 
Thomas* My father always said that me and Eliza 
would live to t see antichrist ascend his throne; and it 
begins to look as if the times were very near ripe^for the 
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mVn. And ’twill be harder than ever now— now I’m 
driven out from being parish clerk. For I shall have to 
locA on and yet be powerless to strike a blow.” 

They drank in gloomy silence ; but Mr. Voysey was not 
siiiylarly oppressed by the moral breakdown of the times. 
He ^Arove to bring conversation back to the* vicarage, and 
facing to do so, soon took his leave. 

After he had gone the brother and sister d<^l>ated long, 
and Thomas gave it as his opinion that it would be welffor 
them to leave Shaugli and end their days in a more Christian 
and congenial atmospliere. 

• “ Thei c’s nought to keep us now,” he said ; “ all have 

gone down afore that Masterman, and ’tis something of a 
question whether such as we ought to bide here, simj)ly as 
common folk with no more voice in the parish. If (fo 
go, the blame lies on his shoulders ; but once I make up my 
nynd, I won’t stop — not though thd people come before 
me and beg on their bended knees for me to do so.” 

’Twoula be like A^am and Eve being driven out of the 
Garden if we’m forced to go, ’’"declared Eliza. 

“ With this difference, however, that the bUAe han’t 
with us, though the punishment may be. There’s nobody 
can say we’ve ever done wrong here, or gone outside our 
duty to God or mstji by a hair. If we go. ’tie them that 
drive us out will have to pay for their wickedness,” 

“ They’ll certainly smart, if ’tis only in the long run,” 
confessed Eliza. ’Twill be brought home against them at 
the appointed time.” 

Tliomas nodded dreamily. ® 

“ Cold comfort,” he said, “ but the -only satisfaction 
•there is to be got out of it by us. Yes, I shall go ; I shall 
shake off the dust for a witness. I wish I thought as ’twould 
choke a party here and there ; *but, thank GU)d, I know' my 
place. I never offered to do His almighty work, and I 
never will. I never wanted to call down thunder from 
heaven on the evil-doer. But always a tower of faith 
to a righteous man when he sees the'*Lord strike. And to 
them as be weak in faith, ’tis often a puzzle ^d a tempta- 
tion to see Bow long the Lord holds off, wheii justice cries 
aloud to Him to rise up and do His worst.” 
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c 

A t the approach of another Christmas, Humphrey 
BaskerviUe stood in the churchyard of St. Edward’s 
and w'atched two masons lodge the stone that he had raised 
to his brother Nathan. It conformed to the usual pattern 
of the BaskerviUe memorials, and was of slate. The 
lettering had been cut deep and plain without addition 
of any ornament. The accidental severity and simpljoit}^ 
of the stone contrasted to advantage with Vivian’s ornate 
and tasteless marble beside it. 

Dennis Masterman walked across the ,f;hwrchj"ard 
presently and, seeing Humphrey, turned and approached. 

“ Good morning,” ho said. “ Glad you’ve put a slate 
here. I like them better than these garish tilings They 
are more suited to this grey Moor world of ours,” 

“ ’Tis a foolish waste to spend money on the dead,” 
answered Mr. BaskerviUe. “ When ' all the living be 
clothed and fed, then we can fling away our money over 
graves. ’’Tis only done to }>loase ourselves, not to please 
them.” 

” You’ve a right to speak,” said the clergyman. “To 
praise you would be an impertinence ; but as the priest of 
Him we both wo'rship* I rejoice to think of what you have 
done to clear the clouded memory of this man,” 

Humphrey took no verbal notice of these remarks. He 
shniggeil his shoulders and spoke of th^, gravestone. 

“ You know what I’ve put over him, and I’U thank you 
to say whether ’tis not right and just,” 

After particulars of !NSithan’s age and the date of his 
death, there followed only the first verse of the forty- first 
Psalm — ^ 

“ Blessed is he that considereth the poor : the Lord vMl 
deliver him in time of troubled 
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You see,” explained Mr. Baskcrville, “ my broljier did 
coiWder the poor — and none else. That lie made a botcli 
of il, along of bad judgment and too much hope and too 
much trust in himself, is neither here nor tJicre ; for I hold 
liis^jpoint of view was well meaning tlio’Agli mistaken. 
If we see a man’s point of view, it often leads — I won’t say 
tcTmcrcy, for that’s no business of ours in my opinion — 
but to the higher justice. To judge by results is woiidly 
sense, but I’m doubtful if ’tis heavenly sense. Anyway, 
that’s how I feel about my brother now, though ’twas only 
^ brought home to me after a year of thinking ; and as for 
the end of the text, certainly that happened, because none 
can doubt the Lord^* delivered him in the time of trouble. 
His death was a deliverance, as every death must be, 
but none more than Nathan’s afore the tempest broke.” 

Masterman — knowing as little ^s tlie other what 
Nathan’s death had brought to Nathan of mental agony 
before 4hfl^ end — conceded these points freely. They 
walked together in the chujgphyard and spoke of moral 
topics and religious instruction. At a ]>()int jj> the en- 
closure, the younger stopx>ed and indicated a space remote 
from the lodges of the silent people. 

“ You design ^o lie here — is it not so ? Gollop, I 
remember, told me, a long time ago now.” 

The old man regarded the spot indifferently and shook 
his head. 

“ I meant it once — not now. We change our most fixe d 
purposes under the b/ittcring of the w c^ld ; and small 
enough our old thoughts often look, when seen again, after 
.things have hajiixuied and years hhve passed. I’ll creep 
to join my own, if you ];)Iease. They won’t mind, I reckon, 
if I sink into the pit beside ’c|n. I’ll go by my w'ife and 
my son and my hrothers. We’ll all rise and brave the 
Trump together, as well as erring man may.” 

The stone wadset in its place presently and Mr. Basker- 
ville, well pleased with the result, sob off homew-ard. Hia 
tethered pony stood at thc^ate, and ho mounted and went 
slowly up tiie hill. * 
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CHAPTER XIV 


“ QOME say they believe the old saying and some say 
they don’t,” declared Mr. Abraham Elford to a 
thin bar at six o’clock on Christmas Eve ; “ but for iny 
part I know what I’ve proved to be true with my own 
eyes, and J will stick to it that apples ])ickcd at w ane of 
moon do shrivel and scrump up cruel. In fact, for 
hoarding they be no use at all.” 

“And you swear ,, that you’ve proved that?” asked 
Mr. Hoad in his most judicial manner. “ You stand there, 
a man up home sixty years of age, and steadfastly declare 
that apples gathered w hen the modn be on the wane do 
dry up quicker than others that be plucked when it begins 
to grow ? ” 

“ Yes, I do,” declared the innkeeper. “ Don’t I tell you 
that I’ve proved it ? Pick your apples w'hen the moon 
be first horning, that’s my advice.” ^ 

They wrangled upon the question, and missed its real 
interest as an example of the value of evidence and the 
influence of superstition and individual idiosyncrasy on 
all human testimony. 

Jack scoffed, Abraham Elford grew w'arra; for who is 
there that can endure io hear his depositions brushed aside 
as w'orthless ? 

Upon this gyeat topic of the shrinking of apples at wane 
of moon, some sided with Mr. Head ; .while others, who 
held lunar influence as a force reaching into dark mysteries 
of matter and mind, supported the publiqan. 

The contention we.s bfisk, and not until it began to 
interfere with the nightly sale of his liquor, did Elford 
awake to its*^ danger and stop it. He conceded nothing, 
but declared the argument must cease. 

“ ’Tis Christmas Eve,” said he, ” and no occasion for 
any short words or sharp speeches. Me and Head both 
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k^ow that we*m right, and mountains wouldn’t move either 
of us from our opinions, so let it be.” 

Ae lifted a great earthen pot from the fire in the bar 
parlour. It contained cider with pieces of toast floating 

in<V ^ 

“ Pretty drinking, as I’m certain sure that one and all 
of you will say,” foretold the host. 

Apples, however, rose again to be first topic of con- 
versation before this fine wassail, and Jack spoke once 
more. 

, “ Time was, down to the in country, that on this night 

— or else Old Christmas Eve, I forget which — we gawks 
should all have marched out solemn to the orchards and 
sung lucky songs, and poured out cider, and fired our gj^ns 
into the branches, and made all-round heathen foc»ls of 
ourselves. And why ? Because ’t^ip^s thought tliat to do 

improved the next year’s crop a tliousandfold ! And 
wlTen femember that ’tw^as no further back than our 
fathers that they didf such \ytless things, it did ought to 
make us feel humble, I’m sure.” ^ > 

“ Don’t talk no more about cider, drink it,” said Heath- 
man Lintern, who w'^as of the company. “ Drink it while 
’tis hot, and ’twilj^w^arm your bones and soften your opin- 
ions. You’m so peart to-night and so sharp at the corners, 
that I reckon you’ve got your money back at last.” 

This direct attack reduced Mr. Head to a less energetic 
and dogmatic frame of mind. 

“ No,” he answerejJ. “ I have not, tvud I happen to 
know that I never shall. Me and the old chap fell out, 
^ and I dressed him down too shffrp. 1 was WTong, and 
I’ve since admitted it, for I’m the rare, fearless sort that 
grant I’m wrong tlie first minpteiit can be jproved against 
mo. Though wh«in a man’s built on that large pattern, 
you may be sure he han’t wrong very often. ’Tis only 
the peddling, spjall creatures that w^on’t admit they’re 
♦mistaken — out of a natural timt if they once allow 
it, they’ll never be thought right again. But though he’s 
forgiven me, I’ve strained the friendship. So we live and 
learn.” 

“ tto^de’s had his money again,” said th# host of ‘ The 
White iThorn.’ 
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“ He has— the drunken dog ? There’s only me left * 
returned Jack. 

“ It wasn’t till after he lost his money that he took to 
swilling, however,” declared the innkeeper. “ I know 
him well. The misfortune ruined his character.” 

His daughter’s been paid back, all the same,” said 
Lintem. “She keeps his house, and the old boy gave the 
money to he] , to be used or saved according as she thinks 
best.” 

“ That leaves onlj^ me,” said Jack. 

“ Me and Ruiiert was running over the figures a bit 
ago,” continued Heathman. “ We made out that the 
sporting old blade liad dropi)ed u])\vaff ds of six thousand 
over this job, and we was wondering how much that is 
out of all he’s got.” 

“ A fleabito, I reckon,” answered Head ; but the other 
doubted it. 

“ Rupert says he thinks ’tis pretty near hxlf j of his 
fortune, if not more. He goes shabbier than ever, and 
he cats little better than orts for his food.” 

“ That’s no new thing,” said another man as he held a 
mug for some more of the hot cider ; “ ’tw as alw ays so, 
as Susan Hacker will tell you. My wife have heard her 
grumbling off and on these ten years about it. His food’s 
jioor and coarse, like his baccy and his cider. His clothes 
be kei)t on his back till there han’t enough of the web left 
to hold ’em together any longer. Susan offered an old 
coat to a tramp evnee, thinking to get it aw ay afore Basker- 
ville missed it ; and the tramp looked it over — through 
and tlirough, you might say — and he thanked Susan as 
saucy as you please, and told her that wlien he w as going 
to set up for a mommet * he’4 let her know, but ’tw ouldn’t 
be yet,” ^ 

“ A strange old niglitdiaw^k, and alw^ays have been,” 
said Head. “ Not a man — ^not even me, though I know 
him best — can measure him altogether. Never was such 
a mixture. Now he’s so good-natured as the best stone, 
and you’ll gef* gaily driving into him and theuiy suddenly, 
you’ll strike flint, and got a spark in your eye, and wish 
to God you’d left the man alone. He’s beyond ap.y^ well- 
* MommH — scarecrow. 
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ba^nced mind to understand, as I’ve told him Inore than 
once,” 

“ Aleek as Moses one minute, then all claws and prickles 
the next — so they tell me,” declared Abraham Klford. 
“ J3»4 whether ^tis true or not, I can’t say from experience/’ 
ho added, “ for tlie man don’t come in here.” 

^ And why ? ” said Heathman. “ That’s another queer 
side of him, I axed him that same question, and he snid 
because to his eyes the place was haunted by my father. 
‘ I should see Nathan’s long beard wagging behind tlie 
bar,’ he said to me, ‘ and I couldn’t abide it.’ ” 

“ He’s above common men, no doubt,” declared another 
speaker. “ We can dnly leave him at that. He’s a riddles 
none here will ever guess, and that’s tlic last word abovt 
him.” 

Rupert Baskerville came in at tliis moment and saw 
Heatliman. Botli were in Dennis Masterman’s carol 
cliofi’, arfll It was time that they gathered with the rest at 
the vicarage, for a long round^f singing awaited them. 

“ A mild night and the roads pretty passablo^’^ he an- 
nounced. “ VVe’re aw^ay in half an hour wd’ books and 
lanterns ; but no musiekers be coming with us, like in 
tlie good old day% Only voices to carry it off,” 

He stopped to drink, and the sight of Jack Head re- 
minded him of a commission. 

“ I w^ant you, Jack,” he said. “ Come out in the ope- 
Avay for half a moment.” 

They departed togethf^r, and in a few moments returned. 
Rupert was laughing, Mr. Head exhibited the liveliest 
excitement. In one hand he waved throe ten-pound 
notes ; wdth the other he chinked some gold and silver. 

“ Money ! Money ! Money ,*souls ! ” he shouted. “ If 
that baggering old liero haven’t paid me after all ! Give 
it a name, boys, drinks round ! ” 

They congratulated him and bquor flowed. Head was 
full of rejoicing. He even exhibited -gratitude. 

“ You might say ’tw'as nonnore than justice^” he began 
“ hut I tell you he’s more than just — he’s a very generous 
old man, and nobody can deny it, and I for one would like 
to do sbiftething to pay him back.” • 

“Theite’s nought you can do,” declared Elfjrd, “but 
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be large-iftinded about it, and overlook the little smart 
that always touches a big mind when it’s asked to accept 
favours.” 

“ Not a big mind,” corrected Rupert. “ ’Tis only a 
small mind can’t take favours. And the thought of gis ing 
that smart would pain my uncle, for he’s terrible tender 
and he’s smarted all his life, and knows what ’tis to j>el 

“ Smart be damned ! ” said Mr. Head. “ There’s no 
smart about getting back your own. I’m only glad that 
he felt the call to pay ; and, though I w^as kept to tlie last,^ 
T shan’t quarrel al)out tliat. If Rupert here, as be his 
nephew and his right hand by all accounts, could hit on 
a«(Iiing for us to do that w'ould please the man, tlien I say 
ns might do it without loss of credit. There’s nobody 
has anything serioirs against him, I believe, nowadays,, 
unless it bo Abraham here, because he never comes inside 
his bar.” w 

The publican shrugged his shoulclers. 

“ I efin’t quarrel for that,” he said, “ since he goeth 
nowhere else cither,” 

They considered the possible ways of bringing any 
satisfaction to Humphrey RaskervilJe^. but could hit on 
no happy proje'ct. Head, indeed, w^as fertile of ideas, but 
Rupert found objections to all of them. 

“ If us could onlv do something that meant a lot of 
different chaps all of one mind,” said Heathman. ” The 
old bird ahvays thinks that the pcjpple hate him or laugh 
at liirn, and if w^^ could somehow wwk a trick that showed 
a score of folk all meaning w^ell to him and thinking w^elj 
of him for once But Lord knows what.” 

Tlien camenn interruption in the shape of Dennis Master- 
man. He w-as warm and somewhat awnoyed, lie turned 
upon the guilty Rupert and Heathman. 

“ This is too bad, you JeUows ! ” he said. Here we’re 
all waiting and w^aitRng,*'and, despite my express wishes., 
you turn in drink. I blame you both,” 

They ex^essed tlie liveliest regret, and •Dennis "was 
speedily mollified when he heard the great argument that 
had made th^e men forget the business of the n%ht, 

“ There’s no tirn^ now,” he answered, “ but you’re in 
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right to think of such a thing, and, after Chrislmas, 
shall be only too glad to lend a hand. A very admirable 
ideal and I’m glad you’ve hit on it.” 

“ Just a thimbleful of my wassail, your honour, for 
lucl^j” said the host, and Masterman, protesting, took the 
glass iianded t8 him. 

A sudden and violent explosion from Mr. Head made 
the clergyman nearly choke in tlie middle of Jiis drinkuig. 

“ I’ve got it ! ” cried Jack so loudly that the company 
started. He slapped his leg at the same moment and then 
danced with exaggerated rejoicing, 

“ Got what ? D.T.’s ? ” asked Hcathman. 

“ Go up-along to Hawk House ! I beg and pray your 
reverence to go there first of all,” urged Jack. “ Surely 
'Us the very thing. ’Tis just what wo was trying to light 
u])on — summat that meant tlic sho^\i^)g of general fricjid- 
shlp — summat that meant a bit of troul>le and thought 
taken for kim — all your blessed Christmas vartues ])ut 
together — goodwill anti all t]^o rest of it. If you was to 
steal up through the garden by the greenside tJuui 
burst forth like one maJi — why, tlicro ’tis ! ^V]lo can deny 
’tis a noble idea ? And you can go and holler to the 
quality afterwards.” 

“ Good for you, Jack ! ” answered Rupert. “ And 

I say ditto witli all my heart if Mr. Masterman ” 

“ Come, then,” interrupted I^cniiis. “ The night will 
be gone before we start. We’ll go to Ilawdc House right 
aAvay. I can’t gainsay such a wish, tho*igh it’s a mile 
out of the beat we had ijlanncd. Come ! ” 

The clergyman, with Rupert RasHbi ville and Heathman 
Lintern, hurried off, and a few of the younger men, accom- 
panied by Jack Head, follow^d^aftcr them. ^ 

“ I must just pop in my house and lock up this dollop 
of money,” said Jack ; “ then usTl go up over with the 
singers to see lipw the old hawh takes it. He’ll be 
scared first ; and then hcTl tT^ to. look as if he was 
going to fling brickbats out of the w indows, or set llie 
dogs at us > and all ilie time we shall vei^ well know 
that he’s bubbling over with surprise to find what a 
numbeF fi respectable people have got to thinking well of 
him.” / 
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The "crowd of men and boys moved on ahead of J^ck 
and his friends. The shrill cries and laughter of the young- 
sters and a bass rumble of adult voices wakened night and 
a dozen lanterns flashed among the company as they 
ascended intp the silent darkness of Dartmoor. ^ 
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CHAPTER XV 


H umphrey baskerville had ho])cd that ws 

nephew might visit him on Christmas Eve; but 
he learned that it vas impossible, because Rupert had 
joined the carol-singers, and would be occupied \^ilh 
them on a wide eirelc of song. 

After dark he sat alone until near seven o’clock ; tJicn 
Mrs, Hacker returned home and they took their suj)por 
together. ^ 

• Tlie meal ended, she cleared it away and settled to 
h«r kiiitling. Talk passed between them not unmarked 
by sentiment, for it? concerned the past and related to 
those changes the year ha3 brought. On the •following 
day llumplirey vas to eat Ins Christmas dinner at Cad- 
worthy, and Susan liopod to spend the festival with friends 
in Sliaugh. 

“ I’ve got Healliman and liis mother to bo of the com- 
pany,” said Mr. Baskerville. “ The daughters are both 
about their own business, and one goes to her sweetheart, 
and Cora’s down to Plymoutli, so we shall escape from 
them and no harm done. But Heaihinaji and his mother 
will be there. They^ are rather a puzzle to me, Susan.” 
“ No doubt,” she replied. “•You’ll go on puzzling 
* yourself over this party or that till you’ve puzzled yourself 
into the workhouse. Haven’t you |)aid all the creditors 
to the last penny*? ” 

“Not so,” he -answered. “That’s where it lies. A 
man’s children ^and their mother are his first creditors, I 
^should reckon. They’ve gotTh*st cyill in justice, if not in 
law. I judge that ihere’/j a fine bit of duty there, and 
the way Uiey look at lile— so mueli my c%n way ’tis — 

makes me feci I wrote to that bad Cora yesterday. 

She’»^rking hard I’m told,” 

Sus^ sniffed. 
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So does the devil,” she said. “ ’Tis all very well for you, 
I suppose ; because when you wake up some morning and 
discover as you’ve got nought left in the world but your 
night-shirt, you’ll go about to them you’ve befriended to 
seek for your o*vn again — and lucky you’ll be if you 
it, or half of it ; but w hat of me ? ” 

You’ll never \vant,” he declared. “ You’re the soi'ft. 
always to fall on your feet.” 

“ So’s young Lintern for that matter. No need to w'orry 
about- him. He’s a lesson, if you like. The man to be 
contented whatever haps.” 

I know it. I’ve marked it. I’ve learnt no little from 
liim. A big heart and a mighty po\v#r of taking life as 
it oomes without fuss. There’s a bad side to it, how- 
ever, as well as a good. I’ve worked that out. It’s 
good for a man to contented, but no good for tijo 
place he lives in. Contented people never stir up things,* 
or throw light into dark corners, or let air into stuHyplacoB. 
Content means stagnation so oft as ri6t.” 

“ They^mind theur own business, however.” 

“ They mostly do ; and that’s selfish wisdom so oft as 
not. Now Jack Head’s never content, and never will 
be.” 

” Don’t name that man on Christmas *l)ve ! ” said Mrs. 
Hacker testily. I hate to think of him any day of the 
week, for that matter.” 

“ Yet him and the east wind both be useful, little as 
you like ’em. For my part. I’ve been a neighbour to the 
east wind all my life and shared its quality in the eyes of 
most folk — till now. J3fut the wind of God be tunung 
out of the cast for me, Susan.” 

“ So long as you be pleasqd with yourself And as 

for content, ’tisn’t a vartue, ’tis an accident, like red hair 
or bow legs. You can’t get it, nor yet get away from it, 
by taking thought.” 

He nodded. , 

” You’re in the right there. man will make more 

noise if he serffbehes his finger tlian another if he*breaks his 
leg. ’Tis pjMTt of the build of the mind, and don’t depend 
on ol^ce: Same with misery — that’s a matter oftsharac- 
ter, mot condition. I know men that won’t bo w%&tched 

t 
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while they can dra^v their breath ; and sonde won’t be 
happy, though they’ve got thrice their share of good for- 
tuie. No doubt tliat’s how Providence levels up, and 
gives ihc one what he can’t enjoy, to l)alaiice him with the 
oilin’, who’s^got nought, but wlio’s also got the blessed 
power of mating happiness out of nought.” 

^ “ You’ve found the middle way, I suppose,” she said ; 
“ and, like others who think they’re on the sure road to 
happiness, you be pushing along too fast.” 

“ Running myself out of breath — eh ? But you’re 
, wrong. I’m too cautious for that. If I’m a miser, as the 
people still think here and there, then ’tis for peace I’m 
a miser. *Twas altv^ays peace of mind that I Imngered 
and hankered for, yet went in doubt if such a thing 
there was. And even now, though I seojii three-parts 
along the road to it, I feel a ec4d fear often enough 
whetlior my way will stand all weathers. It may break 
ddwn yet!'’ ^ 

“ Not while your money lagts,” she answered with a short 
laugli, p • 

He followed his own thoughts in silence, and then spoke 
aloud again. 

“ Restless as Um fox, and hungrier than ever lie was. 
Every man’s hand against me, as I thought, and mine held 
out to every man ; but they wouldn’t see it. None to 
come to my hearth willingly, though ’twas always hot for 
’em ; none to look into my meaning, though that meaning 
Avas always meant fo^;,ldndness. But wha shall blame any 
living creature that they thought me arw enemy and not a 
• friend ? How should they know ? Didn’t I hide the 
scant good that was in me, more careful than the bird 
her nest ? ” • • 

“ Tliey be up <to your tricks now, anyway ; and I’ve 
helped to show ’em better, though you may not believe 
it,” declared Susan. “ What j^ong-tongued. well-meaning 
«. female could do I’ve done for you*; and I always shall 
say so.” 'V ' ^ 

‘‘ I know that,” he said. There’s no good thing on 
earth that can’t be made better, but one thing. And 
that’9 jlie thing in all Christian minds this flight — mean 
the thmg called love. You know it^you dea^in it. Out 
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of your kiiM soul you’ve always felt friendly to me* 
and you saw what I had the wish but not the power to show 
to others ; and you’ve done your share of the work 4o 
make the people like mo better. Maybe ’tis mostly your 
doing, if we could but road into the truth of it.” 

This workaday world must for ever fall far sliort of 
the humblest ethical ideal, and doubtless even those who 
fell prostrate at the shout of their Thunder Spirit, or 
worshif)ped the sun and the sea in the morning of days, 
guessed dimly how' their kind lacked much of perfec- 
tion. To them the brooding soul of Immanity revealed 
the road, though little knew those early men the length 
of it ; little they understood that the ‘'goal of any fault- 
less*>standard must remain a shifting ideal within reach of 
mind alone. 

At certain points ?3askerville darkly suspected weak 
places in tliis new" armour of light. Wlnle his days had, 
indeed, achieved a consummation and orbicular v>ofHpietb- 
ness beyond all hope ; while, crooking backw ard, he could 
not fail tT) .contrast noontide gloom with sunset light, the 
fierce equinox of autumn v/ith this unfolding periv^d of a 
gracious Indian summer now following upon it ; yet, even 
here, there fell a narrow shadow of cloud ; there wakened 
a wind not unedged. In deep and secret thought he had 
drifted upon that negation of justice involved by the 
Golden Rule. He saw, wiiat every intellect w"orthy a name 
must see: that to do as you would be done by, to with- 
hold the scourge' from the guilty shoulder, to suffer the 
w"eed to flourish in tho^ garden, to shield our fellow-men 
from the consequence of their evil or folly, is to put the . 
individual higher than society, and to follow a precept 
that ethics in evolution has long rejected. 

But he shirked his dilemma : he believed it not neces- 
sary to pursue the paradox to its bitter end. The Golden 
Rule he hypostasised into a living and an omnipresent 
creed ; henceforth it ^vas "Hestined to be his criterion oim 
every action and to his doub^^ spirit he replied, that 
if not pracfdeablc in youth, if not convenient lor middle 
age, this principle might most justly direct the perform- 
ance and stiituiltlate the thought of the old. Thus was, 
knew bjmeelf, untrue to ihe clearer, colder coiwiction 
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of his reasoning past; but in practice this* defection 
brought a peace so exalted, a content so steady, a 
recc ;iiition so precious, that he rested liis spirit upon 
it ill faith and sought no furtlior. 

K *w he retraced his time, and niadt^ a briefs iid pregnant 
siininiary thereof for Susan’s ear. 

“ ’Tis to be spoken in a score of words,” he said. “ My 
life has been a storm in a teacup ; but none the lesf; a 
terrible storm for me until I won the grace to still it. Port 
to the sailor-man be a blessed thing according to •the 
o_yage that’s gone afore. The worse that, the better 
llic p?eacc of tlie haven when he comes to it.” 

She wa.^ ^n^’^oing to Speak, but a sound - «i the stillness of 
night stopped » 

“ Hark ! ” was she said. 

Together they rose, and went to his filter door. ^ 
The gibbous moon\ sailed V ‘ough a sky of thin c. id, 
and lighu iJli dimly u^id'^n thr 


en spaces, but sparkled in 
hings about tlie garden, 
southern hillg, •and its 
Inc^ where glimmered 
his place. A lattice 
iilight under the slope 


the great darkness of evCi-cn 
i^arlh rolled night-hidden 
breast was touclied with spi 
those few habitations visible 
of naked boughs ^jicshed the 
of the hill, and from beneath tluAir shadows ascended a 
moving thread of men and boys. yThcy broke the still- 
ness with speecli and laughter, and tiJicir red lantern-light 
strj^ck to right and left and Jtillcd the moonshine as 

they came. ^ 

“ Wliat’s toward now ? ” asked iVii. P^^kerville, staring 

ankly before him. ^ 

“ Why,” cried Susan, ’tis the * ' ^^t a 

doubt ! They’ll want an occ«» nd 

where shall us got from ? ” 

Coming to me— coming^ 

Good God, a thing far beyoiil 
/his ! ” 

The crowd rolled clatt.img up, an^?*>«j 
to welcome them ; but thc>tty8m ran 
sat down in his chair, bent forward 
his hanc^ tightly between his knees. 

Acutef emotion marked his counte^an^f^’ "w// 
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ftd teneion passed when out of the night there rolled the 
melodious thunder of an ancient tune. 

“Singing for me!” he murmured many times v^hile 
the old song throbbed. 








